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TO  THE   MEMBERS 
OP 

THE   WALDENSIAN   CHURCH, 

IN  THE  VALLEYS   OP  PIEDMONT, 

THIS   WORK, 

ILLUSTRATING  A   PORTION   OF  THEIR   FATHERS*   HISTORY,   AND 

WHOSE   SCENES  ARE   PlfclNcfPALLY   LAID  IN  THE 

VALLEY  OF  LUCERNA, 

IS   DEDICATED,     " 

WITH   FEELINGS   OF  ADMIRATION  AND   CHRISTIAN  FELLOWSHIP, 
BY  THBm  OBEDIENT  SERVANT, 

THE  AUTHOR. 


PBEFAOB. 


Tn  feHoirifig  romaiioe  adhfires,  for  tlie  most  part,  io  biftoiy,  and  preflfi&ts 
s  general  Bketoh  of  the  period  in  vrhich  the  scene  Is  laid.  Almost  eyery 
incident  is  based  ttpon  fkctS;  and  the  allusions  in  the  conrersations  are 
more  or  less  historical.  If  anj  details  appear  horrible,  let  tmth  be  their 
i^logy.  Yet  let  the  reader  remember  that  the  half  is  not  told.  Nothing 
oonld  exceed  the  cmelfcies  that  were  perpetrated  by  the  Boman  Catholics 
against  the  Waldenses;  the  imagination  can  hardly  oonceiye  them, 
morality  forbids  ns  to  blacken  our  pages  with  their  exhumation,  and  they 
would  be  difficult  to  credit,  were  it  not  for  the  well-Imown  eril  of  human 
nature,  especially  when  excited  by  religious  hatred. 

The  writer  is  aware  that  in  this  age  of  indifferentism  he  must  submit 
to  the  charge  of  bigotry.  Had  the  deeds  mentioned  in  these  volumes 
happened  but  once,  the  accusation  might  be  justified,  but  from  their  re- 
currence they  cannot  be  looked  upon  as  accidental  outbursts  s  they  have 
happened  in  every  clime  where  the  Eoman  Catholic  religion  is  dominant^ 
and  must  be  considered  as  an  intrinsic  part  of  the  genius  of  that  system. 

To  prove  that  the  events  we  relate  bave  had  their  parallel  in  history, 
we  may  quote  Hume's  account  of  the  massacre  of  the  English  Protestants 
In  Ireland  by  the  Papists  in  1641 : — 

"  But  death  was  the  lightest  punishment  inflicted  by  those  rebels.  All 
the  tortures  which  wanton  cruelty  could  devise,  all  the  lingering  pains  of 
body,  the  anguish  of  mind,  the  agonies  of  despair,  could  not  satiate 
revenge  excited  without  injury,  and  cruelty  derived  from  no  cause.  To 
enter  into  particulars  would  shock  the  least  delicate  humanity.  Such 
enormities,  though  attested  by  imdoubted  evidence,  appear  almost  in- 
credible. 

«« Amidst  all  these  enormities  the  sacred  name  of  religion  resounded  on 
every  side,  not  to  stop  the  hands  of  these  murderers,  bat  to  enforce  their 
blows,  and  to  steel  their  hearts  against  every  movement  of  human  or  social 
empathy.  The  English,  as  heretics,  abhorred  of  God,  and  detestable  to 
an  holy  men,  were  marked  out  by  the  priests  for  slaughter,  and,  of  all 
actions,  to  rid  the  world  of  these  declared  enemies  to  Catholic  faith  and 
piety,  was  represented  as  the  most  meritorious.  While  death  finished  the 
fofferinga  of  each  victim  the  bigoted  assassins,  with  joy  and  exultation, 
ftSl  echoed  in  his  expiring  ears,  that  these  agonies  were  ,bat  the  com- 
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mencement  of  torments  infinite  and  eternal" — ^Hume's  Sistoiy  of  Snffland, 
YoL  vi.,  chap.  Iv.,  p.  384. 

Passages  like  these  may  rescue  anything  in  the  following  pages  from 
being  deemed  an  exaggeration 5  but  the.weU-i;igh  incredible  cruelties  of 
1655  are  well  authenticated*  L^ger^  the  moderator  of  the  Waldensian 
churches,  and  Sir  Samuel  Morland,  the  "commissioner  extraordmary," 
sent  by  Cromwell,  immediately  after  the  massacres,  to  remonstrate  with 
the  court  of  Turin,  haye  left  us  the  notarial  depositions  of  the  ineidentfw 
Europe  was  thrilled  with  horror,  Louis  the  XlVth  (the  future  revoker  of 
the  Edict  of  Nontc?,  1685)  wrote  to  the  Duke  of  Savoy,  and  England  took 
an  honourable  part  both  in  protesting  and  in  relieying  the  distressed. 

Morland  wrote  a  history,  entitled,  "  The  History  of  the  Evangelical 
Church  of  the  Valleys  of  Piemont,"  to  which  reference  may  bo  made  at  the 
British  Museum,  or  at  the  Cambridge  University  Library.  The  following 
is  his  heading  to  Book  ii.,  Chapter  vi.,  in  which  he  gives  the  details  of  tho 
massacres : — 

'*  A  brief  and  most  authentick  narrative  of  some  part  of  those  extraor- 
dinary cruelties  which  were  exercised  agaiDst  the  poor  Protestants  in  the 
Valleys  of  Piemont  during  the  heat  of  the  late  massacre,  in  the  year  of  our 
Lord  1655,  in  the  month  of  April.  Every  particular  circumstance  whereof 
was  abundantly  verified  to  the  authour,  during  his  abode  in  these  parts, 
both  by  word  of  mouth,  and  by  the  formal  Attestations  and  Subscriptioog 
of  those  very  persons  who  were  both  Eye  and  Ear  witnesses  of  those  in- 
humane Cruelties,  the  true  originals  of  some  whereof  he  hath  exposed  to 
publick  view  in  the  Library  of  the  University  of  Cambridg,  and  for  several 
weighty  Beasons  hath  reserved  the  rest  in  his  own  custody,  ready  to  give 
any  ingenuous  person  full  and  clear  satisfaction." 

His  speech  before  the  Court  of  Turin,  the  attestation  of  Du  Petit  Bourg, 
the  remonstrances  of  the  courts  of  Europe,  place  the  truth  of  these  inci* 
dents  beyond  cavil. 

Morland  collected  many  original  documents  and  manuscripts,  and  de- 
posited them  at  Cambridge,  where  they  now  exist,  to  wit^  the  Bull  of 
Innocent  the  Vlllth,  Du  Petit  Bourg's  attestation,  The  Factum  of  the 
Court  of  Turin,  The  Noble  Le9on,  and  many  others.  Those  MSS.  form 
twenty-one  volumes,  lettered  from  A  to  W.  For  many  years  the  volumes 
from  A  to  G  were  wanting,  and  it  was  supposed  that  they  had  been  stolen 
in  the  reign  of  James  XL 

Dr.  Gilly,  in  his  "  Waldensian  Eesearches,  1831,"  page  157,  discusses 
the  question,  and  regrets  the  hopeless  loss  of  these  documents.  He  says, 
page  166 : — "  Since  the  lost  manuscripts  were  missing  from  the  library  in 
1794  and  in  1753,  and  no  light  was  thrown  at  either  of  these  periods  upon 
the  manner  in  which  they  had  been  removed,  I  fear  all  trace  must  now  bo 
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ooifiidered  M  entirely  gone,  aad  nothing  but  aooiaeiifc  wUl  dear  up  the 
mystery  which  hangs  about  them.** 

On  wxiting  to  Cambridge  for  information  on  this  subject,  the  author 
was  gUid  to  learn  from  Mr.  Bradihaw,  of  £ing*8  College,  that  he  has  had 
theeatirfaction  of  dealing  up  the  mystery.  The  missing  Tolumes  were  all 
the  time  under  the  eyes  of  the  seekersy  having  got  misplaoed  among  some 
Spanish  manuscripts,  some  libranan,  probably,  not  haying  understood  the 
Soman^  characters.  Mr.  Bradshaw  road  a  paper  on  the  sulijeot  before 
the  Cambridge  Antiquarian  Society,  May  12, 1862. 

The  story  is  founded  on  the  following  fact,  a  fact  bordering  on  romance, 
and  whifih  from  its  originality  and  beauty,  must  enlist  the  interest  of  the 
Tirtoous:— 

**Comme  je  connoissois  particuliSrement  la  Famille  de  ces  Frins,  Je  ne 
puis  m'emp^her  de  remarquer  icy  par  parent^se,  qu'ils  estoient  six  Fr^res, 
et  ayoient  ^pons^  six  Soeurs^  ayans  tous  plusieurs  Enfans,  et  Tiyoient  tons 
ensemble  sans  aroir  jamais  fait  de  partage,  et  sans  que  jamais  on  ait  re- 
marqu^  la  moindre  dbcorde  dans  cette  Famille ;  compos^e  de  plus  de 
quarante  personnes,  chaoun  se  tenant  a  sa  tache,  les  uns  au  trarail  des 
Yignes,  et  au  labourage  des  Champs,  les  autres  aa  soiu  des  Prairies,  et  Ik 
celny  des  troupeaux  de  Yaches,  de  Brebis,  ou  de  Chdrres.  L'atn^  des 
Frdres,  et  sa  Femme  qui  estoit  I'ain^  des  SoBurs,  estans  le  F^reet  la  M^re 
de  toute  la  Famille."— Xei^^r,  Fart  ii.,  chapter  ix.,  page  122. 

The  following  is  Dr.  Muston's  translation,  yol.  1.  page  852  :^ 

*^*I  cannot  refrain  from  remarking  here,'  adds  the  historian,  'that 
there  were  six  brothers  of  these  Frinses,  and  that  they  had  married  six 
sisters,  and  all  of  them  had  numbers  of  children,  and  that  they  lived  to- 
gether without  having  ever  made  any  division  of  their  property,  and 
without  the  slightest  discord  having  ever  been  observed  in  that  family.  It 
was  composed  of  more  than  forty  persons,  each  of  whom  had  his  own 
department  of  labour;  some  in  the  work  of  the  vineyards  and  cultivation 
of  the  fields,  others  in  the  care  of  the  meadows  or  in  that  of  the  flocks. 
The  eldest  of  the  brothers  and  his  wife,  who  was  also  the  eldest  of  the 
sisters,  were  like  the  father  and  mother  of  the  whole  family.' " 

When  visiting  the  valleys  in  1857,  the  author  had  the  good  fortune  to 
procure  s  copy  of  **Iieger's  History,"  the  very  book,  ho  believes,  from 
which  Sodolphe  Feyran  argued  with  Dr.  Gilly,  as  mentioned  by  him, 
page  79,  in  hia  '*  Narrative  of  an  Excursion  to  the  Moimtains  of  Fiedmont 
in  the  Year  1823." 

The  Uberties  taken  with  the  persons  and  places  are  slight.  The  Farm 
of  La  Band^ne,  which  was  near  Yillar,  has  been  located  nearer  the 
entranee  of  the  Valley  of  Lucema,  for  the  embodiment  of  Oastaldo's  edict. 
The  Valley  of  Lucema  is  the  same  as  that  of  the  Yal  Fdice,  although  the 


kitor  hM  miSan  ihe  kit  time  jem  bMome  ftt  <^kSal  luniie.  Joiltaft 
Janayel,  who  is  an  historical  character,  has  bem  nrnde  one  of  tbe  famfly  i^ 
the  PriaseBy  for  fite  unity  of  tlie  pbit»  but  las  adioxMi  are  aol  esagfgented. 
Hie  eonveriatioo  of  the  female  propaganda^  the  death4)e«l  of  tbe  Mar- 
chioaeis,  the  preaduag  of  the  monk,  the  death  ci  Bodolpbe,  the  alhiBiooi 
to  the  Popes  hj  Halvioino,  in  short^well  nigh  every  inddent  Is  baaed  on 
factsy  the  principal  exceptions  being  the  derelopment  of  the  plot,  property 
eo  called,  connected  with  Azdoine  at  the  end  of  book  ii.,  and  with  Sohard, 
book  iii. 

(Ehese  considerations,  it  is  hoped,  will  add  to  tiie  yalne  of  the  story. 
The  aiith<K*  proposes  a  higher  aim  than  enabling  the  thonghtless  to  get 
through  the  tedium  of  idleness — he  is  concerned  with  the  propagation  of 
tenth.  He  has  endeaToored  to  cast  light  on  the  Mae  creed  and  acts  of 
that  mysterious  Church,  which  is  **  drunk  with  the  blood  of  the  satnts," 
and  to  illnstrate  those  truths  which  it  is  our  glory  to  possess,  and  onr 
zespoQsibiHty  to  hand  down  to  onr  children.  Above  all  he  hopes  that  the 
Qospdl  will  be  found  set  forth  in  these  pages,  and  that  soenee  Hke  the 
death-beds  of  the  Marchioness  and  of  Marie  will  illnstrate  thdr  respectiye 
principles. 

The  Waldenses  are  interesting  to  us,  as  forming  the  historic  link 
between  the  Beformation  and  Apostolic  tunes,  haying  always  protested 
against  the  innovations  of  the  Church  of  Borne. 

Tbe  author  offers  this  mite  as  the  contribution  of  an  individnal  mind 
to  what  he  beUeves  to  be  the  cause  of  truth,  and  as  a  protest  against  the 
encroachments  of  that  Church,  which,  while  she  totters  on  the  banks  of  the 
Tiber,  is  strengthening  her  stakes  and  lengthening  her  cords  on  the  banks 
of  the  Thames.*  Happy  will  he  be  if  from  his  humble  parsonage  he  can 
promote  the  cause  of  truth,  as  the  Waldenses  have  done  in  the  hidden 
valleys  at  the  base  of  Monte  Y iso. 

With  reference  to  the  accusation  of  partisan  writing,  he  begs  to  observe, 
that  in  times  such  as  thx)se  whereof  he  treats,  the  characters  of  both 
parties  became  more  contrasted.  The  hatred  of  the  persecutor  serves  to 
develop  the  "patience  and  faith  of  the  saints  "  and  a  reference  to  any  of 
the  Histories  of  Persecutions  will  prove  that  neither  the  one  nor  the  other 
are  ezsggerated,  but  that  both  phases  ore  verified  by  experience.  As 
regards  the  charge  of  reviving  "tbe  evU"  which  histwy  has  buried,  we 
ahould  remember  that  the  wisdom  of  the  present  is  based  npon  the  expe- 
rience of  the  past ;  that  so  far  from  it  being  our  duty,  in  charity,  to  east  a 
▼eil  over  the  crimes  of  the  JEtomish  Church,  that  conspirator  against  the 

*  From  1860  to  1862  the  itwrtoie  of  Bcnnish  priests  in  England  uid  Scotland  kts  been 
468  (out  of  1397);  of  chapels,  882  (oat  of  1065);  of  convents,  118  (oat  of  171). 


>  of  mmlM,  ii  !•  s  ehuStj  to  vaamuk  an  weaj^  snd  to  wim  tiid 

Btntioii  of  aft  laMooi  £»• 

{Ehs  oft  nywHJ  ennMi  of  s  eoftamwaSby  fiko  the  Chureh  of  Some 

iwkiA*yj^vmt  to  be  dononnced  in  tho  Vogd  of  God),  and  the  indtridiuii 

feBiieof  ogriif^boBi^  ifyme  the  exewiep  of  a  diflfarent  charity.    To  be 

himdtotlHikttvinajheatfirtues  to  be  blmdto  the  Conner  must  be  m 


.  SiieaithflvfaubattfaziDinitheiBTeotiTesof  general  history  into  indi* 
Tidnal  portndtB^  for  what  can  exceed  the  horrors  which  Soman  Oatholio 
hiitoriaDehaTe  hit  on,  leeord  of  the  ftate  of  Ecclesiaetical  Society  daring 
tbesMddk  agei^eiidii|>  to  the  time  of  whidi  we  write? 

If  lyitHDe'of  nllgioft  are  to  be  judged  by  th^  fhiitf,  Boman  Gatho* 
Hamn  haa  »  tag  nnge  of  adf^nne  teetimonies  from  the  chairs  of  John 
JULlli.»«adoff  Ateiander  TL,  through  the  zeal  of  Simon  de  Montfor^ 
Pomiaioy  Tov^puanadai  or  Fiaaeese,  down  to  the  warrion  of  Spoleto  and 
theiabUeefCMc. 

IM  «a  aa  EngUshmen  prise  our  pririleges,  and  by  spiritual  weapons 
i  the  adTSHoe  of  Ihat  sect  which  hates  freedom,  and  only  wants  more 
'  to  rob  us  of  earth's  choicest  birthright,  our  ciyil  and  religions 

A  eiMH§i>j  it  is  asserted,  has  of  lato  come  orer  the  spirit  of  Bome ;  but 
in  lefntataok  of  this,  we  may  point  to  cases  Eke  that  of  Matamoros  in 
Spun,  aad  otters,  who  were  sentenced  to  ei^t  and  nine  years  of  the 
gallaya  for  zeadiDg  the  Seriptitres.  The  Ohnrch  of  Bome  professes  to 
ht  mfsUibb  m  doctrine,  and  persecution  has  been  authorized  and  ,Tin« 
dioated. 

Wa  do  aoi  is^f  tiial  an  Boman  Catholics  are  rither  intolerant  or 
insiBOSM^  and  wevegoioe  to  do  lumour  to  Fenelon,  Massillon,  Ghiyon,  Pascal, 
flbanul  Taeea,  and  others  of  kindred  spirit;  but  that  the  genius  of  the 
sgpiteaa  ia  what  we  hare  represented,  and  that  the  characters  of  the  time 
are  not  eiaggefoted,   can  be  Tcrified  by   appeals  to  authors   of  all 


VffUh  reiprenee  to  the  practices  of  Bome  and  her  clergy  in  the  present 
day,  we  mwf  refer  to  tiie  letter  of  Settembrini  to  Cardinal  Biario  Sforza, 
poUiahed  in  the  Times  of  September  2,  1863.  On  such  points  let  the 
BaSaDB  tiieoisriTes  be  the  judges.  "In  brie^"  writes  the  Oarali^re 
Setttmbtkii^  "whererer  we  open  the  Gospel  by  accident,  we  see  that  the 
doebmia  and  tiie  holy  life  of  Jesus  Christ  are  just  the  opposite  of  the 
doetaiaa^of  the  Bcmian  Catholic  Church,  and  of  the  works  of  the  priests.** 

The  Mowing  is  from  a  leading  article  in  the  Times,  September  2; 

*M.  Jimtelembett  throws  the  Inquisition  oTeri>oard,  and  denouncer 


the  persecuting  acts  of  the  Roman  Church*  He  ftaorificM  a  wKok  page  of 
the  past.  But  this  is  not  all  that  M.  Montalemhert  does. '  He-declares  his 
iiostility  to  all  the  existing' remains  of  this  system;  to  that  modified  per- 
secution which  consists  in  simply  prohibiting  the  spread  of  oew  doctrihei, 
and  coercing  the  agents  in  such  efforts,  imprisoning  them  and  fining  them; 
]3ut  this  is  the  system  now  in  Spain,  it  has  only  just  been  abolished  by 
Sardinian  rule  in  the  greater  part  of  Italy,  and  it  is  in  full  action  at  this 
moment  in  Eome.  Anybody  in  the  Papal  States  can  be  put  ix»  gaol  for 
disseminating  obnoxious  doctrines." 

The  following  quotation  from  Dr.  Gilly  will  be  read  with  interest :— > 

"  Some  of  the  narratives  that  I  read  seemed  to  give  quite  a  romantic, 
and  even  fabulous  air,  to  the  conflicts  which  this  little  commimity  (never 
exceeding  twenty  thousand  souls)  had  the  courage  to  hold  with  their  power* 
ful  neighbours ;  and  my  expectations  were  raised  by  several  of  the  descrip- 
tions to  see  a  region,  which  would  appear  more  like  fiEury-land  than  the 
theatre  of  real  achievements.  Every  vale  and  glen  is  represented  in  then 
relations  as  sacred  ground,  from  having  been  ennobled  by  some  expkdfc  in 
defence  of  liberty  or  religion,  or  consecrated  to  the  memory  of  a  hero  who 
had  bled,  or  a  martyr  who  had  suffered  there.  One  writer  calls  the  valleys 
of  these  Yaudois  *  an  holy  asylum  which  God  has  wonderfully  and  efreo. 
miraculously  fortified ;'  and  a  Popish  author»  who  wrote  against  the  Yau- 
dois, bears  this  remarkable  testimony  to  their  successful  resistance  of 
aggression.  *  Toutes  sortes  de  gens  en  divers  temps,  par  un  tr^s-grand 
effort,  out  en  vain  essay^  de  les  arracher,  car  centre  TOpinioa  de  tout  lo 
monde  ils  sont  toujours  demeurez  vainqueurs,  et  du  toutinvincibles*  (Claude 
Seyssel).  But  highly  coloured  as  such  accounts  may  be  thought  to  be,  an 
investigation  into  the  history  of  these  mountaineers,  and  a  surv^  of  their 
country,  will  clearly  prove  that  neither  the  extraordinary  events  in  the  one, 
nor  the  beauty  or  sublimity  described  in  the  other,  have  been  exaggerated*" 

The  author  cannot  refrain  from  quoting  the  following  esEtract  from 
Canon  Wordsworth's  speech  in  Convocation,  February  12th9 1863  is*— 

"  What  could  be  a  more  wonderful  thing  than  the  fact  that  the  rerj 
person— Pftther  Carlo  Passaglia— celebrated  for  his  advocacy  of  the  new 
doctrino  of  the  Immaculate  Conception,  the  very  man  who  was  especially 
honoured  by  Pope  Pius  IX,  tlie  man  who  had  written  three  quarto  volumes 
on  behalf  of  that  new  doctrine,  should  be  now  residing  at  Turifiy  the  capital 
of  Piedmont,  in  the  very  house  where  Count  Cavour  was  bom,  and  where 
he  died?  He  had  collected  upwards  of  nine  thousand  signatures,  all  the 
signatures  of  priests  contending  for  Italian  liberty,  and  for  the  abolition  of 
the  temporal  supremacy  of  the  Pope.  Father  Passaglia  having^  in  the  teeth 
of  the  anathemas  of  the  Papacy,  raised  this  cry  for  the  abolition  of  the 
temporal  supremacy,  they  must  ultimately  come  to^the  fuesfeion-  of^  the 
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spiritiia]^  .^iq^iemaej  likewise*  ^ib  monifestaiian  against  tlie  tomporal- 
ivae  also  &  piptest  against  the  sfiiritual  aupremacj.  When  they  looked 
bafik  to  h^aUnj,  and  remembered  the  horrors  and  massacres  that  were  in* 
flicted  by  the  Hoose  of  Savoy  in  the  extermination  of  Christians,  and  when, 
they  BOW.  aaw  raised  op  an  army  of  three  hundred  thousand  men,  combined 
y^tin  tihe  voices  of  nine  thousand  priests  in  that  Texy  kingdom  of  Piedmont^ 
under  the  rnle  of  the  ancient  Duchy  of  Savoy,  to  recall  the  (aithful  to  the 
Tei^  TaUeya  of  the  Alps,  they  must  acknowledge  that  the  finger  of  Q-od 
was  in  it :—    . 

** * Axtmwb,  0  Lord,  thjaUkaghtcred  saints,  nhosa  bones 
Lie  scattered  on  the  Alpine  monntains  cold  I' " 

In  order  to  give  the  reader  some  insight  into  the  history  of  the  time, 
the  antfaor  subjoins  the  headings  of  the  chapters  of  Dr.  Huston's  "  Israel 
of  the  Alps,**  which  refer  to  that  period.  (The  most  perfect  list  of  booke 
and  numuscri(»ts  referring  to  this  and  other  portions  of  the  history  of  th» 
Waldeaees  will^belbtind  at  the  end  of  Dr.  Muston's  second  rolame.) 

CRaPTBn  YI.— Thb  Fbopaganda  (a.d.  1637  to  a.d.  1665).— Gharke 
Smmanoel  II.  of  Savoy. — ^The  Duchess  Christina  of  France — Disputes  as 
to  the  Begency.-^llie  Propaganda  instituted.— Rorengo.—Placido  Corse- 
Public  DiscnsBion8.-^Crimes  and  Cruelties. — ^Terrible  Conflagrations. — Civil 
Warj— The  Tandois  support  the  Duchess  Christina.— Protestant  Worship 
prohibited  at  8t  John.— Other  severe  Edicts.— Women  in  the  Propaganda. 
-^The  Marchioness  of  Pianesse. — Her  Dying  Charge  to  her  Husband.— 
The  Besidences  of  the  Monks  burned  at  various  Places  in  the  Valleys.— > 
Palae  Charge  brought  against  a  Yaudois  Pastor  of  having  instigated  thd 
Atsasrination  of  a  Priest. 

Chaptbe  yn.— Ths  Pxxdmontess  Easteb,  OB  THB  .Massacbes  of 
1655  (Saturday  the  24th  of  April  being  Easter-Eve).*Proceedings  of  the 
?oc»ty  di$  FtopagandA  Fide, — Gastaldo,  the  Duke's  Lieutenant  in  theTal- 
lcy8.-*-SeiV0re  Measures.— ^Prolonged  and  Fruitless  Negotiations. — ^The  Mar- 
quis of  Pianesse.r—His  Deceitfulness.— He  puts  himself  at  the  Head  of 
I^oops  for  the  Exfermination  of  the  Vaudois.— Indecision  of  tlio  Vaudois, 
irho  are  In  part  deeeired  by  False  Pretences.— Janavel.— The  Vaudois  re- 
list the  Marquis  of  Pianesse  at  La  Tour,  but  are  defeated.— Furtlier  Com- 
bats.—Further  Treachery  of  Pianesse. — Massacre  on  the  Day  before 
Saater.-rFearfol  Atrodties.— M.  du  .Petit bourg  refuses  to  conduct  his 
Troope  upon  Occasion  of  this  Massacre. — ^His  subsequent  Exposure  of  its 
Enormitiea. 

Chaptbb  Vin.— Janavbl  akd  Jahieb  (April  to  June  1655).— The 
FkigitiTe  Vaudois  find  an  Asylum  in  the  French  Dominions. — Janavel, 
with  a  Small  Band,  obtains  Wonderful  Victories  over  the  Troop  of 
PiBne8se.p— Pianesse  has  recourse  again  to  the  Arts  of  Treachery.— He 
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larageBBora,  Init  iBattaelnd  aad  defeated  by  JaiiKTel  as  lie  ii0l&«t  frith  liis 
Booty. — ^Piflnesee  marehes  agamet  Bora  wi1&  almott  Tax  TKooaand  Metu 
Janayers  Wife  and  Daughter  made  Fnsonen.— Bis  Gonsteat  Besolaflons^ 
—-The  Dttdiess  of  Saroy  and  the  Freneb  Gourt. — Mazarin  refcMes  to  take 
Bart  against  the  Yaudajs  as  she  desaes.-— Cfromwell  ofFen  them  a  Brfuge 
in  Ireland. — ^IntercesBion  of  Foreign  Powers. — CbHections  made  lor  the 
yand<»B  in  Protestant  Goimtries. — The  Yandois  oontinne  in  Arms. — ^Ano* 
thqrYaudoiB  Troop  tales  the  Field  tmder  Jafaier. — Janarel  makes  en 
attempt  to  seize  Lucernette,  but  fails. — Jahier  and  he  effect  a  Jmiction. — 
They  seize  St.  Segonl— -Farther  Suooesfies.— Janarel  is  sererdy  wounded. 
•"-Jahier  is  killed. 

Ceaptbb  IX.-^£in>  ov  the  Ck)NXLiOT»  NzGOTunoirs  akd  Patbhts 
Qp  GsACE  (June  to  September  1655). — ^Foreigners  oome  to  the  Assistanee 
of  the  Yaudois. — ^Further  Successes  of  their  Arms. — ^Ihey  £ul  in  an 
Attempt,  ocmducted  by  the  French  General  Desoombies  to  take  the  Fort 
of  La  Tour.— Intervention  of  CromwelL— His  Ambassador  Morland  at 
Turin.— Treaty  of  PigneroL 

In  oondusibn,  we  joyfully  acknowledge  that  a  brighter  day  lias  dawned 
on  Italy. — ^The  Yaudois  hate  had  their  Tarious  oiTil  disqualifioations 
removed  since  1848 ;  they  are  free  Italians,  having  colleges  at  Florence  and 
Ja  Tour,  and  Churches  and  Evangelists  in  many  parts  of  the  Peninsula. 
M9y  they  become  the  Missionary  Church  of  Italy !  Sing  Yictor  Emmanuel, 
by  his  enlightened  policy,  inherits  their  warmest  loyalty,  which  even  the 
persecutions  of  his  ancestors  failed  to  quench.  Need  we  add  that  thia 
Hberty  has  been  obtained  by  Komanists,  not  through,  but  in  spite  of  the 
Church  of  Borne,  which  is  the  last  nucleus  of  intolerance^  despotism,  and 
brigandism  in  this  regenerated  land. 

Should  any  of  his  readers  feel  inclined  to  tgansmit  their  ofierings  in 
aid  of  this  ancient  yet  struggling  Church,  the  author  wOl  pledge  himself 
for  their  due  transmission.  Commending  his  work  to  the  blessing  of  tho 
great  Head  of  the  Church,  whose  glory  he  would  advance,  the  author 
concludes  by  wishing  his  readers  the  same  pleasyre  ^d  profit  in  the  perusal 
of  the  following  pages  as  he  has  had  in  his  researches  fer  their  composition. 

IjATCHMOOIt,   GeBBABD'S  CjIOSS, 
January^  1864. 


PREFACE  TO  SECOND  EDITION. 


The  whole  of  the  three  volume  edition  of  this  work  having 
been  sold  within  little  more  than  three  months,  induces  the 
author  to  hope  that  its  publication  was  not  unseasonable,  and 
to  comply  with  the  request  for  its  reproduction  in  a  cheaper 
and  more  accessible  form.  He  avails  himself  of  this  oppor- 
tunity of  cordially  thanking  the  press  for  the  encouraging  and 
forbearing  way  in  which  they  have  treated  a  first  production 
— of  whose  imperfections  he  is  fully  sensible.  He  has  weighed 
the  remarks  of  the  very  few  who  have  honoured  him  with 
somewhat  rough  handling,  and  has  endeavoured  to  profit  from 
their  suggestions. 

Xatchhoob,  Gebbaiid's  Gboss, 
May^  1864u 
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MAP  OF  THE  WALDENSIAN  VALLEYS. 


"  Those  wlio  gave  early  notice,  as  the  lark 
Springs  from  the  ground  the  mom  to  gratolate, 
Who  rather  chose  the  day  to  antedate 
By  striking  out  a  solitary  spark. 
When  all  the  Tvorld  with  midnight  gloom  was  dark ; 
These  harbingers  of  good,  whcHn  hitter  hate 
In  rain  endeavour'd  to  exterminate, 
Fell  obloquy  pursues  with  hideous  bark ; 
But  they  desist  not ;  and  the  sacred  fire, 
Rekindled  thus,  from  dens  and  savage  woods 
Moves,  handed  on  with  never-ceasing  care^ 
Through  courts,  through  camps,  o'er  limitary  floods  ; 
Nor  lacks  this  sea-girt  islo  a  timely  share 
Of  the  new  flame,  nor  suffer'd  to  expire," 

WOia)SWOBTH. 


BOOK  L 


THE  VALLEYS. 


AD  LECTOREM. 

The  reader  is  requested  to  peruse  attentively  the  Preface  and 
the  Appendices,  and  if  curiously-minded  to  verify  the  quota- 
tions by  reference  to  the  originals. 

N.B. — The  Vaudois  and  "Waldenses  are  sjnonjmoua  terms ; 
they  are  Italians,  inhabiting  the  Alpine  valleys  of  Piedmont, 
and  must  not  be  confounded  with  the  Swiss  of  the  Pays  de 
Vaud,  in  Switzerland. 
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CHAPTER  L 

THE  PALACE. 

Anno  Domini  1655.  It  is  the  first  of  January,  a  day  breathing 
the  mystic  eloqacnce  of  time,  fraught  with  the  memories  of. 
the  pa^st,  the  enjoyment  of  the  present,  and  the  hopes  and 
fears  of  the  unknown  future. 

The  untutored  peasant  on  that  mountain  range  has  watched 
with  eagerness  for  the  sunrise,  and  when  at  length  the  glitter. 
of  a  distant  point  across  the  plain  assures  him  that  another 
jeBT  has  dawned,  his  heart  partakes  th^  common  joy  that^ 
thrills  the  human  race. 

The  morning  glow  waxes  brighter,  and  gradually  unveils 
a  ciiy  in  which  past  and  present  mingle  in  strange  discord. 
Here  stands  the  gorgeous  church,  redolent  with  incense ;  there^ 
the  roofless  temple,  with  its  voiceless  shrine :  on  one  side  of 
a  street  rises  the  marble  palace,  adorned  with  modem  hei*aldry  ^ 
while  on  the  other  lies  a  broken  frieze,  strewn  along  the, 
pathway;  on  this  spot  stands  a  gallery  of  art;,  opposite  to. 
which  a  Corinthian  capital  is  embedded  in  modem  brickwork  r 
at  this  point  the  thronged  bridge  spans  the  tawny  river,  while 
dose  by,  the  dismantled  arch  of  victory,  protests  against. 
man's  ^cied  immortality  on  earth. 

From  these  broken  shrines  Wisdom  utters  her  parable,  and 
tmoL  the  rifled  lepnlchres  of  Ipings,  warns  the  crowd  wha. 
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trample  upon  their  fathers'  ashes,  that  they  will  themselves 
soon  becomo  trackless  and  forgotten. 

It  was  early  in  the  morning,  when  an  aged  and  decrepit 
man  stepped  into  one  of  the  balconies  of  an  irregular  pile  of 
building,  in  the  outskirts  of  the  city.  His  dim  eye  was 
brightened  for  a  moment,  as  he  felt  his  energies  revived  by 
the  elastic  air.  Prom  his  style  of  dress,  he  appeared  to  be  a 
person  of  ecclesiastical  rank ;  h©  was  clothed  in  a  white  woollen 
robe,  embroidered  with  a  large  cross,  partially  concealed  by 
the  overhanging  cape ;  his  grey  locks  straggled  from  under  a 
white  cap  fitting  the  crown  of  his  head,  and  his  wrinkled 
face  bore  traces  of  mental  conflict,  despite  an  expression  of 
sensuality  and  indolence.  Gazing  into  the  heavens  with  a  look 
of  vacancy,  he  watched  the  fragments  of  fleecy  clouds  floating 
jithwart  the  otherwise  unbroken  azure ;  then,  recalled  by  th© 
chimes  of  the  neighbouring  churches,  he  turned  his  eye  upon 
the  city,  hoping  that  earth  might  difiuse  that  peace  which 
heaven  seemed  to  have  denied. 

That  scene  may  well  arrest  the  thoughtless,  for  of  all  the 
cities  oi  the  earth  none  has  exercised  a  greater  influence  on 
the  political  or  religious  destinies  of  the  human  race  than  this, 
the  imperial  city  of  Rome.  That  feeble  man  is  its  sovereign, 
and  he  pauses  as  he  beholds  the  centre  of  his  spiritual  and: 
temporal  power.  His  eye  catches  a  glimpse  of  the  river, 
banked  by  structures,  ancient  and  modem,  dimly  outlined  in 
the  dusky  wave.  Conspicuous  in  the  foreground  stands  a. 
round  castellated  building,  at  once  a  fortress,  a  prison,  and  a 
tomb ;  to  the  right  rises  a  dome,  open  to  the  sunshine  and  rain, 
of  heaven,  while  towering  beyond  is  another  reHc  of  anti*. 
quity,  a  large  circular  fragment  pierced  with  tiers  of  arches, 
through  which  the  Alban  hills  can  be  dimly  traced. 

On  the  distant  plains  are  broken  lines  of  arched  masonry, 
standing  on  the  desert  in  solemn  silence,  steeped  with  the* 
history  of  a  past  race  who  brought  from  the  monntam  glen,., 
into  the  city's  midst,  the  priceless  streun.  In  the  distance 
iirise  the  shadowy  monntainSi  fonxung  a^  ^onttask  .wiilL  thein 
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phrple  bases  aikd  silveiy  snmmits  to  ilib  dark  bine '  sky,'  tstM 
with  a  thousand  tints  by  a  ckmdless  or  olonded  sum 

The  old  man  surveyed  the  scene^  dosing  his  eyes  from 
time  to  time,  as  if  to  follow  the  current  of  his  troaUed 
thoughts.  This  was  Pope  Innocent  X.  His  withered  hand, 
upon  which  shone  a  magnificent  ring,  grasped  a. parchment 
coreredwifch  black  letters  and  illuminated  capitals,  and  beaiw 
ing  a  small  seal  of  lead  stamped  on  one  side  with  the  heads  of 
Peter  and  Panl,  and  on  the  other,  with  the  words  ''  Innoceni 
VIII,  P<mt.  Maxi  An.  III.^*  This  ancient  record  wasthoi 
£unons  Bull  of  14B7y  issned  for  the  extirpation  of  heresy, 
especially  that  phase  which  clung  to  HhB  £eu3tne8ses  of  th» 
Alps,  the  plains  of  Langnedoc,  Danphiny,  and  Prorence.  Tho 
fhlminations  of  that  parchment  had  produced  a  baneftd  effect 
on  superstitions  Eoropa  Thousands,  whose  sins  were  as 
scarlet,  joined  the  crusade  in  hope  of  expiating  their  crimes^ 
and  secnring  a  right  to  the  kingdom  of  God,  by  shedding 
innocent  blood.  Eight  hxmdred  thousand  Protestants  perished 
in  different  parts  of  Europe.  Nearly  two  centuries  had  rolled 
over  since  that  time,  imd  though  the  originators  of  that  bloody 
drama  had  passed  away,  their  principles  surviyedi 

A  dond  had  arisen  in  the  h(»nzon,and  the  year  lG5«r 
opened  gloomily  for  the  primitiye  chorches  in  the  valleys  oL 
the  Alps. 

After  glancing  at  the  document^  Innocent  retired  into  hisr 
chamber,  and  seating  himself  began  to  read : — 

^IntuHxniiua  SpiacopM,  serous  sermrum  Del,  dUecto  FiUa^ 
Alberto  de  Oapitaneu" 

Breathing  heavily  he  continued  :— 

^  Nim  me  dispUeentid  grandi  pervenit  audUumgnie  ^imk2v 
nonnuRi  imqidia^  filUjVncolmFrow^  seetaioret^ 

UUus  pernkioeMmeB  et  abtmmabiUe^ectit  Jwminum  maliffmrumy, 
Pantperum  de  Lugduno  eew  TMendvm^  mnacupaUirum^  qnmk 
dudnm  im  pariibue,^ed&nKmtan%iy"      .    • 

Tfa0  PeDti£Ps  feeble  voice  became  more  indistinct,  uniQ  hmr 
fiB&snte  a.  bsoken  sleep.;  After  some  time  «evera^  Mfyisem 
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entered  the  room,  and  conducted  his  Holiness  to  tlio  Sala 
Begiay  where  npon  New  Year's- day  he  gave  audience  to  the 
embassadors  of  foreign,  courts.  The  hall  was  spacious,  and 
decorated  with  stucco  ornaments  and  frescoes.  One  group 
represented  (Jregory  VJLl.  giving  absolution  to  the  Emperor 
Henry  lY. ;  another,  Frederick  Barbarossa,  receiving  the 
blessing  of  Alexander  III.  On  the  eastern  side  Yasari'a 
master^piece  attracted  a  crowd  of  admirers.  The  painter 
might  well  illustrate  the  subject,  for  it  had  caused  the  bells  of 
St.  Peter  to  ring,  the  cannon  of  St.  Angelo  to  thunder,  bon- 
fires to  blaze  in  the  streets  of  Bome,  and  the  founders  at  the 
mint  to  strike  a  new  medal.  Let  us  approach  the  picture* 
It  portrays  not  the  struggle  of  battle,  and  yet  those  ghastly, 
forms  bespeak  the  riot  of  death.  The  sword  is  raised  aloft 
dripping  with  blood ;  the  young  man  is  hewn  down  upon  the 
body  of  his  aged  father ;  the  wife  is  murdered  within  sight  of 
her  husband's  corpse ;  the  tender  babe  is  dashed  against  the 
stones.  Fury  goads  the  pursuers ;  the  agony  of  death  thrills 
the  victim.  This  is  Eome's  oflfering  to  a  God  of  love,  who 
came  on  earth  not  to  destroy  men's  lives,  but  to  save  them. 

Behold  this  work  of  art  on  the  walls  of  the  Vatican,  lin- 
gering to  this  day  to  testify  of  the  past.  It  represents  the 
massacre  of  St.  Bartholomew, — alas!  only  one  item  out  of 
the  roll  of  massacres  due  to  parchments  sealed  with  the  fisher* 
man's  seal.  It  is  the  epitaph  of  sixty  thousand  Protestants 
who  perished  in  France  alone.  On  receiving  the  details, 
Gregory  XTII.  cried  out  aloud,  "  Good  news !  Good  news !  '* 
St.  Peter's  rang  with  the  hymn  of  Sfc.  Ambrose,  "  Te  Deunu 
Lavdamtisy  A  medal  was  struck  with  the  inscription,  "  TTgo^ 
notorum  Strages^  1572,"  and  the  invention  of  art  enlisted,  that 
^e  crime  might  be  graven  on  the  Church's  brow. 

At  the  upper  end  of  the  hall  was  a  decorated  throne,  on 
tilie  IwMck  of  which  two  keys  crossed,  surmounted  by  a  triple- 
crown,  were  embroidered  in  gold.  A  file  of  the  noble  guard,* 
xuged  on  either  side,  presented  their  swords  and  fell  *  on 
bended  knee  as  the  sovereign  Pontiff  passed  them.:  Hatmg- 
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ascended  the  throne,  lie  Baid,  in  a  peculiar  cadence,  '^  HonUnu^ 
vMscumy^*  and  stretcliing  out  two  fingers  of  bis  right  hand^ 
znade  a  motion,  at  which  the  beholders  fell  on  their  knees  and 
crossed  themselves.  In  the  centre  of  the  hall  the  ambassa* 
dors  of  most  of  the  courts  of  Europe  were  grouped  witli  eccle* 
siasiics  of  various  orders.  France,  Spain,  Portugal,  Austria, 
Naples,  and  minor  duchies  are  represented.  In  the  front 
(Stands  a  subtle,  black-eyed  man,  whose  garb  betokens  no 
rank.  He  is  general  of  the  order  of  Jesuits.  Kear  him  an 
older  man  wears  the  robe  of  the  Dominican.  Franciscans  and 
hooded  Capuchins  intermingle  with  Carmelites,  Benedictines, 
and  Cistercians,  while  contrasting  with  the  sombre  garb  of 
the  ecclesiastics  appear  the  uniforms  of  generals  and  officers, 
^lany  of  whose  breasts  glitter  with  orders  and  stars.  Cardi*- 
Hals,  with  red  hats  and  purple  mantles,  are  grouped  in  knots, 
discussing  the  health  of  Innocent,  and  the  probable  vacancy 
of  St.  Peter's  chair.  One  by  one  the  audience  approach  the 
sovereign  Pontiff;  some  salute  his  hand,  others  his  knee, 
while  those  of  inferior  grade  kneel  and  kiss  his  embroidered 
slipper. 

After  several  had  been  presented,  a  young  officer  entered, 
wearing  the  uniform  of  the  Duke  of  Savoy.  An  ingenuous 
expression  lit  up  his  regular  features,  which  contrasted  favour-* 
ably  with  the  cunning  selfishness  visible  in  the  countenances 
of  many  of  those  around.  He  paused  Wore  the  Holy  Father's 
throne,  and  bent  his  knee  :— * 

"  Scm,"  said  the  old  man,  "  tell  our  beloved  Charles  Em- 
manuel and  his  mother  Christina  that  we  commend  their 
works  of  love,  and  send  them  and  all  who  labour  with  them 
oar  Apostolic  blessing.  We  thank  God,"  continued  he,  as 
his  voice  trembled  through  weakness,  "that  the  jubilee  of 
1650  has  brought  forth  fruit  in  the  establishment  of  the  Holy 
Office  at  Turin.  We  have  studied  the  Bull  of  our  predeces- 
sor. Innocent  VilL  (whose  soul  God  rest  in  peace),  in  which 
he  urges  the  Christian  world  to  the  extermination  of  heresy* 
We  approve  of  the  measures  our  daughter  of  Savoy  intend^ 
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iakmg  to  uproot  those  ancient  rebels  in  ;the  vaileyB  of  the 
Alps.  Bid  ber  purify  her  kingdom/  and  win  an  eternal  orown ; 
let  the  sword  support  the  cross,  and  the  cross  will  hallow  the 
8«rord.  Look,  young  man,  at  that  pictore ;  stamp  it  on  yofur 
niemory ;  it  is  the  triumph  of  the  Church  over  her  apostate 
children,  whom  she  would  convert  even  by  the  sword.  Would 
jfehat  all  our  sons  would  follow  this  bright  example,  and  emu«  - 
late  the  zeal  of  the  eldest  son  of  the  Church !  Our  age  would 
nat  then  be  so  barren  in  works  of  faith  and  labours  of  love. 
Accept  this  sword,  whose  blade  is  of  our  best  Ferrara  steel, 
and  upon  whose  jewelled  handle  our  pontifical  arms  are 
wrought.  May  it  recall  the  scenes  of  the  Eternal  City,  and 
remind  you  of  your  allegiance  to  our  holy  See.  Fear  not  to 
Txse  it  at  the  Church's  bidding  for  the  conversion  of  heretics. 
Take  these  presents  to  the  Duke  and  Regent ;  assure  them  of 
our  fatherly  prayers,  and  convey  our  Apostolic  benediction." 

The  offiLoer  arose,  and,  bowing  three  times,  retreated  back* 
wards  from  the  presence  of  Innocent.  After  a  few  other  audi- 
ences the  Holy  Father  was  carried  to  his  private  room,  travers- 
ing a  long  corridor  lined  with  the  choicest  efforts  of  ancient  art, 
and  draped  with  the  tapestries  of  Raphael.  Little  cared  he 
then  for  these  monuments  of  the  past;  his  strength  was 
ebbing,  and  his  mind  jaded,  for  his  outward  pomp  veiled  a 
conscience  ill  at  ease  with  itself  and  with  God. 

Later  in  the  day  he  passed  through  the  same  hall,  into  the 
adjoining  apartments.  The  throne  of  state,  the  golden  cruci* 
fix  on  the  altar,  the  exquisite  candelabra  of  Cellini,  the  carved 
stalls  of  the  choir,  indicated  that  it  was  the  Sistine  chapeL 
The  roof  was  covered  with  frescoes,  while  on  the  end-wall 
was  the  master-piece  of  Michael  Angelo,  ^'  The  Last  Judg- 
ment," the  execution  of  which  had  occupied  that  great  artist 
fior  eight  years.  The  aged  pontiff  was  labouring  under  the 
most  agonizLDg  feelings;  he  cast  himself  on  his  ^e  before 
the  high  altar,  where  he  remained  motionless  for  somd 
minutes ;  rising,  he  moved  about  with  trembling  step ;  now 
he  seated  himself  on  that  throne  on  which  he  had  sat  not; 
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nany  days  before  on  the  festival  of  the  Nativity ;  anon  lie 
wandered  among  the  stalls  of  the  choir,  and  coming  bedit 
within  the  rails,  knelt  on  the  steps  of  the  altar ;  but  he  fonnd 
no  rest. 

"  What !  "  he  cried  aloud,  as  he  gazed  aloft  at  the  frescoes 
which  he  conld  jnst  discern  in  the  declining  day.  "  Can  I  dis- 
pense pardon  and  salvation  to  thousands,  and  yet  not  heal  my 
own  soul  ?  Why  is  this  retrospect  of  my  past  life  forced 
Tipon  me?  Why  is  my  conscience  like  a  hell  within  my 
"breast  ?  Accursed  Olympia !  would  that  I  had  never  known 
ibee !  I  have  siuned  like  Herod,  and  now  my  broken  vows, 
and  the  stings  of  past  crime,  crush  my  very  soul." 

The  wretched  man  fell  down  npon  the  steps  ;  he  stretched 
out  his  hands  as  if  grasping  at  something,  while  the  broken 
words  fell  from  him — 

**  Have  mercy  on  me ! — ^Avaunt,  Olympia !  Jansenius — did 
I  condemn  him  ? — In  how  many  points — ^five — five  ? — ^Why 
will  the  Jesuits  assail  me  ? — ^Avaunt,  Olympia !  my  brother's 
widow ;  I  hate  thee  now. — How  many  bishopricks  hast  thou 
given  away  ? — Kyrie  Uleison,     Marian  Begina  Angelorum,^^ 

For  some  time  his  eyes  remained  fixed ;  then  a  paroxysm 
ef  grief  gave  reKef,  and  his  scalding  tears  fell  on  the  marble 
steps.  Again  the  silence  was  broken  by  loud  cries — *^8anda 
Maria — J^cmua  0<xli — have  mercy  on  me." 

His  strength  then  ebbing,  he  lay  prostrate  on  the  pave- 
ment, gasping  for  breath — a  sad  spectacle  of  the  frailty  of 
fanxnan  nature,  and  more  revolting  when  we  discern  in  this 
conscience-stricken  culprit  him  who  falsely  claimed  the  power 
cf  the  keys. 

A  few  days  after  this,  Innocent  took  to  his  bed,  and  on 
tlie  seventh  of  the  same  month  sank  under  the  load  of  care 
and  old  age.  So  selfish  were  his  relations,  whom  he  had 
enriched  out  of  the  coffers  of  the  church,  that  none  were  will* 
ing  to  pay  his  funeral  expenses.  For  three  days  the  corpse 
lay  neglected  in  the  palace  of  the  church,  without  the  ordi« 
-nary  decencies  of  Ohristian  mourning,  until  a  canon,  who  had 
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"been  once  in  the  papal  service^  expended  a  smidi  sum,  and 
caused  ike  ksfc  honours  to  be  rendered  to  his  late  master^ 


CHAPTER  n. 

THE    WALDENSIAN    SISTERS. 

OuB  scene  is  changed  from  central  to  northern  Italy.  We 
are  in  the  Gottian  Alps,  a  section  of  the  mighty  vertebrea  of 
Europe,  situate  about  thirty  miles  west  of  Turin,  and  about 
seventy  south  of  Mont  Blanc.  Among  these  mountains  lie 
hidden  the  three  valleys  of  Lucema,  St.  Martin,  and  Perouse, 
the  immemorial  sanctuaries  of  the  Waldensian  Church. 

At  the  foot  of  the  giant  spur  which  forms  one  side  of  ihe 
valley  of  Lucema,  and  trends  upwards,  until  it  terminates  in 
Monte  Yiso,  was  the  farm  of  La  Baudene.  Its  arrangemeilt 
was  quadrangular,  one  still  common  in  the  north  of  Italy. 
Two  sides  of  the  square  were  composed  of  the  dwelling-rooms 
of  the  family,  divided  into  two  stories,  round  the  upper  of 
which  ran  a  wooden  gallery,  looking  into  the  court-yard. 
The  third  side  consisted  of  a  row  of  out-buildings,  covered 
with  flags  of  mica-schist,  supported  by  arched  pillars,  behind 
which  stacks  of  firewood,  casks,  chums,  and  carts  were  min- 
gled with  various  implements  of  household  and  agricultural 
use.  On  the  fourth  side  was  a  gateway  opening  on  to .  the 
lane,  leading  to  the  main  road  from  La  Tour  to  Pignerol.    The 

.  .approach  was  covered  with  a  wooden  trellis,  which  formed  in 
summer  a  delightftil  avenue,  when  the  festooned  vines,  shaded 

.  ,by  the  chestnuts  and  walnuts,  tempered  the  heat  of  the  Italian 
fiun,  and  with  their  clusters  suggested  the  ideas  of  peace  ta^d 
plenty. 

Under  this  one  roof  dwelt  the  £sanily  of  Prins.  It  con,- 
rmsted  of  six  brothers,  who,  having  married  six  sisters,  had 
.notwithstanding  their  respective  marriages,  continued  to  live 
rtogether  without  division  of  property,  and  without. discord. 
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bihkimgiilar  uiidKi  of  two  fiunilieb,  the  eldest  brother  qt 
ihe  one  liad  married  the  eldest  sister  of  the  other,  and  they 
were  recognized  as  the  common  father  and  mother  of  th(9 
little  colony^  while  the  other  members  of  the  household  had 
their  allotted  spheres  of  labonr  among  the  cattle,  in  the 
meadows,  or  in  the  vineyards* 

Those  relations  so  common  in  the  pages  of  fiction,  so  rare 
in  actual  life,  were  realized  in  this  patriarchal  familyi  for, 
contrary  to  proverbial  experience,  each  successive  marriage 
had  served  only  to  widen  an  unbroken  circle  of  affection  and 
common  interest.  The  household,  including  the  childreui 
numbered  upwards  of  forty  persons ;  forming  in  that  thinly 
inhabited  country,  a  community  in  itself. 

.  Bodolphe,  the  aged  &ther  of  the  sisters,  was  held  in  the 
greatest  respect  throughout  the  valleys,  having  been  formerly 
paator  at  La  Tour,  and  Moderator  of  the  Waldensian  churches* 
Jaziavel,  the  eldest  brother,  was  a  good  specimen  of  the  daunt- 
less mountaineer.  Beared  under  the  shadow  of  the  etemsd 
J^ps,  he  possessed  those  high  qualities  which  are  found  only 
4tfnong  the  uncorrupted  sons  of  nature.  His  expression  of 
c^kildlike  innocence,  was  blended  with  an  eagle  glance  which 
■pierces  the  motives  of  an  adversary's  heart.  Humbly  reliant 
upon  God,  there  was  no  danger  which  he  dared  not  challenge 
in  the  path  of  duty,  supported  more  by  his  unwavering  feith, 
than  by  the  ju^mptings  of  his  natural  courage.  The  general 
superintendence  of  the  farm,  with  the  special  management  of 
the  vineyards,  w^a  assigned  to  him,  in  conjunction  with  his 
son  Bajnald.  His  wife,  Martha,  the  eldest  of  the  sisters,  was 
remarkable  lor  her  expression  of  settled  melancholy,  which 
could  not  fedl  to  strike  the  most  unobservant.  Her  counte- 
Banoe  was  shaded  by  a  pensive  sorrow,  while  the  garb  of 
znouming  which  she  habitually  wore  contrasted  strangely 
with  her  pallid  cheek.  Her  husband  treated  her  grief  with 
tenderness,  never  interfering  with  its  manifestation,  knowing 
that  it  had  become  a  second  nature  &om  its  long  continuance. 

ICartbA  presided  at  the  common  table.    At  her  right  hand 
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fas  placed  an  ^empiy  chair,  towards  'wlncli  tbe  moiher  «afit 
»^casional  glances,  and  wbicli  even  the  little  Glande  neyer 
^snmod  to  occupy.  Daily  at  sunset  she  retired  to  her 
chamber  for  prayer,  fmd  when  she  rejoined  her  sisters  her 
dark  eyes  bore  traces  of  grief,  and  her  cheeks  the  stain  of 
tears.  At  a  certain  season  the  cloud  upon  her  brow  grew 
darker.  Martha  then  <dung  with  the  intensity  of  a  mother's 
loye  to  her  son  Baynald,  to  whose  prayers  she  listened,  until 
the  temptation  to  arraign  the  dispensations  of  God  were  sub- 
dued within  her  soul. 

Kaynald  was  in  his  twenty-sixth  year.  In  physical  appear- 
ance he  was  of  Herculean  mould.  Tall,  but  well  propor- 
tioned, he  excelled  in  feats  of  personal  daring,  and  was  the 
acknowledged  champion  in  all  athletic  exercises  of  strength 
and  courage.  But  though  nature  had  been  lavish  of  her  out- 
ward gifbs,  she  had  not  made  them  the  substitute  for  those 
higher  qualities  of  the  mind,  intelligence  and  delicacy  of  feel- 
ing. He  was  impulsive  in  temper  but  affectionate  in  hearty 
and  partaking  the  simplicity  of  his  father's  character,  was  ten- 
der in  his  attentions  to  his  mother  and  aunts.  Having  be- 
come impressed  with  personal  religion  he  contemplated 
becoming  a  pastor,  a  prospect  which  afforded  some  consola- 
tion to  his  mother  in  her  settled  grief. 

David  and  Lucille  were  the  second  couple  of  this  singular 
fSsunily.  Martha  had  resigned  the  household  menage  as  irk- 
some in  her  state  of  mind,  and  the  light*hearted  Lucille  £iL- 
fiUed  its  duties  to  the  satisfaction  of  all.  Thoughtftil  of 
others,  thoughtless  of  herself,  Lucille  cared  not  what  labour 
she  undertook  for  the  benefit  of  her  fiiends.  Her  matronly 
face  was  brightened  with  a  smile  when  she  met  tiie  younger 
children  in  the  court,  and  she  would  rarely  pass  them  withofit 
slipping  a  chestnut  or  some  other  acceptable  trifle  into  th^ 
hands. 

The  management  of  the  flocks  was  confided  to  Marguerite 
and  Madeline,  who  were  seldom  apart,  save  when  their  own 
IBunilies  required  the  mother's  care.    Theirs  was.tiie  lov«  of 
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^  IcMre^ilika  Hui^  oiihe  xnathiBar,  ^e  adnuraiaon  of  eyerj 
jiga  for  lt0,(pi£deis.pimiy,lbgeimg.in  the  heart  as  a  &iiit 
inaDuaj  of.O&ien.  Thaogh  ihej  wfls«  twiisB  tfaej  did  not  re- 
aanldaeadi  ottier  in  iwraooi  nor  dunraciier.  Margaerite  bad 
xvrea  liair«  a  dock,  flaafaing  ^e,  and  Grecian  fBatores.  The 
mroro  ini^eetnal  waa  her  delight,  and  as  she  had  received 
iBstmation  in  the  dead  languages  from  her  fidher,  she  was 
qualified  to  ho  Uie  companion  of  her  hnshand  Jean,  whose 
iamid  da^ositiQn  ledhim  to  shnn  the  whirl  of  daQy  life. 

Madeline  iraa  the  rcTerse  of  her  sister.  Apt  to  rely  npon 
liazgaerite.  fifom  her  yonth,  she  possessed  the  clinging  qnalities 
of  ihe  ivy  xather  than  Ihe  self-snstaining  power  of  the  oak. 
She  was  in.heart  what  Margaerite  was  in  head,  and  the  union 
o£  ihe  two- would  have  farmed  a  per&ct  character.  Even  after 
her  marriage  Madehneclimg  to  Margaerite  with  nndiminished 
^KYOor,  and  having  lately  become  a  widow,  the  life-long  devo- 
tion had  asBomed  ihsA  sanctity  which  can  be  felt  only  by  a 
desolate  heart,  merging  itself  into  one  object  for  sympathy 
and  consolation.  Every  evening  she  repaired  to  her  sister's 
Toom  to'hesr  tiie  experiences  of  the  day,  and  to  enjoy  that 
fellowship  of  j^ieling  which  is  the  privilege  of  earth  and  the 
biriimght  of  heaven. 

The  husband  of  Ben^e  was  Daniel,  to  whom  the  care  of 
tlie  meadows  and  the  tillage  of  the  fields  were  allotted. 

Marie  was  the  sirth  sister,  bat  as  we  shall  revert  to  her, 
we  take  her  daughter,  Ardoine,  as  her  representative  in  the 
ftmily  group. 

ArdcoBB  was  about  two  and  twenty,  having  been  bom 
diortly  before  the  commencement  of  her  mother's  illness. 
She  was  of  a  northern  rather  than  a  southern  type.  She  had 
not  <he  black  hair,  the  dark  eye,  the  sunburnt  tint  of  the 
Italian ;  her  complexion  was  fair,  her  hair  of  a  golden  hue, 
her  long  tresses  knotted  behind  with  the  carelessness  of 
innocence,  and  of  unconscious  beauty.  Although  her 
faatnres  m^hfeaaot  be  called  regolar,  there  was  something  in 
',Ji«i^«iqpire88uxn.wfaiQh.]n<»&  ihan^^        &r 
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any  deviation  from  the  stricfc  lines  of  beaafy.  Her  eye  shonto 
.not  so  much  with  the  fire  of  intelligence  as  with  the  soft  sab» 
^ning  power  of  goodness*  it  was  the  eye. of  a  woman,  and 
woman  is  the  gem  of  nature,  and  the  eye  ^e  gem  of  woman. 
Who  knows  not  the  magic  power  of  the  chasing  phases  of  the 
eye — ^that  speck  on  which  the  Almighiy  has  emblazoned  his 
triple  attributes  of  wisdom,  power,  and  goodness ;  that  pointy 
on  which  a  landscape  is  engraven  from  without,  or  the  subtle 
spirit  imaged  from  within  ?  Her  eyes  were  the  interpreters 
of  her  soul ;  they  spake  of  tenderness  and  love,  the  twin 
instiQcts  of  the  true  woman's  heart.  They  were  such  as  are 
seen  but  once  in  a  lifetime,  and  when  seen  are  never  forgottecy 
touching  as  they  do  the  inner  soul  with  a  feeHng  of  com- 
placency and  love.  What  wonder  that  they  caused  Baynald*s 
heart  to  tremble  when  their  eyes  unconsciously  met ! 

Ardoine  had  long  been  under  religious  convictions.  Im- 
pressed with  the  trutlis  she  had  learned  from  her  grand&i^er, 
she  consecrated  her  most  trivial  act  by  the  sublimity  of  Chris* 
tian  motive,  the  glory  of  God. 

When  any  one  expressed  a  wish,  Ardoine  noted  it ;  the 
little  kindness  was  done  in  silence,  and  the  aunt  or  cousin 
would  find  the  deed  of  love  rendered  by  an  unknown  baud. 
JBVom  the  time  when,  as  a  child,  she  played  under  the  village 
chestnut,  her  name  had  been  a  household  word  in  the  valley  of 
Lucema,  and  in  the  chalets  of  Angrogna  the  young  shepherds 
sang  tributes  to  her  worth. 

Such,  with  the  addition  of  various  groups  of  children,  was 
the  family  of  Prins  at  the  period  when  our  narrative  com- 
mences, the  first  day  of  Jauuary,  1655. 


CHAPTER  m. 

KEW  TEAB'S  morning. 


Zh  a  vaulted  room,  whose  sides  were  covered  with  wainscotmg, 
inuigathfired  a  band  of  duldren,  eleven  or  twalTV  mnuiiilMtv 
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tmgtaigftam  {out  U>  ten  jeiars  of  age.  A  Utile  boy,  whose 
light  hair  and  mddj  cheeks  contraisted  with  ihe  darker  com- 
pledens  of  his  cousins,  was  marshalling  the  group. 

"  Come,  Susanne,"  said  the  lad,  "  this  is  New  Year's  Day ; 
wo  must  go  to  grandfather,  and  wish  him  a  happy  new  year, 
I  hope  we  know  our  texts." 

**  Etienne,  I  am  sure  I  ought  to  know  mine,"  replied  little 
Ijena,  ^  for  cousin  Ardoine  took  me  on  her  knee  yesterday,  and 
I  repeated  it  word  for  word  after  her  tfll  I  could  say  it  alone." 

**  And  do  you  remember  your  speech  of  good  wishes  to 
grandpapa,  my  little  Aline  ?  " 

"Tes,  Ardy  told  me  to  say,  May  the  sun  shine,  on  your 
grey  hair  all  the  year." 

"  And  you,  Andre,  what  do  you  repeat  ?  " 

"  Ardoine  has  given  me  a  verse,  made  up  of  short  words : 
*  The  Son  of  Man  is  come  to  seek  and  to  save  that  which  was 
lost.'  I  wanted  to  learn  more,  and  have  another.  *  God  is 
love.    We  love  Him  because  He  first  loved  us.*  " 

"  Very  well,"  said  the  little  marshal ;  "  now  join  hands  two 
and  two,  and  when  you  come  into  grandfather's  room,  make 
your  bows,  and  say  your  speeches  one  after  another." 

•  The  children  arranged  themselves  in  pairs.  Etienne  sur^, 
yeyed  the  group,'  and  being  satisfied  with  his  inspection, 
placed  himself  at  its  head.  Having  knocked  at  his  grand- 
&tjier'8  door,  he  opened  it  and  ushered  in  his  band  with  all 
due  form. 

Here  sat  the  aged  patriarch  in  his  arm«chair,  his  snow* 
"white  hair  streaming  over  his  shoulders,  his  mild  eyes  beam- 
ing with  an  expression  of  benevolence.  On  the  table  lay  his 
Bible,  the  guide  of  his  youth,  the  solace  of  his  declining  years, 
of  whose  glorious  truths  he  had  been  for  years  a  fervid 
preacher.  His  eye  glistened  when  he  beheld  the  loved  pro- 
(^ession.  Some  of  iihe  &thers  and  mothers  gathered  round 
his  chair,  looking  on  with  smiles  mingled  with  tears,  while: 
Ardoine  (landing  in  the  background,  peeped,  from  time  ta 
ijma^  ov«r  her  grand&ther's  shoulder,  at  the  little  company. 
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The  first  pair  approached  Bodolphe,  and  made  tibeir  bowC 
Snsonxie,  standing  on  the  rights  was  the  first  to  speak. 

"  *  Well  done^  good  servant ;  enter  thoir  into  the  joy  of  fliy 
Lord.'^ 

Then  followed  Bertin.  "*The  Lord  fdlfil  all  thy  peti- 
tions.' " 

Susanne  added,  "  May  the  blessing  of  a  child  fall  sweetly 
on  an  old  man ! " 

Madeleine,  whose  head  leaned  on  Marguerite's  shonlder, 
clasped  her  sister,  as  her  little  one  stood  before  her  father,  for 
those  simple  words  caused  the  mother's  heart  to  yearn  ovet 
her  child. 

"  Sister,"  whispered  she,  "  I  hope  yon  are  pleased  with 
yonr  godchild." 

"  Hash  !  my  Bertin  is  speaking ;  how  nicely  he  holds  yonr 
Susy's  hand."  ' 

"  The  gratitude  of  a  united  family,"  said  the  boy,  "  make 
thy  latter  days  brighter  than  thy  youth." 

The  blessing  of  childhood  caused  a  tear  to  glisten  in  Bo- 
dolphe's  eye,  and  his  breast  heaved  with  a  half  suppressed 
sigh,  as  the  voices  of  infancy  awoke  the  memories  of  his  owH, 
parents,  and  of  his  boyhood's  home.  * 

Placing  his  right  hand  on  Bertin's  head,  and  his  left  on 
that  of  Susanne,  he  gently  said,  '' '  The  God  who  hath  fed  me 
all  my  life  long,  the  Angel  which  redeemed  me  fi:t>m  all  evil, 
bless  the  children.'"  The  others,  having  repeated  their* 
verses,  knelt  round  him  in  a  circle.  Eodolphe's  lips  moved 
m  secret  prayer,  then  placing  his  hands  on  each  in  turn,  he 
blessed  them  in  the  name  of  his  Grod.  The  scene  was  deeply 
affecting  to  the  beholders,  who  saw  old  age  and  childhood 
thus  blended,  the  one  finishing,  the  other  commencing  its 
earthly  pilgriiDAge. 

"And  now,  wj  children,"  said  the  patriarch,  «*r  ouglit  to 
iBepfy  to  your  kind  wishes.  Susanne,  may  the  tears  your 
sheds  over  you,  be  those  of  joy  and  not  of  grief! 
r  yen  be  the  son  to  year  Mb»  that  helms  been  to 
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me !  Cbildien/'  coniinned  he,  lookmg  up  at  his  sons  and 
daaghters,  ''children,  elder  and  yonnger,  how  great  is  the 
goodness  of  God !  This  day  we  enter  on  another  year.  We 
know  not  what  a  day  may  bring  forth,  or  whether  we  shall 
he  spared  to  meet  together  at  its  close.  The  present  times 
are  tronblons ;  our  chnrch  has  been  a  witness  for  God's  tnith 
in  this  place  from  time  immemorial,  and  we  may  expect  suf- 
fering for  the  trial  of  onr  faith,  even  as  they  have  persecuted 
our  fathers  in  times  past.  Children,"  pursued  Bodolphe,  in  a 
tone  of  solemn  feeling,  "  as  one  whose  voice  shall  soon  be 
silent  in  the  grave,  as  one  who  stands  on  the  brink  of  eteiw 
idtyy  over  whose  head  have  passed  more  than  fourscore  years, 
I  say  to  yon,  should  the  time  ever  come  when  you  are  called 
upon  to  renounce  your  faith,  choose  suffering  before  abjura- 
tion, death  rather  than  apostasy.  Kever  flinch  from  the 
gospel  of  grace.  Remember  that  he  who  loves  lands,  or 
children,  or  life,  better  than  Christ,  is  not  worthy  of  Him. 
He  is  the  treasure  of  earth  and  heaven,  whom  it  is  blessed  to 
follow  even  at  the  loss  of  all  things.  Ejieel,  my  sons  and 
daughters,  let  me  bless  you  once  again,  lest  we  all  meet  toge- 
ther no  more  on  earth.'' 

The  married  couples  knelt  where  their  children  had  been 
kneeling,  and  bowed  before  their  father.  The  same  thin  hand 
was  placed  on  each,  and  the  same  gentle  voice  breathed  that 
blessing  which  was  the  right  and  privilege  of  age  and  virtue 
to  grant. 

Janavel  and  Martha  knelt  side  by  side,  followed  by  their 
daughters,  and,  at  some  distance,  by  the  athletic  Eaynald, 
who  had  chosen  a  place  nearer  to  Ardoine.  David  and  Lucillo 
nmk  next  to  Jean  and  Marguerite,  each  couple  surrounded 
faj  its  respective  group.  Madeleine  is  alone,  for  she  is  a 
widow.  Ben^  comes  next  with  Daniel.  The  sixth  sister  is 
aixient,  languishing  on  her  bed.  But  Marie  and  her  lost 
husband  are  represented  by  their  daughter  Ardoine.  She< 
knelt  in  silence  before  her  grandfather,  who,  placing  both  his 
hands  on  her  head,  looked  up  to  heaven  and  breathed  a  t 
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donble  blessmg  upon  her,  who  had  no  father  to  bless  his  child. 
As  Bodolphe  bent  low,  his  silVered  hair  appeared  whiter  fronr 
contrast  with  those  golden  looks  npon  which  his  shrirelled 
hand  rested  so  long.  Bright  was  this  nnion  of  age  and 
beauty.  In  purity  of  fiedth,  and  excellence  of  diaracter,  €taAf 
gprondfather  and  grand-danghter  were  one.  A  friendship, 
gnileless  as  that  which  angels  feel  for  good  men,  knit  them' 
together.  What,  if  among  the  loved,  she  was  the  beloyed  <xf 
that  old  man !  Whose  was  the  first  morning  welcome  whic^' 
sounded  in  his  ear?  Who  anticipated  his  wants?  Who 
opened  his  book  at  its  accustomed  place  and  laid  on  the  page 
the  mountain  flower?  It  was  Ardoine.  Well  might  hi» 
hand  rest  upon  that  daughter's  head,  and  the  father's  heast. 
flash  once  more  with  nature's  love. 

''Gome,  little  ones,"  said  Etienne,  after  his  parents  had 
risen,  "  say  good-bye  to  grandfather.  You  know  where  wo 
must  go  next." 

So  off  went  that  blithe  band,  upon  whom  youth  had  as  yet 
dawned  brightly,  and  who  knew  neither  the  cares  of  life  nor 
the  griefs  which  whiten  the  hair.  But  even  the  least  of  them* 
felt  instinctively  the  sympathy  of  suffering,  for  their  prattle' 
waxed  softer,  and  their  tones  became  subdued,  as  they  jiro* 
ceeded  to  the  chamber  of  the  invalid.  * 

"  Aunt  Marie,"  said  Etienne,  on  entering,  "  I  have  brought* 
my  company  this  New  Year's  morning,  and  hope  you  will  be 
able  to  listen  to  them  for  a  short  time." 

Again  did  the  speech-makers  conae  forward  in  turn,  and 
repeat  the  verses  uttered  in  the  hearing  of  their  grandfather, 
with  some  variation,  in  the  expression  of  their  good  wishes.  * 
The  scene  was  changed,  but  the  moral  suggestions  were  the 
same.  Bright-eyed  infancy  was  in  contact,  not  with  old  age^ 
but  with  suffering.  The  afflicted  aunt  had  been  imprisoned 
in  that  chamber,  years  before  the  eldest  of  that  band  was 
bom.  They  had  come  into  the  world,  their  powers  wero  ex- 
panding— ^but  in  place  and  drcumstances  she  had  remained 
ike  same. 
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The  children  looked  with  affection  on  that  pale  face,  and 
kisfiod.that  shadowy  ha^d,  as  it  lay  on  the  couch. 

"  Qod  WesB  you,  my  dear  ones,"  whispered  Marie ;  "how 
gr..-;c  Gcd  is  to  let  me  learn  how  '  Out  of  the  mouths  of  babes 
and  sucklings  He  can  perfect  praise.' " 

Advancing  two  and  two  the  children  knelt  by  the  bedside. 
The  invalid  laid  her  right  hand  on  each  of  them  in  turn,  but 
the  movement  was  painful,  and  her  voice  was  low,  as  she 
whispered  her  blessing. 

Axdoine  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  gazing  on  that  pale 
countenance  with  the  devotion  of  duiy  and  pity,  and  the  tear 
dimmed  that  bright  blue  eye  when  she  ^remembered  her 
parent's  absence  from  that  family  band.  Guessing  her: 
mother's  wishes,  Ardoine  brought  out  some  cakes  of  Indian. 
com,  mixed  with  currants,  and  gave  one  to  each  of  the 
children. 

"Mother,"  said  Ardoine,  later  in  the  afternoon,  as  she 
stooped  over  the  bed  and  kissed  her  pale  cheek,  "  I  trust  this 
morning's  scene  has  not  been  too  much,  for  you ;  we  could 
not  be  content  without  wishing  you  a  happy  New  Year,  and 
receiving  your  blessing." 

"  God- bless  you,  my  daughter,  and  reward  you  a  thousand- 
fold for  your  un&iling  love  towards  your  suJSTering  mother; 
bat  I  hoMT  steps  on  the  stairs,  and  they  sound  like  those  of 
Baynald." 

"  I  am  so  glad  for  your  sake,  mother,"  replied  Ardoine, "  for. 
ho  is  so  kind  to  you,  and  you  are  always  pleased  to  see  him." 

"  And  are  not  you,  my  daughter  P  "  inquired  Marie,  with  a 
fiunt  smile. 

Ardoine  had  no  time  to  reply,  for  at  this  moment  the  door 
opened,  and  Baynald  entered. 
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CHAFTSR  IV. 

THE     SIXTH     8ISTEB. 

-  Adjoiniko  the  cbambers  set  apart  for  tiha  use  of  iihe  faiii%y 
was  a  scsil  outbuilding  almtting  on  one  side  of  iJbie  quadran- 
g^bs — part  of  the  main  dwelling,  and  yet  virtually  a  detackod 
bouse,  lumng  two  entrances,  one  from,  the  inner  court,  and 
the  other  from  the  outside.  In  a  room  of  this  outbuilding  lay 
idle  sixth  sister,  Marie.  She  had  been  carried  to  the  chamber 
of  sickness  twenly-one  years  before,  and  had  nerer  since  da- 
aoended  the  narrow  staircase.  On  first  beholding  her  a. 
stranger  could  hardly  resist  feeling  surprise  and  fear.    Waa 

.  ^e  alive  ?  No  sound,  no  motion,  betrayed  the  huking  Gent*- 
aoiousness.  The  peculiar  hue  of  death  was  stamped  upon  her 
face.  The  unearthly  pallor,  the  closed  eye,  the  motLoolesa 
uKrm,  the  solemn  stillness,  all  seemed  to  be  ^ib  external  proo& 

'Of  death,  and  it  was  difficult  to  believe  that  life  lingered  ia 
that  apparent  corpse.  The  silence  of  the  sick-room  reaemblad 
iliat  of  the  grave,  for  it  was  only  on  approaching  the  suffeiec 
that  her  painful  breathing  became  audible.  The  curtained 
window  restrained  the  strong  glare  of  day,  diffdsing  a  subdued 
fight  which  augmented  tibe  solemnify  of  fiaeling  produced  by^ 
ilie  scene.  Her  daik  hair  presented  the  only  oontraat  to  hsr 
blanched  cheek,  and  seemed  to  belie  the  ravages  of  her  d]»> 
ease.  The  expressioin  upon  her  countenance  was  one  of  calm 
iriumph,  arising  from  a  mind  at  peace  witL  Grod  andin  chariigr 
with  man.  On  a  nearer  i^yproach  the  traces  of  prematnee  age 
snd  protracted  suffering  became  visible,  yet  these  were  8wqp4 
away  when  she  dilated  on  the  sul^ect  whkk  absorbed  her  . 
heart,  and  at  the  name  of  Jesus  her  &ce  was  brightened  aft 
with  the  smile  of  health.  Her  illness  had  a  melancholy 
origin.  During  one  of  those  minor  persecutions  to  whick  the 
Waldenses  were  subject,  she  had  been  cast  into  a  dungeon  ia 
tiie  castle  of  Lucema.  She  lingered  there  for  six  weeks,  wifck 
au^   damp  pavement  as  her  only  bed,  without  change^  oC 
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nuaai^  snd  mhjecbed  to  a  specH»  of  mental  torture  wMch  is 
the  refinement  of  cruelty.  The  soldiers,  who  were  on  guard, 
Istieared  at  ilie'dbor  inoessantlj,  ao  that  continuous  sleep  be- 
ttme  an  impossibilitj,  and  terrified  her  with  accounts  of  the 
Mments  site  might  suffer  if  she  refiised  to  go  to  mass.  After 
dorweeAa'  torture  in  the  pestOent  prison,  feyer  supervened, 
and  as  her  dtodi  was  considered  certain  she  was  cast  out  into 
Aio  woods  of  liuoema,  where  t^e  was  accidentally  rescued  hy 
mtB  of  her  &tiher*s  flock.  Exposure,  ferer,  and  horror  had 
endermined  her  nervous  energies,  and  left  their  cruel  impress 
am  her  impaired  constitution.  She  entered  the  dungeon  in 
the  glow  of  health,  she  came  out  a  living  corpse.  From  that 
time  varied  diseases  had  battled  in  her  frame.  Her  tremulous 
l»!«»ih  seemed  a  direct  loan  from  heaven,  and  she  lay  sup- 
ported by  piQowB,  expecting  every  moment  to  be  her  last. 

AH  were  touched  on  beholding  this  wreck  of  suffering,  due 
to  the  persecuting  hand  of  man.  But  the  stranger's  sympathy 
aoon  «bbed  into  admiration  when  mind  came  into  collision 
wkAi  mixid,  and  she  divulged  the  latent  consolations  that  pos- 
aened  her  soul.  Her  unruffled  peace  and  stable  joy  were  a 
mofal  prodigy.  She  gloried  in  tribulation,  and  was  not  weary 
of  ih&  Lord's  correction.  Like  the  sand,  which  ages  ago  was 
w&  Bofl  as  to  receive  the  impress  of  the  passing  shower, 
attf ,  though  hardened  into  the  massive  rock,  still  retains  the 
deiioaoy  of  its  former  impressions,  so  with  her  responsive  soul, 
eimy  pain,  every  sigh,  were  producing  their  effects,  in  tracing 
tlinreon  more  accurately  the  image  of  God,  preparatory  to  its 
dwiilJ  maintenance.  From  her  lips  noi^iing  was  common- 
piaoe,  for  the  most  threadbare  maxim  received  emphasis  from 
tile  Hp  of  suffering,  as  well  as  that  charm  which  only  the  liv- 
in^Toioe  can  eonvey ;  more  touchingly  amid  the  silence  of  the 
gick^room. 

The  furniture  around  the  bed  was  of  fte  scantiest  descrip- 
tfan ;  tk  wardrobe  and  a  sofa,  on  which  lay  a  Bible,  a  few 
hoelaiy  and  knitting  implements.  The  floor  was  partially 
oomiedwiih  a  strip  of  carpet  brought  by  Eaynald  from  the 
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valleys  of  France,  whicli  gave  relief  to  tlie  &ded  cnrteins  of 
the  conch.. 

In  this  chamber,  eleven  years  before,  Marie's  hnsband  had 
breathed  his  last.  The  hnsband  and  the  wife  had  lain  side  by 
side  on  that  bed  of  sickness,  the  one  hovering  for  years  on  tto 
brink  of  the  grave;  the  other  prostrated  in  the  vigour  of 
manhood.  It  was  a  melancholy  duty  for  Ardoine  to  nii- 
nister  to  her  parents,  painfully  doubting  which  of  them  she 
might  lose  first.  Contrary  to  expectation,  the  last  was  first,, 
and  the  first  last ;  and  Marie,  who  had  undergone  ten  years  of 
excruciating  suffering,  was  destined  to  linger  for  more  than, 
another  decade. 

As  might  be  expected,  she  was  an  object  of  special  interest 
to  the  whole  of  that  circle.  Rodolphe  paid  her  a  daily  visit. 
Bent  with  years  and  leaning  on  his  staff*,  he  entered  that  room, 
to  interchange  thought  and  feeling  with  another  who,  like 
himself,  was  on  the  confines  of  the  grave. 

The  voice  of  the  father  sounded  sweetly  in  the  daughter's 
ear  as  he  spake  of  Christ,  his  hope  and  glory,  while  the  fiednt 
whispers  of  the  daughter  echoed  with  equal  sweetness  in  the 
ear  of  the  aged  father,  for  neither  pain  nor  age  had  numbed 
in  either  the  instincts  of  nature.  They  would  converse  for 
hours  on  experimental  religion.  Shut  out  from  the  routine  of. 
life,  and  having  gradually  lost  her  eyesight,  Marie's  memory 
recurred  to  those  passages  of  Scripture  which  she  had  learned, 
in  youth — they  came  molten  from  a  suffering  heart,  partaking- 
the  same  spirit  which  had  often  dictated  the  Words..  To  grasp 
these  phases  of  truth,  the  father,  through  all  his  life  a  preacher 
of  the  gospel,  sat  at  the  feet  of  his  child,  for  the  experiences 
of  suffering  cannot  be  learned  by  theory  from  the  volumes  of 
theology.  The  other  five  sisters  would  daily  minister  to  the- 
invalid,  soothing  her  spirit  in  the  way  most  natural  to  their 
individual  dispositions.  Martha  turned  to  those  passages  of 
Scripture  which  spake  of  mental  conflict  and  sorrow,  and. 
struck  a  chord  in  unison  with  Marie's  state  of  mind.  Lucille, 
whose  buoyant  disposition  led  her  to  look  joyfully  on  life,  turned 
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to  those  bright  visions  of  the  futtire  enrapturing  to  her  heart  and 
iancy.  Een^e  wonld  take  a  portion  of  the  Psalms,  and  in  her 
.plaintive  voice  hynm  them  to  some  familiar  tune,  which  re* 
called  the  memory  of  bygone  days.  Marguerite  delighted  to 
dwell  on  the  Epistle  to  the  Hebrews.  Being  of  a  reflective 
mind,  she  loved  to  trace  the  apostle's  reasoning,  and  thus  in- 
stmcted  her  sister,  whose  sufferings  reacted  on  the  skilled  in- 
terpreter ;  while  Madeleine  sat  at  her  feet,  and  equally  with 
Miurie  drank  in  her  words,  now  and  then  asking  some  question 
for*  further  information.  Ardoine,  always  bright  and  lively, 
never  thinking  of  the  pleasures  that  attract  young  people, 
wonld  have  been  chained  to  that  bedside,  had  not  obedience 
and  duty  required  her  to  consider  her  health.  The  mother 
£elt  that  influence  of  love,  and  the  dreamless  hours  of  the 
night  would  glide  by  more  swiftly  when  she  knew  that  her 
child  was  sleeping  near  her  couch.  There  was  a  tender- 
ness in  all  the  daughter  did.  The  very  cup  of  cold  water  was 
priceless  in  her  hand,  enhanced  by  a  winning  speech  or  smile 
of  love.  Ardoine  shone  in  that  sick-room  in  the  beauty  of 
character,  a  charm  deeper  than  the  grace  of  figure  or  the 
tincture  of  the  skin ;  and  Raynald,  when  he  observed  her, 
often  quoted  to  himself  that  saying  of  the  wise  man,  "  Favour 
is  deceitful  and  beauty  is  vain,  but  a  woman  that  feareth  the 
Lord,  she  shall  be  praised." 


CHAPTER  V. 

BATNALD. 

Bathald  paused  as  he  entered  the  chamber  of  sickness,  and  a 
smfle  passed  over  his  features  when  he  perceived  Ardoine 
ministering  to  her  mother.  Whenever  he  raised  that  latch, 
lie  fblt  the  reverence  attached  to  hallowed  ground,  for  the  en* 
ihnslasm  of  youth  had  thrown  an  atmosphere  of  mystery 
about  the  bedriddgn  martyr,  oa  account  of  her  suffering  and 
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vieiy*  The  tight  of  his  dying  nnde  and  aunt  lying  side  by 
aide  upon  that  bed  had  never  been  forgotton^  and  that  first 
image  of  death  had  been  engraven  among  his  most  lastLog 
impreaaiona. 

Had  she  been  imprisoned  in  that  room  for  twenty-one 
years  ?  Did  her  captivity  begin  soon  after  his  birth  ?  Could 
he  condense  the  chasing  phases  of  boyhood  and  youth,  and  * 
contrast  them  with  that  monotony  of  pain?  Daring  that 
time  he  had  received  his  education ;  he  had  been  on  a  missioa 
to  the  sister  churches  in  Switzerland  and  Bohemia;  he  bad 
crossed  the  Alps>  and  penetrated  into  France,  wandering 
among  the  Montagnards  of  Cevennes,  and  on  the  slopes  of 
Leberon;  he  had  visited  the  cities  of  northern  Italy,  to 
collate  experiences,  and  remodel  the  impressions  of  childiiood. 
Each  time  he  had  bidden  his  aunt,  as  he  thought,  a  last  adieo^ 
but  each  time  retomed  to  find  her  where  he  had  left  her,  un- 
changed in  place,  unchanged  in  feeling,  awaiting  her  snn^ 
mons,  triumphant  through  the  death  and  merits  of  her  Re- 
deemer. 

When  at  home,  he  read  the  Scriptures  to  her  daily,  and 
his  delicate  attentions  did  honour  to  his  manhood,  being  anc^ 
as  are  considered  the  glory  of  woman. 

It  was  his  delight  to  scale  the  mountain  for  the  first  gexb- 
tian,  so  softly  blue  when  embedded  in  its  crystal  shrine  of 
snow,  and  to  place  it  in  that  thin  wan  hand.  He  wasjealona 
that  Aunt  Marie  should  ta^te  the  first  fruits  of  the  vineyard,, 
and  for  her  he  reserved  the  last  treasures  of  the  orchard. 

Now  that  he  had  grown  up,  was  be  additionally  attracted 
to  her  bedside,  by  the  hope  of  meeting  one  who  was  dearer  to 
him  than  life  ?  Was  it  to  hear  the  voice  of  Ardoine  ?  To 
Ipakintolier  onimy  eyes?  To  see  her  in  an  aspect  so  ccdca- 
lefced  to  win  moral  homage?  Admitting  that  this  had  a  aii«re> 
mbia  thangMii^  let  ua  not  detract  ftem  his  tried  devtytkm  to 
that  he  nnecmaeioariy  sought  companionBfaip  iritt 
loeadt  '^na  bafc  a  proof  that  he  was  swayed  bj  the 
^  qC  oer  oosamoa  natara^ 


''  How  «m  yM  t^dofj  mntP  aauL  Bagmald,  iildtig^  his 

"  I  fed  so  atetement  of  mypams,  dear  nepliew ;  bat  iiaA 
does  not  ruffle  my  peace.  I  xejoioe  in  thinking  that  m  a 
Bomeiit  I^maPf  be  with.mj  Saviom:^  who  is  all  in  all  to  me." 

^mihOTt  yon  wee  not  a&aid  of  death?  My  heart  oflken 
trembles  when  I  think  of  it,  and  my  Buth  fails." 

''Look  to  Christ,"  said  ihe  waSerer-;  ''He  has  swallowed 
1^  ^ideath  in  Tu^tory.  The  daadk  Talley  i»  lighted  l^  by  his 
presenoe,  and  He  has  left  me  the  shadow,  and  not  the  snb> 
sta&ce.'* 

^'  Oh,  tdl  me,"  eerolaamed  Biiynald,  with  eaimestness,  '^  how 
IS  ib  that  you  are  able  to  be  always  the  same  ?" 

^  His  promises  are  my  support  He  told  ns  on  the  cross 
that  his  work  was  finished,  and  this  is  l^e  tnze  ground  of  &ith 
and  oomfbrt.  I  plead  nothing  but  Christ  and  his  merits. 
Jesus  dxonk  np  the  dregs  of  the  oup  of  sorrow,  and  suffered 
for  us  from  the  manger  to  the  cross." 

^  •*  I  &id  my  love  to  Christ  so  cold;  I  can  love  a  fellow- 
creaifcare  warmly,  but  alas,  towards  Him,  whom  I  should  lore 
best,  it  often  seems  more  an  idea  than  a  Useling." 

"  I  can  truly  say,"  replied  she,  ''  that  Clnist  is  the  idol  of 
my  souL  Oh !  if  I  had  ten  thousand  tongues,  I  could  sound 
in  evegj  ear  the  loye  of  Ghrist!  He  lived  and  died  for  us ; 
his  blood  was  shed  for  ns ;  his  promises  are  yea  and  amen.  I 
love  Him,  because  He  first  loved  me.  What  nmst  the  glories 
of  lieairon  be!"  continued  the  sufferer,  as  her  whisper  grew 
louder  from  animation.  ''  I  can't  understand  them  yet,  no, 
not  iaIL  I  get  th^re,  though  my  soul  is  always  flooded  with  the 
aaanraxiGe  thereof,  which  it  would  be  impossible  to  describe." 

^Btttiaitaot  possible  for  people  to  deoeive  themselvesy 

^¥oacaRi'tdecehw  yourself  if  you  goto  Jesus  Mid  take 
HhB.'  in  las  own  way.  Salian  wOl  try  to- deceive  you;  bnt 
JMBs^oad  Satan  zvflect  a  diffbreot  Hght,  and  grvo*  diffbrent 
peaoe." 
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"  Tell  me,  what  is  the  chief  desire  of  your  hejtrt  ?.'* 

'^  Holiness  is  all  mj  desire ;  I  want  to  be  perfect  in  ,Chz^t. 
Sin  is  the  abhorrence  of  my  sonl,  and  my  worst  cros^." 

"  Are  you  never  tempted  to  mnrmnr  ?  " 

''  Bless  God,  his  grace  prevents  that.  I  thank  Him  for  %2I 
his  dispensations.  All  his  chastisements  breathe  loye  into  my 
soul." 

"  What  is  the  secret  of  your  strength  ?" 

"  I  can  do  nothing  withont  the  Holy  Spirit.  With<»it 
Him  I  cannot  think  one  good  thought ;  we  could  not  offer 
our  hearts  to  God  of  ourselves,  we  must  go  to  the  cross,  and 
conquer  through  the  Holy  Spirit.  Oh,  when  shall  my  soul 
burst  the  chains  of  sin,  and  reach  the  &lness  of  Christ ;  but  I 
will  wait  the  Lord's  leisure,  as  I  am  sealed  with  the  -Ulood  of 
Jesus  unto  the  day  of  redemption.'* 

"  Do  you  think,"  asked  Raynald,  after  a  pause,  "that  from 
obedience  to  the  will  of  God  you  could  go  through  your  suffer- 
ings again?" 

"I  should  not  be  dissatisfied  to  suffer  for  twenty-two  years 
more,  if  it  were  for  the  glory  of  God;  for  He  is  quite  able  to 
support  me,  and  Christ  has  promised  to  sit  by  my  furnace.  I 
was  once  impatient  to  die,  but  not  so  now,  for  I  cau  leave  all 
to  Him." 

Ardoine,  who  was  seated  on  the  foot  of  the  bed,  appeared 
engrossed  with  her  knitting,  but  she  raised  her  head  from 
time  to  time,  and  cast  an  affectionate  glance  towards  her  mother 
and  cousin,  which  was  secretly  observed,  and  often  invQlun- 
tarily  intercepted  by  the  latter. 

"  I  met  one  of  our  neighbour's  sons  to-day,  aunt,  and  I  had 
some  conversation  with  him  about  the  sufficiency  of  Christ*^ 
•merits.  I  said  how  much  pleasanter  it  is  to  think  that  Christ's 
blood  cleanses  us  at  once,  than  to  have  to  make  up  the  deficiency 
'  in  purgatory,  whichisan  insultto  Christ,  as  if  Hehad  left  the  very 
work  He  came  to  do  incomplete.  He  listened  to  me  attentively,*' 
'  continued  Baynald,  furtively  glancing  at  Ardoine,  to  see.if;9he 
was  interested,  "  and  desired  to  hear  more  on  the  subjeok'' ;; 
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**  Oil,  I  am  80  glad,"  replied  Marie,  "you  don't  know  wHat 
deliglit  I  feel  when  I  hear  of  others  receiving  the  tme  faith. 
7t  gives  one  nnspeakaUe  joy  to  hear  of  conversions ;  I  would 
grasp  all  the  world,  and  take  th^m  to  Christ ;  my  heart  is  so 
enlarged  for  the  whole  world." 

**T6n  are  talking  too  mnch,  dear  annt,  yon  look  so  pale 
and  tired  to-day,"  said  Eaynald,  pressing  her  hand. 

'^Oh,  transporting  thought,  to  think  I  shall  soon  be  in 
4ieaven !  I  am  a  sinner,  but  redeemed  by  grace, '  free  grace.' 
.Health  wonld  be  a  great  drawback  to  me,  to  bring  me  back 
to  iiiis  world.  If  I  were  well  I  might  become  self-sufficient 
.and  cold." 

'^' Ardoine,"  said  Raynald,  addressing  his  cousin,  ''what  a 
•pleasure  it  is  for  us  to  hear  your  dear  mother's  experiences, 
and  to  have  our  faith  confirmed  by  this  living  proof  of  God's 
,pdwer  and  fidthfulness." 

**  Speak  gently,  Raynald,"  replied  Ardoine,  placing  het 
finger  on  her  lips;  "mother  has  had  a  restless  night,  and 
stin  feels  the  excitement  of  the  children's  visit.  She  seems  as 
if  fl^e  were  inclined  to  sleep:" 

There  was  silence  in  the  room  for  some  moments.  Marie 
had  fiedlen  into  a  fitful  slumber.  Baynald  then  approached 
his  cousin,  and  with  an  expression  of  hope,  shaded  by  fear, 
whispered  ip  a  low  voice — 

'  "  Dear  Ardoine,  this  New  Year's  day  is  a  day  of  general 
happiiiess,  will  you  grant  me  a  fevour,  especially  as  you  know 
itismybhHJbday?" 

**  Certainly,  dear  Baynald,  I  may  confide  in  your  prudence 
and  discretion,  and  I  will  grant  your  favour  before  it  is  named." 

"  And  you  will  not  be  angry  with  me  ?  " 

"  How  could  I  be  angry  with  one  so  thoughtful  and  afieo- 
"^(miite  as  you  are  ?  Does  not  your  kindness  to  my  mother 
endear  you  to  a  daughter's  heart." 

Baynald  sighed  and  made  no  reply.  The  breathing  of  the 
sleeper  was  dii^tinctly  audible,  and  both  regarded  her  for  a 
moment  with  silent  interest. 
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*"  Oome^Bi^iialcl,'*  and  Ardome,  in  a  wlii8peEv.**^battie  your 
fibTonr,  tliafe  I  may  lunre  Hie  pleasare  of  grantmg  ik^ 

^It  is/'  said  Baynald,  respectfollj  taking  Axdemlm  hoA 
and  presaing  it  to  luB  lips,  "^  that  yon  will  aUow  rn»  to  toft 
you " 

^Oh,  Baynald  !'*  ezdaimed  Ardoine,  startiBg  to  hat  feet, 
'^  listen  to  that  noise  in  the  direction  of  St.  Jean.  It  liaa 
awakened  mother.  Oh,  what  do  I  hear  ?  it  sonnds  like  the 
tomnlt  of  a  mob  in  our  yillaga  There !  did  yoa  hear  ?  & 
not  that  the  shot  of  an  arqnobns  ?  Look!"  cotiiiiuied  A% 
ZDshing  to  the  window^  ^  there  is  a  yellowish  ^^are  yonder:; 
something  is  on  fire.  It  is  jnst  where  onr  temple  standai 
Baynald,  yon  are  bold  and  strong,  I  need  not  rage  yoa  to  go 
and  defisnd  our  Mends,  if  there  is  danger.  Oh,  hasten  and.pB»> 
Tent  any  bloodshedding,  or  the  destmctian  of  onr  linage." 

^  I  will  go  with  double  energy,"  said  Baynald,  moninfbllj, 
^  if  yon  hid  me  go.  Do  not  frighten  Annt  Marie,  I  wiH  come 
back  to  yon  soon,  I  trusty  with  more  cheering  news." 


CHAPTEB  VL 

THE  TElfPLE. 

The  yaU^s  of  the  Waldenses  had,  from  time  iTn-mmnmnaly 
been  free  from  the  errors  of  Borne,  and  presented  no  extemid 
proofs  of  antagonistic  creeds ;  bnt  this  was  so  no  longer.  The 
Catholics  had  for  some  time  past  raised  their  dhapels  by  the 
side  of  the  Vandois  temples,  and  made  varions  inroads  i^po^ 
this  primitive  chnrch. 

In  1596  the  first  monastic  corporation  had  been  estiddished 
at  La  Tonr,  since  which  time,  to  quote  an  old  histarian^  *^% 
brood  of  monks  multiplied  there^  to  the  great  detciment  of  the 
valkrjB.'*  JesnitSy  Capuchins,  Eranciscana,  Ohserfnantinov  <md 
Twwnbei'a  of  ethor  Bomiidi  oordersy  were  to  be  seen  in  erery 
iwdDBi-pIace  whose  recognized  tactics  were  to  embroil  t^ 


I^Mt*]iMBd/|e>  kai  ie'OGili8]0ii8  l^inaidtBaiid'aois  ef  ooiaaga. 
The  Tillage  of  St.  Jean,"69em  its  pesittiaii  oil  ihe  liigk  road 
JraDtOB^iMPplftoiLfk^^iiry  waa  pecaliarfy  liable  ta  these  incnr- 
mmm'OtiiBkeidiffy  tbiotibbearkoodsy  wbioh^  ixL  16^4,  bad  bacome 
more  freqaent  and  violent. 

r .'  UmM^on  the^i^enieonL  ef  K&vr  Year^a  day  ihat  Jean  OPrins, 
iMaompanied  li j  UttLe  Beriin^  was  returning  borne  ham  tbe 
fn^Sa^ieiJdiigsogaBu  la  passing  throngb  tbe  market-plaoe  of 
SI.  Staa  be  lnusi:radelj  assailed  \jj  a  Capnebin  monk. 
• . .  "look bore^"  aded  tbe  latter,  addressing  the  bystandezWy 
*^b«Ba;«re.iQinex)f&08e  sneaking  bypoosiieatvrbo  are  enda&- 
geni^  onr  peace,  and  who  have  hired  men  to  poison  our  bolf 
MbeSyttboRype  of  Bema.  Ton  GalTinifit  impostem,  I  isonld 
bmfc  faar  beada  ivdtb  your  OYerlasiing  Sible*  Boy,  do  yon 
aee  ibxsf"  riionied  Simond,  holding  up  ^  large  gi^  cmci&Ky 
and  ^grasping  Berlin;  V  down  o;a  your  knees  to  it,  or  I 
will  shove  it  down  yonr  throat."  8q  iUbying,  be  thmat  it 
against  tbe  ehHdJa.  moutb,  causing  the  bbod  to  £ow  from  bis 

"  Where  were  yon  before  Luther  ?  yon're  nothing  but  the 
apawn  of  that  Qerinan,  whose  father  waa  a  scraper  of  &^ots, 
and  yet,  yon  yermin,  yon  have  been  always  -gnawmg  at  tbe 
Holy  Boman  Cbnxcb. 

^'Mary^  motibter  of  God,^  cOTitinned  Simond,  &lli£ig  on 
bis  knees^  'Mefiend  thy  holy  servant  Ohmocent  X.,  and  crush 
this  brood  of  scorpions ;  let  thy  displeasure  rest  on  all  the 
apoiitate  kmga  of'Earbpe ;  blast  tbe  EngHiSb 'Bonndbead,  and 
tbe  Yaaidal.CSiarles  Gustavus;  blight  the  cantons  of  Zurich 
and  Basle;  break  open  those  Dutch  dykes;,  plant  thorns  in 
tibe  dying  piUew  of  the  IBlectoir  Palatine ;  may  he  be  linked 
^sith  tba  billl-tbeaded  Qenry  of  England.  Let  them  be  ana- 
ttemft.  T0  wobgres I  y^robbera  of  discent  xaen !  ieare  as  at 
peMse*;;  jw  eaoaped&dm  the  bottpmless  pit. 

^  Here,  brethveki,  ksep  tm  eye  on  these  beretios.  Is  ibere 
i|flMime.bl»e(*to  nripe  the  lad!s  mouth  P  be'H  bave  soiled  my 
cmdfix;  I  must  scour  it  in  holy  water.    Poos  boy^  bow  ba 
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•frowns  at  me!  stop,  bring  them  along,  and  we  will  teach 
them  more  of  onr  faith  and  practice." 

With  these  words  the  Capuchin,  who  had  succeeded  in 
gathering  a  crowd  around  him,  rushed  to  the  Waldensian 
temple  of  San  Giovanni. 

"There,"  screamed  Simond,  "thei*e's  that  cursed  bell  in 
this  tower,  notwithstanding  the  Duke's  edict,  that  bell,  I  say, 
which  has  given  the  ear-ache  to  the  pious  so  long,  and  won't 
let  us  pjay ;  I'll  smash  it  if  I  can  get  hold  of  it ;  it  would 
<make  bullets  for  you  French  soldiers,"  cried  he,  addressing 
some  men  of  Grancey's  regiment  who  had  been  quartered  for 
some  months  in  the  valley. 

Having  flung  several  stones  through  the  windows,  he  pro- 
ceeded to  batter  down  the  door  with  a  hammer  snatched  from 
the  adjoining  forge.  In  rushed  the  crowd,  heated  by  the 
monk's  discourse,  shouting,  "  Viva  la  Santa  Fede  /  Viva  la 
Scmta  Ohiesa  JRomana  /" 

The  soldiers,  Piedraontese,  French,  and  Irish,  mingled  with 
monks  and  peasants,  scattered  themselves  through  the  build- 
ing, and  began  the  work  of  destruction. 

"  Gnaffe  I  where's  my  goblet  ?"  cried  the  monk,  hunting 
about  for  the  sacramental  chalice.  "Ha!  I've  got  it,  and 
per  Baccho  here's  the  cellar — a  flask  of  the  oldest  for  me. 
Here's  my  toast,"  he  continued,  pourmg  out  the  wine  into 
the  silver  vessel :  "  Luther  and  Beelzebub,  may  they  ever  be 
united!" 

"  Hold  on,  holy  father,"  shouted  Villalmin  Eoche,  "  we 
are  all  equal  here,  you  mustn't  have  it  all  your  own  way ; 
give  me  a  drink." 

With  these  words  the  soldier,  who  had  been  celebrating 
the  Feast  of  the  Circumcision  in  deep  draughts  at  the  village 
tavern,  seized  the  vessel  out  of  Simond's  hands,  thereby  up- 
setting most  of  the  wine.  He  reeled  inside  the  rails,  and 
seating  himself  astride  the  table,  roared  out — 

"Boys  —  boyS' — here — ^he-re's — a  health  to — ^the  holy 
.Calvin "-——       .  .  » 


home's  Al'OSTLK. 
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" Arra  wisLa!  and  U'  ^hatV:  i^W   yrr  »\\r.-  k*jji'  v 

\  .  ■-»  rlane  off  your  perch    ike   a  l/-hio  i^i'^da'v^        :.  .   v*  '^  **J* 
ioi.lin.'^  Jiisl'.mnn,  Fr.atoluij.j::  ^ii)  i    l'-:*.' •    ».n  i       ..m*  : 
ViilalmiTi,     Tho  lourvos  vvliirrt'd  u>   i:.*:  ■•  ^  :-.      ,^;i     .* 

jti»\  aiid    the  Tm'sr,ile  struck  the    -.m-.  t.     ■  .  ■    '•-.■■     •'       ■ -■?! 
.^tre;aine»l  into  tlie  soMier's  belU*l»j'-  -  ' 

*"  Whttt*s  I  bat  you're  after-- -«    i     '  *  . 

II ir>r.j:  life  aud  a  froM  wife  fur  Itj  .     .  *  ..      .  • 

Piipe -.  cl.)\vn  aud  cross  juu  s*  n  < •,>* 

»l  •.  v-r;\i)iiiifr8.'' 

*   H..n'\  the  boll/'   jnv<?rnir  '.€  ■.■.•■ 

ihuntler^,  "tako  that/'  paid   l,c\  ^  >  ;-<♦,. 

o.gairst  f.ho  pavement.     "  f  l!;ir;*N     .  •  - «  r  » ■•w, 

;is  OTir^'0(;d  duke  ordonjd  h  to  do  ^f»lM  ^.         ■  i.  •if'cn, 

you  can  worship  now  'vvit}!Oti1  hca  •  lu;  iWn.''     ■ '.•  ' 

Meanwhile  the  wtrk  of  d.strm^'iun  (^.id  r.-.    ■  !  '.o  ..  ^ws 

•\^cre  torn  np,  the  lw»nclie.?  won   tlui'„  -i/o  -  •..    .    .^      :  .        :  > 
-.nunioii  table  and  rails  wire  pi:<-.  ;  i  u  .^^.-ii  .  J;,-   •      . 
iAie  raini«;ter'R  robes,  liie  Bibles  and  i:,ai  r-)..-  y*-.  : 
pi '-'i:et;  and  thrown  among  tlic  d/br-3.     'Ti>-    .■•ijr  •  ■.=•., 

V*.:'  a  clamorous  crowd,  Frciich,  lr\>^y\,  i*.  »:  i  .'  :•  ^ 
.ti.idi.r<,  joBtlinj2f  against  )ji«'n:k«, -ii^J  jr...'!..-.  -.  .  ■  ..-  ...:»•»  ■  •' 
r^inlV.MOn;  whilst  th»*sli«>':t  .\r\ii  i  i>.if:v.-  .  t  ry^ri-  i.'m'  ■.••  i'iiiMu 
ft.-.-f.'r,i.ied  to  heaven  fnon  -i.;-  \.i\^  li-n.j,..*' .,f  t*t'.-:.tv  ..^i  Uio 
VKJwi  of  hdi.  The  moiiK  iSinioud  uK'^t.nflod  the  i>ulpii-.  whore 
1'-  stood  looking  upon  tho  havoc  with  a  si:iilcof  nifilicious  joy. 
"^i.  his  left  hand  ho  caiTied  a  buminj^  tortjh,  a:;d  ui  his  riglit 
a  orawn  sword,  whilst  from  iiis  Avais^t  hung  a  large  crucifiA'. 
^i;tl::ng  the  fiign  of  the  cross  with  the  awordj  he  cried  out  in 
a  loud  voice,  "  Gloria  in  calis  altist>i/nis  Deo,  ct  in  tnru  pax,  in 
'.  iiiinea  hcncvoleniia" 

Tho  light  of  the  pine  torch  glared  above  ilie  crowd,  nrsd 
■  1.0  sharks  w^hich  fell  soon  kindled  some  of  the  scattered  bo;:i 
that  wtjre  ly'ng  around  the  pulpit. 

Att'VB  tb:3  din   was  heard  the    stentorian    to-';  .    \ 

p^-cachcr — "  Thu3  saith  tho  Lord,  let  tho  (Uurch    ;,.-       lac 
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^Arrift  wisba!  and  if  ^liat's  whafe  yer  afbHer,  Til  knock 
yon  dane  off  yonr  perch  like  a  blind  jackdaw/'  said  a  wild- 
looking  Irishman^  snatching  np  a  Bible  and  hurling  it  at 
ViUalmin.  The  leaves  whirred  as  the  book  flew  through  the 
air,  and  the  missile  struck  the  cup,  the  contents  of  which 
streamed  into  the  soldier's  bell-shaped  boot. 

**  What's  ihat  you're  after — a  health  to  our  holy  Neither  ? 
Long,  life  and  a  good  wife  for  Innocent.  The  Pope,  boys,  the 
Pope;  down  and  cross  yourselves,  or  I'll  baptize  you  with 
&e  scrapings." 

"Here's  the  bell,"  interrupted  Simond,  with  a  voice  of 
iihunder ;  "  take  that,"  said  he,  hurling  it  with  all  his  force 
against  the  pavement.  "  I  think  it  will  hold  its  clapper  now, 
as  our  good  duke  ordered  it  to  do  some  time  ago.  Children, 
yon  can  worship  now  without  hearing  Belial  tolling." 

Meanwhile  the  work  of  destruction  did  not  flag.  The  pews 
were  torn  up,  the  benches  were  flung  into  the  aisle,  the  com* 
munion  table  and  rails  were  piled  in  a  heap,  the  registrations, 
the  minister's  robes,  the  Bibles  and  psalm-books,  were  rent  in 
pieces  and  thrown  among  the  debris.  The  church  was  filled 
with  a  clamorous  crowd,  French,  Irish,  and  Piedmontese 
soldiers,  jostling  against  monks,  and  priests,  in  one  mass  of 
confusion ;  whilst  the  shouts  and  curses  of  rage  and  fanaticism 
ascended  to  heaven  from  this  late  temple  of  peace  like  the 
howl  of  hell.  The  monk  Simond  ascended  ihe  pulpit,  where 
he  stood  looking  upon  the  havoc  with  a  smile  of  malicious  joy. 
In  his  lefb  hand  he  carried  a  burning  torch,  and  in  his  right 
a  drawn  sword,  whilst  from  his  waist  hung  a  large  crucifix. 
Making  the  sign  of  the  cross  with  the  sword,  he  cried  out  in 
a  loud  voice,  *'  Gloria  in  ccelis  altissimis  BeOy  et  in  ierrd  pas^  in 
homines  henevolentiaJ* 

The  light  of  the  pine  torch  glared  ^bove  the  crowd,  and 
the  sparks  which  fell  soon  kindled  some  of  the  scattered  books 
Ihat  were  lying  around  the  pulpit. 

<     Above  the  din  was  heard  the    stentorian    voice  of  the 
preacher—'*  Thus  £(^th  the  Lord,  let  the  Church  gain  the 
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HoMery.  "Bf  Wliafc  tntsamf  "By  i^se  xxiBiiis^*'  ctmiimbBitlie^ 
M  r^idtswoid  m  Mb  ri^xt  hand  clanked  upon  tiia  pulpit*  ^  Wv  - 
BMist  Casi  ^nit  iftie  idblaiop,  Toot  «ad  fantaeb;  -with  £»•  imS' 
fiwopd*  Use  jcmr  fueesr  and  hammers,  and  ftdfilth&'mxindbtaf 
Bftrid  liJfS'ppojAet — *  Quasi  in  sylva  Ugnorwm  ftecnrihuB  esfcifi^ 
Tuntjanuas  ejus  in-idipsum.*  I  hate  this  brood  of  heretics^  wlio' 
lire  alwajs  boasting  that  the^  descend  &om  the  Apostles, iand 
wbor  talk  as  if  the  Pope  was  wrong,  and  they  were  right. 

^  By  whom,"  continraQd  Simon^,  waxing  warm,  **  hiwre  ' 
been  sent  here  ?  By  the  council — Be  propa^ahdd  fide,  ei  «?♦ 
Urpmdis  hcsreiicis-^hai?a  the  glorions  addition  to  their -title 
since  ihe  jubilee  of  1650;  that's  n^  motto,  pluck  up  tU 
vermin,  raze  their  houses,  pluck  them  up,  root  and  branch;: 
don't  stand  gaping  at  heresy;  I'd  exterminate  them  to  a.  man* 
Would  they  had  one  neck,  give  me  the  sword  above  it^  and 
Fll  warrant  1*11  not  strike  twice.  If  the  Archbishop  of  Thrin 
and  the  Marquis  of  Pianesse  don't  find  me  up  to  my  woirk-if  » 
not  my  fault.  What's  i^e  use  of  wasting  time,  spending 
money,  doling  out  bread,  when  there's  a  shorter  cut  ?  *^Dawn 
with  them !  down  with  them  !  bring  iiiem  to  the  dust,*  as  say 
the  ancient  ra1^ers,.and  the  Lord  of  Hosts." 

"Ah!  methinks  I  see  my  friend  Malvicino  amongst yvo^ 
the  Abbot  of  Pignerol,  Confessor  to  the  Marchioness  of  Piaii* 
nesse.  Brother,  hast  thou  any  of  thy  lambs  here,  whoao 
swords  are  in  the  Church's  pay?  If  so,  bid  them  spoil  the 
Philistines." 

These  words  were  addressed  to  one  whose  appearance  waa 
most  unprepossessing.  He  was  short  in  stature,  and  some-t 
what  corpulent,  while  his  eyes,  dim  with  sensuality,  betrayed 
rather  the  revels  of  the  refectory  than  the  vigils  of  ihm 
oratory. 

"  fioly  Abbot,  help  us  with  our  two  converts^'*  exclaimed 
Simond :  "  here  is  a  boy  who  would  do  fbr  your  godly  xnati* 
tution  at  Pignerol,  where  you  educate  the  children  of  ^&e 
apostates  in  i^e>  trite  Mth.  But  it's  more  good^  luck  tiiaii  he 
deeerves.    Willyou^baptiise^hiHH  AubbotP" 


danglLters,  I  will,"  exclaimed  Malvicino.    *'  Here,  ycm  yaiiii^ 
wduiiy  letaoa  geirboiid  of  yoiu" 

Jawlfiar^.  Tiyias  looks,  Belgian  mada.  a  oanwdsCTB  a^aing^ 
aod  extricated  himself  from  the  man  who  held  liim  prisonsiv 
Witk  fanmOdesKt  haste  the  boy  ma  in  the  direotion  of  La 
Baadeiii^.&12awnd  by  the  Abbot  at  his  iitmost  i^ed. 

*' Confoiind  the  wixe-wornv"  ^poooned  Mal^rioino.  ''By 
Pope  •  •  who  :  .  •  if  I  break  •  .  ^  my  lnng» 
«.    ^    •    .ti»t.  liiin-nosBd  ]^oi^  "v^  my  Abbot's 

dhair.'^ 

Xhe  AUbot  had  haardly  disc^peared  before  a. young  man  q£ 
QonuDdoding  height  ran  breathlessly  into  tho  temple.  Eeco^ 
Taring  front  thA  mosnentary  recoil  which  he  expeiienoed  on 
beholding  tiie  scene,  he  mshed  regardless  of  danger  into  the 
midst  of  the  crowd  to  the  place  where  Jean  was  gnarded*. 
Qjea^ing  a  soldier  with  eitber  hand,  he  dashed  them  back- 
wards on  the  pavement. 

^^  Qnick,  nncle,"  exclaimed  Eaynald.  '*  E!eep  close  to  me. 
These  c#waxd8  will  give  me  a  path  yon  see." 

^'Ah,  Ardoine,"  muttered  the  young  man  between  hm 
teeth,  as  he  beheld  Simond  in  the  pulpit,/'  I  feel.as  if  I  could. 
kadi  ttie  iniamdec  from  that  sacred  place.  Bui  for  thy  sake 
I  will  abstain  from  what  might  lead  to  bloodshed,  single^ 
handfid  as  I  aai  against  such  odds." 

As  hf  was  approaching  the  door,  a  fragment  of  woodstruck 
hinLm  tiie  &ce,  causing  the  blood  to  stream  from  his  cheek.. 
Begardless  of  his  wound,  he  extricated  himsciLf  and  uncl» 
&Qim  ilie  erowd,  considering  iJb  most  prudent  to  return  to  La 
Baod^e. 

Kmond^who  had  beheld  with  fear  the  exploit  of  Eajnald, 
was  filled  with  fury  when  he  saw  him  depart. 

^  Childsen,''  shouted,  he,  ''it's  liTew  Year's  Day^  let  us  ham 
an  ttuio  dafi. ,  Let  truth  be  sounded  in  this  pulpit  fbr  the  laab^ 
tone ;  Isinut  tibfi.dor^a^  ruin  your  brethren's  souls  any  longer. 
Destcojr  ibis  temple^  w^  ^  hatdk    jOestrtdU  iM»ghm.shQ9^> 
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and  tEen  you  will   be   able  to  worsliip  according:  to  jbnr 
conscience." 

Simond  descending  from  the  pnlpit  mingled  -with  the* 
crowd,  who  needed  little  exhortation  to  glut  the  vengeance  of 
bigotry  and  rage. 

The  pnlpit  was  thrown  into  the  centre  aisle,  and  the  crash 
of  ruin  resounded  through  the  bailding.  The  monks  gathering, 
fragments  of  wood  and  books  into  a  large  pile,  lighted  them 
in  the  church.         •  .     . 

"  Marcy  on  us,  here's  a  blaze,"  cried  O'Donoghue.  "  The. 
Clargy  want  to  warm  their  feet,  and  it's  right  on  the  first  of» 
January  when  the  frost  is  nipping  our  toes.  1*11  bet  his  rivio- 
rince  would  like  to  clap  that  Sassenach  on  the  top,  and  !' 
should  like  to  be  afbher  roastin'  some  pratees.  But  I  must 
lind  a  hand.  God  an'  the  blissed  Mother  and  the  thrue  Church' 
for  iver." 

The  smouldering  fire  soon  blazed  more  fiercely  as  the  pews, 
pulpit-rails  and  books  were  heaped  one  upon  another. 

*'Here,"  said  Simond,  flinging  a  Bible  into  the  pyre,  '''thi& 
is  the  heretic's  text-book.  Take  care,  touch  it  not,  Gaspardo, 
or  you  will  need  a  Bishop's  absolution ;  and  if  you  were  to 
die  suddenly,  your  soul  might  be  lost  for  ever." 

Some  hewed  down  the  doors  with  pickaxes,  while  others 
inserted  powder  into  the  chinks  of  the  masonry  to  blast 
the  brickwork.  The  walls  were  soon  blackened.  The  text  of 
Scripture  over  the  arch,  "  This  is  life  eternal,  to  knt^w  thee, 
the  only  true  God,  and  Jesus  Christ,  whom  thou  hast  sent,'^- 
was  no  longer  legible. 

The  leaping  jets  of  fire  scathed  the  rafters ;  they  cracked' 
and  hissed,  they  charred  and  glowed,  and  then  snapping  in- 
twain,  fell  into  the  lower  ruin,  bringing  with  them  a  portion  of 
the  roof.  The  wind  now  fanned  the  flames.  The  wavering' 
lines  of  light  struggled  with  the. breeze,  and  gradually'the 
columns  of  ^e  pierced  the  dark  shadows  of  eve. 

The  fire  rages,  for  there  is  no  efTon;  made  to  quench  ihe^ 
devouring. element..   The  maddened  crowd  dance  round,  siog** 
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ing  anthems  to  the  Virgin,  and  beseech  her  to  accept  this 
labour  of  love  npon  the  first  day  of  the  New  Year.  ' 


CHAPTER  VH. 

XEW    teae's    evenxno. 

HCalyiciko,  althongh  nnable  to  overtake  Bertin,  observed  him 
enter  the  avenne  which  led  to  La  Band^ne. 

With  frantic  speed,  the  child  rushed  into  the  court-yard^ 
and  his  screams  soon  brought  Ardoine  to  his  assisi»nce. 
MalvicinOy  determined  not  to  lose  his  prize,  followed  him 
ihrongli  the  archway.  On  entering  the  yard,  the  Abbot 
seemed  struck  with  astonishment,  and  looked  round  upon  the 
building,  as  if  to  assure  himself  of  the  locality. 

"  Tworand-tweniy  years,"  muttered  he  to  himself.  •'  Can 
it  be  the  same  place  ?  By  Pope  Alexander's  poisoned  cups, 
if  that  wine  has  not  clouded  my  brain,  it  is  the  very  same. 
How  time  rolls  on !  Are  they  the  same  people  ?  There  seems 
to  be  a  &mily  likeness.  Ha !  ha !  they  should  thank  me,  if 
fh^  remember  me,  for  the  good  service  I  once  rendered  them.*' 

**Ha!"  said  he,  raising  his  head,  and  perceiving  Ardoine, 
^  what  have  we  here  P  A  girl,  whose  profila-jthat  anchorite 
Borgia  would  have  admired.  Gould  I  get  hol4'6f  •  her  I  would 
resign  the  lad,  and  let  them  all  go  to  perdition  their  own  way..*' 

He  approached  Ardoine,  who  was  so  occupied  at  the 
fountain,  in  washing  away  the  stain  of  blood  from  Bertin's 
mouth,  that  she  was  unaware  of  his  presence.  She  looked  up 
on  hearing  his  footstep,  and  grew  pale  with  terror  when  she 
found  herself  confronted  with  a  Bomish  ecclesiastic. 

^  Do  not  iS^ar,  my  daughter,"  said  the  Abbot,  addressing 
Ardoine  in  his  smoothest  tone.  "  The  lad  has  been  baptized ; 
he  is  our  properly,  but  I  will  resign  him  for  your  sake,  if  you 


'  Holdf*  cried  Baytiald,  in  a  voice  of  thunder,  as  he  en- 
tered the  court,  and  havuig  heard  the  Abbot's  speech,  per- 
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oelted  the  dmgef  m  wbicli  Ardoixia  aud  the  child  were 
placed.  '*  TomAhTox^  the  lad,  profane  kidnapper,  or  jow*moAkiih 
cowl  shall  not  save  you  from  a  brother's  vengeance." 

Malvicino  was  hesitating  as  to  -his  course  of  conduct,  when 
the  unexpected  entrance  of  two  of  the  ruffians  in  the  pay  of 
his  abbey,  who  had  followed  him  in  the  distance,  offered  the 
solution  of  his  difficulty. 

"Soldietta,"  swd  the  Abbot,  "you  have  come  at  tjxe  riglf^ 
time.  That  laid  is  the  property  of  our  convent,  and  it  is  qiff 
«^toty  to  save  his  soul.  By  Pope  Hildebrand,  do  youjr  work' 
boldly.  Methinks  the  two  of  you  are  a  match  for  that  fdlow, 
^yen  if  he  were  inclined  to  resist," 

The  two  soen  advanced,  in  order  to  seize  Bertin — ^but  they 
bad  misjudged  their  antagonist.  Springing  forward,  Kaynald 
grasped  the  foremost  round  his  waist,  and  threw  him  into  the 
watei^  wldch  surrounded  ^e  fountain.  One  blow  was  suffi- 
pient  1x>  disable  the  second,  whose  sword  fell  from  his  power* 
less  grasp, 

Malvicino  ^d  not  wait  to  see  more,  but  retreated  at  'hag 
ntnuist  speed. 

''  Some  other  time,"  he  gasped,  "  I  will  see  her  agaui, 
.  •  •  A£best  BO  long  a  time,  I  had  forgotten  the  place.  ,JBjA 
fme    •     k    must  be  cautious  with  such  people.     Profane  ki4r 

aapper !     WJaat  did  he  mean  ?    Does  he  hint  at ?     Ko. 

"By  Pope  •  ,  who  .  .  an  idea  strikes  me.  .  .It 
comes  from  the  Virgin.  I  will  say  four  more  Aves  ,  .  to- 
-night in  her  honour    .   .    iflcangetsafelybacktoPignerol." 

"  Oh,  stop !". exclaimed  Ardoine,  as  Baynald  bent  over  me 
Mien  soldier ;  "  do  not  kill  them.  We  must  return  good  for 
evil.     I  think  Bertin  is  more  frightened  than  hurt." 

"  If  they  had  touched  you,  I  could  not  have  forgiveft 

tihem ;  but  sinoe  you  intercede  for  them  I  will  do  nothing  more.** 

.  ^  Oh^BaysiddJ''  exclaimed  Ardoine,  as  a  gleam  of  light  mi 

on  his  face,  "  what's  the  matter  with  you?  you  are  burt.    I 

nee  blood  on  your  chetk.    Oh,  fbrglve  lae  if  I  did  not  ttm^ 

.'«if  yon,  I  who  MBft  yon  into  tlie  danger."      ^  ^  ^; 
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:  Theione  of  imfirigned  agiiaiunt  in idiich these  words  weora 
uttered  caused  a  glow  of  pleasure  to  light  np  Ba^nald's  cotm^ 
iemanoe.  H^  listened  to  thoise  expressions  of  inta?est  with 
breathless  eagerness,  said  his  voice  trembled  as  he  replied — 
i  ^1  am  not  much  Imrt;  it's  only  a.  flesh  wound,  though  it 
IfBB  bled  a  great  deal  I  will  wash  it  first,  and  then  go  to 
Aant  ImdJle  for  some  of  her  <  stores ;  she  is  always  praising 
Urn  Tirtaes  of  her  cdUndulOj  and  I  will  give  her  the  opporta- 
takf  of  healing  me  quickly." 

^  Dear  Bayiiald,  let  me  help  you ;  here  is  my  handker* 
cihief,  let  me  dip  it  inAhe  water,  and  that  may  refresh  you." 

"  What  will  you  tMiik  of  me,  dear  Ardoine,  if  this  wound 
dionld  leave  a  seair  ?    Bhail  you  not  be  afraid  to  look  at  me  P" 

^  Afraid  to  look  at  you,  dear Raynald !  no,  that  scarwould 
tailj  serve  to  remind  me  of  your  bravery,  and  that  there  is  no 
one  else  in  our  valley  so  self-foi^M  as  you  are." 

"Then  I  trust  I  shall  have  the  scar,"  replied  the  monn- 
tuneer,  witii  a  smile.  "If  you  think  thus,  I  shall  be  well 
Rewarded.  But  here  is  my  mother  ooming.  I  must  hasted 
and  wash  away  these  marics,  or  she  wiU  be  alarmed.  I  see 
B^tSy  so  I  sux^pose  it  is  time  to  assemble,  and  I  hear  Btienne 
caning  me.  Go  to  Aem,  Ardoine,  but  do  not  frighten  tibem, 
for  liiey  cannot  know  anything  of  what  has  jnst  happened."  - 

"  Where  is  Baynald  P"  said  Lucille,  addressing  Ardoine  aa 
she  entered  the  room. .  "  It  must  be  something  unusual  whidx 
makes  him  late  this  New  Year's  evening,  and  he  is  so  puiM> 
tual  in  taking  Marie  her  potage  every  night." 

^I  thoaght,"  said  Etienne,  "that  I  saw  him  a  fitUe  whSe 
ago  Mhind  Hiose  chestnuts." 

"  Oh !  what  is  Uie  matter?"  exclaimed  Martha,  as  her  son 
entered.  ^Look  at  Baynald's  &ce.  Has  anything  hap- 
pened?^ 

**Speakt  has  anyiiiing  happened  to  ilie  children P"  ex« 
^laimed  Madeleine. 

**Ko,  not  that,*  replied  Raynald,  with  emotion,  "Our 
tanple  baa  been  destreyed.     It  is  bnzimig  now;  its  rety 
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i^nes  are  broken,  it  is  one  mass  of  wreck  and  rain,*'  contintied 
hby  barsting  into  tears. 

The  family  were  prostrated  by  this  sadden  blow,  and  no* 
thing  bat  lamentations  coald  be  heard  in  the  room. 

"  Children,  children !"  said  Bodolphe,  "  look  np  to  heaven, 
and  weep  not.  God  dwells  not  in  temples  made  with  hands^ 
nor  is  his  presence  confined  to  walls  or  rooms.  He  is  near 
ns  here.  Let  ns  feel  his  presence,  and  his  peace  will  ontweigh 
our  trials.  *  In  everything  give  thanks,'  says  the  apostle,  and 
this  includes  adversity  as  well  as  prosperiiy.  *  There  be  many 
that  say.  Who  will  show  as  any  good  ?  Lord,  lift  thou  np 
the  light  of  thy  countenance  upon  ns.' " 

"  But,"  said  Etienne,  sobbiug  bitterly,  "  shall  we  have  no 
temple  to  go  to  on  Sunday  ?  What  will  Barba  Leger  do  if 
his  pulpit  is  gone  ?  Oh,  how  cruel  it  must  be  of  them  to  take 
away  our  churches  !  How  wicked  of  the  Duke  j  I  would  tell 
him  so  if  I  could  speak  to  him." 

"  No,  my  child,  the  Duke  has  not  done  it,  and  perhaps 
knows  nothing  of  it.  It  is  the  act  of  a  few  persons  who  haye 
been  urged  on  by  the  missionary  monks." 

"  But  they  have  their  own  churches,"  continued  the  boy, 
whose  feelings  were  not  to  be  quieted  with  calm  reasonings. 
**  There  is  a  church  opposite  ours.  When  I  passed  once,  I 
heard  a  bell,  and  I  peeped  in,  and  saw  lighted  candles,  and 
men  bowing  in  all  sorts  of  strange  ways.  Will  they  have  then: 
•churches,  and  shan't  we  have  ours  ?" 

"  Alas,  they  will.  Some  years  ago  there  were  no  other 
churches  here  but  our  own  ;  but  now,  on  this  blessed  soil, 
which  has  been  so  long  unpolluted,  Home  has  got  places  of 
worship,  to  teach  error  and  promote  discord." 

*'  Ob,  it's  very  strange,"  said  the  boy,  brushing  away  his 
falling  tears,  '*  ttiey  seem  such  difierent  people  to  what  we 
*Teadof  in  the  Bible.  Do  yon  think,  grandfather,  that  good 
man,  Daniel,  would  have  done  the  same  things  P"  , 

**No,  I  do  not;  all  force  is  contrary  to  a  religion  wJiich 
demands  the  heart,  and  coines  from  a  God  of  love.    Wo  most 


KBW  TBAR'S  BYKNINa.  87 

never  act  like  wicked  men  in  order  to  bring  people  to  Ohrist ; 
tiie  wrath  of  man  can  never  work  the  righteousness  of  God." 

.   "Then  all  these  men,  with  their  dark  faces,  and  long 
brown  dresses,  what  are  they — are  they  the  monks  ?" 
^. .  "  Yes,  missionary  monks,  sent  to  preach  and  to  intermeddle 
m  everything  so  as  to  produce  distrust,  and  prejudice  the 
Duke  against  us." 

"Perhaps  they  have  burnt  our  temple;  and  I  am  sure 
ihey  ought  not,  for  ours  was  so  very  plain.  I  saw  all  sorts  of 
pictures  and  statues  in  theirs  ;  why  have  not  we  the  same  P" 

**  Because  the  second  commandment  forbids  it." 

**  But  doesn't  it  forbid  them  as  well  ?" 

**  It  does,  but  they  leave  it  out." 

^*  Then  they  haven't  ten  commandments,"  said  the  boy, 
who,  in  the  sweet  fickleness  of  childhood,  had,  for  the  moment, 
forgotten  his  grief. 

"  To  make  up  ten,  they  divide  the  tenth  into  two  ;  and  in 
the  same  way  they  don't  mind  the  fourth,  which  tells  us  to 
keep  the  Sabbath  holy,  but  they  say,  *  Keep  the  festivals  holy.* 
You  know  we  cannot  work  when  it  is  a  saint's  day  in  the 
Bomish  Calendar,  and  this  makes  us  lose  a  great  many 
days." 

"  We  seem  to  like  work  better  than  they  do,^'  said  Etienne, 
*'  for  whilst  we  are  in  the  fields  we  see  many  of  them  running 
about  in  fine  dresses,  and  when  they  come  to  a  cross,  or  a  pic- 
ture with  a  light  before  it  on  the  road  side,  they  kneel  down 
and  cross  themselves.    Did  God  tell  them  to  do  this  P" 

"  No,  my  child,  but  fetch  me  my  Bible ;  stop,  there's  dear 
Ardoine  bringing  it." 

"Children,"  said  Bodolphe,  addressing  his  sons  and 
daughters,  who  were  bewailing  their  loss  among  themselves, 
^  the  day  which  began  brightly,  has  been  darkened  by  a  cloud ; 
.  yet  let  us  conclude  it  with  the  Word  of  God  and  prayer.  The 
«vents  of  this  evening  are  a  sad  comment  on  the  words  I  spake 
to  you  this  morning.  My  heart  is  full  and  heavy.  In  that 
^jpiolpit,  my  daughters,  I  preached  well  nigh  threescore  ye^ 
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a^.  Wben  I'Was  the  only  pastor  of  our  viQej  wlio  surviyed 
the  plague,  I  did  not  desert  that  ohnreh,  and  it  is  now  a  rain*. 
Ah,  Patd,  thou  wast  right  to  remind  ns  that  we  are  but 
strangers  here,  for  they  have  destroyed  even  the  houses  of  God 
in  the  land.  Let  us  once  more,  my  children,  betake  ourselves 
to  Him  who  is  a  hiding-place  from  the  storm,  who  can  cover* 
us  with  his  feathers,  and  keep  us  safe  in  his  siscret  habitation.^ 

Bodolphe  then  read  in  a  trembling  voice  the  following 
verses,  which  touched  the  hearts  of  the  afllicted  worship^ 
pers  *. — 

"  God  is  our  reftige  and  strength,  a  very  present  heljj  in 
trouble.  Therefore,  will  not  we  fear,  though  the  earth  be  re- 
moved, and.tho,ugh  the  mountains  be  carried  into  the  mid^  of 
-file  sea ;  though  the  waters  thereof  roar  and  be  troubled, 
though  the  mountains  shake  with  the  swelling  tibereof.  Selali.*^ 
(Psalm  xlvi,  1—3.) 

The  old  man  then  gave  his  &mily  his  patriarchal  blessing, 
pnd  retired  to  rest. 


CHAPTER  VIIL 

THE    FEMALE    PROPAGANDA.  ^ 

Ijs  an  ancient  palace  overlooking  the  Piazza  Castello  at  Tnrio, 
a  small  party  of  ladies  were  assembled.  Their  fashionabie 
dress  and  noble  mien  indicated  that  they  were  persons  of 
rank:.  It  was  evident  from  their  serious  countenances,  and 
the  pens,  ink,  and  paper  which  lay  on  the  table  round  which 
they  were  seated,  that  they^hadnoi  met  for  the  purpose  of 
amusement,  but  to  transact  important  business.  One  to  whom 
the  others  paid  marked  deference  presided.  Her  dress,  of  the 
ridiest  quality,  was  profdsely  ornamented,  and  contrasted 
strangely  with  her  haggard  eye,  the  symptom  of  disease  aod 
csare. 
^    i'  My  ladies, '^  said  she,  ^^  we  l^ave  met  to  give  in  our 


weekty  report^  and  to  see  what  progress  the  catise  of  the  Holj 
Faith  makes  in  our  hands.  Let  us  not  flag  in  zeal,  biit  show 
flie  world  what  women  can  do  for  tie  suppression  of  heresy, 
for  we  form  the  female  branch  of  ihe  Oongrego^  de  propo' 
jandd  Fide,  et  exHrpandis  Hcereiicis,*'^ 

*'  Letr  ns  hear  first,''  replied  the  Marchioness  of  Angrogna^ 
''what  the  noble  President  herself  has  done." 

**My  strength  is  not  equal  to  my  will,"  rejoined  the  Maiv 
cMoness  of  Piannesse,  *^  for  I  hare  felt  the  attacks  of  an  old 
complaant,  which  has  often  threatened  my  lifb.  Still  I  havc^ 
endeayotired  to  carry  out  the  decisions  of  the  Council,  as  agreed 
ttt  our  previous  meetings." 

"  I  thought,"  said  the  Countess  of  Lucema,  "  I  saw  yomr 
Grace  bent  on  some  labour  of  love  last  week  in  the  Borgo 
l)ora,  with  your  purse  in  your  hand." 

"  Ladies,"  continued  the  President,  who  spake  with  some 
difficulty,  "  you  remember  that  we  divided  Turin  aud  its 
neighbourhood  into  disiricts,  and  arranged  that  each  should 
-visit  their  district  twice  a  week  to  collect  the  alms  of  the 
feathful.  Owing  to  my  illness  I  have  not  been  at  my  post 
more  than  once  this  week.  I  have,  however,  canvassed  all 
those  low  cabarets  which  lie  near  the  river  Dora^  and  I  must 
confess  that  I  was  surprised  at  my  &vourabIe  reception.  I 
went  boldly  into  the  taverns,  and  holding  out  my  purse,  d^ 
xoanded  a  piece  of  money  for  the  maintenance  of  the  faith,  and 
ilie  suppression  of  heresy." 

^'  I  wonder  at  your  moral  courage.  Marchioness/'  replied 
'a  lady  at  the  fbrther  end  of  the  table,  '*  I  £bel  as  if  I  dare  not 
yenture  into  those  dens."  j 

••Bemember  for  whom  you  are  working.  The  Virgin 
"irin  protect  you  and  reward  you  hereafter.  Where  did  you 
go,  Dttdiess?" 

*<  I  went  Into  iSie  gambHng-houses  overlooking  the  Po,  and 
naked  alms  horn  the  maddened  players  for  the  conversion  of 
Bonis.  I  ihink  some  c£  them  knew  me,  having  seen  me  «t 
Court,  for  they  were  civil  enough,  and  osie  twoxe  he  hoped 
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we  sbotild  destroy  that  brood  of  heretics  in  the  adjoining 
valleys." 

*'  The  Yirgin  grant  it ! ''  said  the  Marchioness.  ^  It  is  c^ 
little  moment  to  win  over  indiyidnals  when  there  is  that  resep* 
voir  of  heresy  in  those  mountains.  I  must  speak  to,  th^ 
Marqnis,  and  see  if  the  secular  arm  will  not  aid  ns ;  I  think 
the  government  would  give  us  an  edict  or  two  to  serve  our 
purpose." 

"  I  feel  sure  it  would,"  replied  the  Duchess  of  Montafon, 
^^  for  Madame  Boyale  has  her  heart  in  this  matter,  and  she 
can  mould  the  Duke.  I  think  we  should,  stir  them  up  to 
enforce  the  edict  of  Gastaldo  of  the  15th  of  May,  1650,  and 
try  its  effect." 

*'  We  must  leave  the  political  part  of  it  to  our  husbands 
and  the  council  of  state ;  besides,  our  branch  council,  under 
the  guidance  of  the  Archbishop  and  the  Marquis,  will  not 
forget  this." 

"  Don't  you  think,  Marchioness,"  said  the  Countess  of 
Bagnol,  "  that  we  ought  to  supply  the  missionary  monks  in 
the  valleys  with  more  means  of  charity  ?  There  has  been  «. 
great  deal  of  famine  there,  and  when  the  heretics  arp  starving 
we  have  fine  scope  for  conversions — starving  people  cannot 
resist  bread,  and  they  would  accept  it  upon  the  terms  of  going 
to  mass." 

"  I  think  the  idea  is  good,  but  we  have  tried  it,  and  I  con- 
fess with  very  little  success.  Two  years  ago  the  convents 
were  stocked  with  every  article  needed,  and  relief  given  only 
to  those  who  would  swear  to  go  to  mass,  but  the  rttse  suc- 
ceeded with  a  mere  handful." 

"  The  obstinacy  of  these  heretics  is  amazing,"  said  the  Coun- 
tess of  Lucema,  with  a  sigh;  "they  lose  their  property,  their 
homes,  their  lives,  and  all  is  offered  to  them  again,  with  every 
privilege,  if  they  will  but  reform,  and  yet  they  will  not." 

"  It  shows  it  must  be  the  work  of  the  devil,"  replied  the 
Marchioness,  "  for  it  appears  as  if  our  Holy  Father  himself 
had  no  power  to  exorcise  them." 
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^Wliere  liaye  you  been,  Coimiess  P*' 

"  I  liave  been  ihrougli  the  prisons,  collecting  alms  for  the 
geaend  fnnd,  testing  the  prisoners,  and  promising  release  to 
Ukj  of  the  pretended  reformed  faith  who  wonld  become  Catho- 
lifB ;  but,  to  be  candid,  I  donbt  whether  I  found  three  or  four 
Froteatania  among  the  number." 

"  I  tell  you  what  I  will  suggest  to  the  Marquis,"  said  the 
president ;  "  if  he  has  to  execute  the  Church's  vengeance,  and 
tiie  secular  arm  is  used,  he  would  find  many  valuable  allies  in 
the  prisons,  and  we  should  have  no  difficuliy  in  opening  the 
prison  doors." 

^'Ko ;  a  plenary  indulgence  is  promised  to  all  who  engage 
in  this  holy  work,  and  assuredly  many  of  these  poor  fellows 
need  it !  After  all,  their  crimes,  horrible  as  they  are,  are  not 
80  execrable  as  that  of  heresy." 

**  I  have  been  thinking  over  your  plan.  Marchioness,"  said 
the  Countess  of  Bagnol,  *' about  sending  some  of  our  agents 
as  servants  among  the  Yaudois.  I  think  it  offers  many  ad- 
^Tttntages.  The  servant  would  be  able,  in  a  hundred  little 
ways,  to  instil  our  principles  into  the  minds  of  the  children, 
to  pirc(|udioe  them  against  their  creed,  and  besides  we  could 
taike  advantage  of  any  divisions  in  the  family ;  she  could  set 
ihe  daughter  against  her  mother,  and  the  mother  against  the 
daughter ;  and,  surely,  if  we  could  sow  some  &mily  dissensions, 
ihe  Church  might  reap  her  harvest." 

**  The  suggestion  is  excellent,  and  worthy  of  a  trial,  and  I 
iriQ  make  the  experiment  in  a  family  in  the  Valley  of  Lucema, 
C^  which  my  confessor,  the  Abbot  of  Pignerol,  has  been  telling 
me.  It  is  a  peculiar  family,  for  six  brothers  have  married  six 
aifftera,  and  they  live  together  without  division  of  property, 
and  witiliout  discord,  numbering,  with  their  children,  upwards 
€f  forty  persons." 

•* That  would  be  a  glorious  field;  there  must,  surely,  be 
tome  among  that  number  not  so  obstinate ;  at  any  rate,  we 
toottld  not  have  better  scoi>e  for  the  trial  of  this  holy  artifice." 

**Do  you  know  of  any  one  who  would  suit?"  asked  tho 
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Marchioness  of  Angrogna,  speaking  in  a  low  tone  to  her  next 
neighbour. 

"  There  is  a  woman,"  replied  the  Duchess  of  Montafon^^ 
''  in  the  dungeons  of  the  castle^  who  wonld  answer ;  she  is 
nnder  sentence  of  death  for  the  murder  of  her  husband ;  but  I 
can  liberate  her  if  I  speak  to  the  Duke,  and  tell  him  she  ia 
wanted  for  the  service  of  the  Holy  Church.  She  ia  a  clever 
woman,  and  withal  of  bland  and  winning  manners.  She  ap-~ 
pears  to  be  the  very  instrument." 

'^  But  would  she  be  ready  to  accept  the  terms  P  PerhafMi 
her  conscience  might  object." 

"  Conscience  object !  Why,  Marchioiiess,  you  are  talking 
nonsense.  If  your  conscience  and  mine  do  not  object,  I  think 
the  conscience  of  a  murderess  need  not  be  so  scrupulovAi; 
Besides,  it's  for  the  Church,  and  you  know  what  our  confessop 
told  us  was  Cardinal  Bellarmine's  dictum,  ^that  the  end 
justifies  the  means.' " 

''  You  silence  me  with  your  quotation.  You  know  I  am  na 
theologian,  and  leave  the  schools  to  the  priests.  I  want  to  work 
out  my  salvation,  and  if  my  reverend  Either  approves,  I  will 
join  heart  and  hand  in  any  good  work  for  the  benefit  of  others/^ 

^'  I  think  I  have  a  friend,"  said  the  Marchioness  of  Pianesse 
aloud, ''  who  will  accept  the  office  for  the  g^d  of  her  BOtlf 
and  the  glory  of  the  Church»  I  will  persuade  her  to  undev* 
take  the  matter." 

''You  know,"  contined  she,  speaking  aside  in  a  lower  tone 
to  her  neighbour,  ''  we  ought  to  be  diligent  in  the  Chureb'f 
service.  Bemember  a  plenary  indulgence  is  promised  to  all 
engaged  in  the  holy  work  of  suppressing  heresy ;  and  I  think^ 
between  yoa  and  me,  that  there  are  several  of  us  who  need 
ibis  plenary  absolution,  at  least  I  confess  I  do.  I  know  I  h»fO 
mneh  to  answer  for  when  I  look  at  the  past,  and  my  only  hope 
ill  tihat  during  the  short  time  I  have  to  Hve,  my  zeal  m&j  atone 
for  the  finilta  of  my  early  life.  If  I  could  help  to  cleanse  Italy 
ftomihe  blo^of  keresy,  my  oooiscience  would  have  more  peaca*? 
L  >  ■  "^  Ym  ace  — fxac  vpouL  yoorielf,"  interposed  the  Couxitess; 


^-we  need  not  aUnde  to  the  past ;  wbttterer  we  hare  been  we 
received  absolution  from  the  moment  that  we  became  members 
of  this  holy  council." 

"  Ladies,"  cdntinned  the  marchioness,  in  a  languid  voice, 
*I  think  the  dispersion  of  the  missionary  monks  throngh  the 
talfey,  andi  the  cantonment  of  troops,  will  produce  good  fruit* 
The  establishment  of  a  Monte  di  Pieta  is  excellent.  In  this 
time  of  distress  the  loan  of  wheat,  and  provisions,  and  gar- 
ments, has  been  a  real  boon.  If  any  one  accepts  anything  it 
is  easy  to  press  more  on  them,  and  when  they  are  deeply  in 
OUT  debt  we  threaten  ruin  or  the  mass." 

"  Capital,"  exclaimed  all  the  ladies  together,  "your  inven- 
tion, Marchioness,  on  behalf  of  the  Church,  is  consecrated  to 
tike  noblest  object." 

**  If,"  continued  the  Marchioness,  **  they  wiU  come  over  to 
the  true  Chiirch,  then  we  remit  their  past  debts,  give  them  a 
large  sum,  and  free  them  from  all  taxes,  imposts,  and  ex- 
actions, for  the  space  of  five  years,  witti  an  increased  time,  if 
khey  show  themselves  zealous  in  the  cause." 

•*  Have  you  seen  any  fruit  from  the  family  spy  to  whom 
yoa  were  alluding  ?  "  asked  one  of  the  younger  ladies. 

"  I  iiiink  so ;  she  has  artfully  embroiled  a  young  married 
oonple  of  the  pretended  reformed  &ith,  and  they  are  going  to 
law  with  each  other ;  so  we  shall  be  able  to  ruin  them,  or 
to  turn  the  verdict  in  favour  of  the  one  who  will  abjure." 

"You  said,Marchioness,  you  have  a  friend  who  would  go  into 
a  Yandois  family.     How  can  you  introduce  her  among  them  ?  " 

**  Oh,  that  is  easily  done ;  for  we  need  not  say  who  she  is. 
Ton  know  they  have  soldiers  there,  and  we  can  either  billet  het 
on  a  ikmfly,  or  send  her  with  a  medical  certificate  for  change 
^air,  or  get  the  Duke  to  write  an  order  requesting  them  to 
lodge  hiMr,  as  a  proof  of  loyalty." 

**  Ha,'ha !  commend  me  to  the  Marchioness  of  Pianesse  for 
irqnB  a&d  means.'* 

i  ■  ^Olr!  but  here  is  a  better  idea — she  can  represent  herself 
as  aa  inquirer,  as  one  who  wara  Catholic,  but  has  met  with  a 
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Yaudois  at  Turin,  and  wants,  more  instmction  in  tke  refbrmed 
faith.  This  will  be  a  regidar  appeal  to  their  prejudices,  an4 
will  be  done  gently,  without  disturbance.'* 

"What  a  field  she  will  have !  What  do  you  say?  Sii 
brothers  married  to  six  sisters.  Why,  really,  it's  a  lovely 
pastoral,  worthy  of  an  eclogue ;  it  is  almost  a  pity  to  mar 
such  a  scene,  which  would  elicit  one  of  Petrarch's  sonnets. 
Would  they  were  Catholics !  but  they  are  heretics,  and  a^ 
fluch  are  doomed  to  everlasting  ruin  by  the  Vicar  of  Christ 
and  the  General  Councils.  Nought  but  blood  can  bring  reUei^ 
I  suppose,  nor  blot  out  the  stain.  We  must,  however,  labomp 
for  their  salvation;  and  may  the  Virgin  grant  us  good 
success !  '* 

After  the  discussion  of  some  jninor  details,  the  council  of 
missionary  ladies  separated. 

"  Oh,  my  soul,  come  not  thou  in  their  secret ;  unto  their 
assembly,  mine  honour  be  not  thou  united ;  for  their  words  are 
softer  than  oil,  yet  be  they  drawn  swords." 


•CHAPTER  IX. 

THE    MARCHIONESS. 

The  Marchioness  of  Pianesse,  after  another  consultation  with 
her  confessor,  Malvicino,  did  not  delay  bringing  the  proposi- 
tion before  her  niece,  lolande,  whom  she  considered  suitable 
for  the  purpose,  and  over  whom  she  had  always  exercised 
considerable  influence. 

"The  council  of  ladies  belonging  to  the  Propaganda," 
said  the  Marchioness,  addressing  her  niece,  "  has  lately  mei^ 
and  we  feel  the  necessity  of  increased  devotion  to  our  holy 
work,  to  efface  from  our  land  the  stain  of  heresy.  A  plan 
was  discussed  at  our  last  meeting,  in  which  I  think  you  caa 
help  us ;  you  will,  I  am  sure,  be  glad  to  labour  for  the  glory 
of  Gh>d|  and  this  good  of  your  own  souL"  ^. 
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'  ^  I  shall  feel  ih  a  priTilege,  aunt,  to  assist  your  efforts  for 
t&e  holy  cause  by  any  means  that  lie  within  my  humble 
power.'* 

"  I  have  spoken  to  my  confessor,  Malvicino,  who  sug- 
gested the  plan.  We  propose  that  you  should  enter  a  Wal- 
densiian  &mily,  in  order  to  convert  some  of  them.  I  know  it 
may  be  a  trial  to  your  feelirigs  to  live  in  a  &rm,  but  it  will  be 
Only  for  a  short  time,  and  you  will  not  mind  a  little  self- 
tiiacrifice  for  the  good  of  the  Church.  Our  history  is  full  of 
noble  precedents  of  self-renunciation.  So  go  in  among  them, 
BOW  suspicions  and  jealousies,  fan  every  element  of  discord. 
Mould  the  minds  of  the  young  children,  and  familiarize  them 
with  the  names  of  the  Catholic  saints,  and  your  efforts, 
tihder  the  Virgin's  blessing,  I  doubt  not  will  bring  forth 
good  fruit." 

**  But  I  am  afraid,  aunt,  I  am  hardly  suited  to  such  a  task. 
It  would  require  a  great  deal  of  tact,  and  knowledge  of  cha- 
racter. Your  proposal  indeed  takes  mo  so  much  by  surprise 
that  you  must  excuse  my  hesitation." 

**  I  hope  it  is  not  the  feap  of  self-sacrifice  that  keeps  you 
back;  nothing  great  or  good  can  be  done  without  self> 
forgetful  zeal." 

"  I  trust  that  is  not  my  motive ;  but  the  idea  is  so  new  to 
me,  that  I  shrink  within  myself  at  the  contemplation  of  its 
difficnlties." 

"  Ton  must  pray  to  the  mother  of  God  for  help,  and  I  am 
sure  it  will  be  granted.** 

*•  Well,  but  aunt,  the  first  point  is  to  know  where  I  am  to  • 
go.     Have  you  any  particular  place  in  your  mind  ?" 

"I  think  so.  I  have  heard  of  a  most  peculiar  family, 
offering  a  fine  field  for  conversion.  It  is  composed  of  six 
brothers  married  to  six  sisters,  living  together  iii  Arcadian 
Bfyle,  numbering  with  their  children  over  forty  persons." 
;  •*  But  I'm  afraid  they  will  be  suspicious,  and  not  receive 
me,**  replied  Iblande. 

''You  must  profess  io  be  dissatisfied  with  the  Catholib 
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veb'gio]?^  az]4  having  met  «i  Yaudois  traveller  at  Tiirm,>yoTi 
want  to  he^  more  al>OQt  their  creed — and  once  in,  you  know 
what  we  do  at  Court ;  yon  can  entangle  soiicLe  yonng^  man,  I 
think,  can't  you?"  ^ 

*'  ^o,  no,  aunt,  I  am  not  so  skilled  in  those  arts,^'  replied 
the  girl,  blushing,  fearing  lest  her  attachment  to  the  son  of 
the  Marchioness  might  be  discovered. 

"Again,  you  know  there  are  many  bands  of  robbers 
ubout,  and  your  father's  estates  are  not  far  from  Cavour,  you 
can  act  as  our  ancestors^  did  nearly  a  hundred  years  ago,  in 
the  time  of  the  Count  de  la  Trinitd,  and  take  rej^ge  among 
them  to  preserve  your  honour." 

"  Did  they  do  this  in  the  last  century  ?  I  wonder  ouf 
people  were  not  a&aid  to  trust  themselves  among  the 
heretics." 

"  No  fear  of  that ;  they  treated  them  like  sisters,  l^ere 
was  not  one  of  them  insulted ;  we  could  not  trust  thorn  in 
La  Tour,  although  it  was  full  of  the  Catholic  soldiers, of  the 
cross." 

"  That's  strange,  aunt ;  if  we  are  to  judge  of  them  by 
jbheir  &uits,  it  speaks  well  for  the  practical  effect  of 
heresy." 

"  Hush  i  don't  talk  in  that  way.  Our  confessor  would  say 
that  smells  of  heresy.  The  infallible  Church  stoops  not  to 
argue  nor  inquire.  We  demand  implicit  faith,  and  then  ^ 
isweU." 

"I  have  been  brought  up  in  the  Church,"  added  lolande, 
.after  a^use,  ''but  I  don't  much  like  this  commission ;.  my 
conscience  does  not  approve  of  sowing  discord  among  suo}^ 
brethren.    This  cannot  surely  be  right/' 

**  It's  for  their  souls'  good,  my  dear,  as  well  as  for  ours ;  th^ 
JKMe,  my  confessor  told  me,  says  that  the  mother  shall  be  Mik 
against  her  daughter,  and  the  daughter-in-law  against  her 
jopiother-in-law,  and  that  Christ  came  to  muake  a  man's.foes 
liiose  of  his  own  household ;  so  you  need  not  fear,  far  yoa  vfll 
jD  iisitb  the  aidlioalj  of  the  Chi^ 
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*\1  don't  jaxnok  like  it^  axmi^  my  iiohuttl  feelings  axe 
against  it.'' 

^  ^' A  plenary  indulgence  is  promised  to  all  who  engage  in 
the  work^  and  admitting  that  we  stretch  a  moral  point  in 
what  we  do,  a  dispensation  &om  Eome  will  make  all  right. 
Consider  how  long  those  peo^  have  been  a  thorn  in  our 
eyes.  Pope  after  PopeJbas  endeavoured  to  uproot  them,  yet 
they  cling  to  their  rocks.  They  send  out  their  proselytizers 
everywhere.  They  boast  of  greater  antiquity  than  we  do. 
-They  say  that  their  doctrine  has  come  down  in  an  unbroken 
)dhain  from  the  apostles  themselves,  and  that  they  hold  the 
primitive  tmi^  uneormpt,  tiiat  they  differ  from  the  reformed 
jdliureheB  in  Oermany,  because  they  have  never  been  reformed. 
.Xhink  of  tiiese  insults.  They  quote  their  eternal  Bible  to 
piove  that  we  are  Antichrist,  and  even  on  the  rack  and  in 
idaalii  they  bold  &8t  ikm  doctrines  witii  the  greatest  obsti- 
VBCf*  Oh  think,  will  you  not  help,  if  you  can  do  anything  to 
9i%)6  away  our  reproach*' 

/*  Yoipr  ^iatements,  aunt,  are  urgent,  and  if  so  weak  an 
insbrument  as  I  can  subserve  the  cause  of  truth,  I  £sel  iiiat 
«^-dBty'i8  to  obey." 

^  '*  It  is,  to  obey  those  who  have  the  spiritual  rule  over  yocL 
JSettdea,  coiudder  the  effect  on  your  own  soul.  Such  a  work 
mB  Ukas  makes  yonr  own  salvation  more  certain,  and  if  you 
-ftel  any  repugnance  to  the  woric,  there  is  greater  merit  in 
4iTerooming  yiour  natural  aversion,  and  sacrificing  your  con* 
jKienee  and  Ae  dictates  of  your  private  judgment  for  the 
jipaljhve  of  the  Holy  Catholic  and  ApostoHc  Church.  Bememr 
lier  onr  principles-^i^e  end  justifies  i^  means,  faith  is  not  to 
b»  kepi  with  hevetics,  and  that  good  is  your  olgect.  Besides, 
m  AiwftwmfMKm  will  make  all  right,  fiir  Bellarmine  says,  that  a 
mn  wovlA  eeaae  io  be  a  Bin  if  the  Pope  so  decrees  it.  Qo, 
Ihetefops^  niees^  to  yvor  work  of  &11&  and  labour  oflove." 
/.  ^  If  the  Chnsbh  eoamnands  me,"  gaidloiande,  ^  I  will  de 
Wimt  2  OHa  in  thai  AxaOf^  aad  I  luqw  ilia  blessed  Virgin  wiU 
lMkAilWaEiadj<RjB|r.wwkeibrt^  metofallew 
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your  zeal  for  the  propagation  of  the  faith  and  the  exiirpatioiL 
of  heresy." 

**  May  the  Virgin  grant  it,  my  beloved  lolande,'*  said  the. 
Marchioness,  kissing  her  on  the  forehead. 


CHAPTER  X. 

lOLANDE.  : ' 

lOLANDB  found  no  difficulty  in  introducing  herself  to  the  h6a^' 
pitablo  circle  at  La  Baudene,  T?hose  loyalty  and  religions 
feelings  inclined  them  to  attach  credit  to  her  statement,  witik' 
out  scrutinizing  her  motives.  She  was  kindly  received  by  all 
the  inmates,  and  by  her  bland  and  studied  manners  soon  wtA' 
her  way  into  the  family,  more  credulous  because  themsdves' 
incapable  of  hypocrisy  or  guile.  As  she  conjectured  that  fa^; 
success  would  be  greatest  among  the  young,  she  took  eveaef 
means  of  ingratiating  herself  wifch  Ardoine.  From  herslM' 
learned  the  details  about  the  family,  their  characters,  and  peis^ 
sonal  peculiarities. 

Having  been  brought  up  at  Turin,  she  had  acquired  what 
is  called  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  the  art  of  dissembling,' 
but  she  found  it  difficult  perpetually  to  wear  the  mask  before-' 
Ardoine,  whose  artless  sincerity  and  transparency  of  motive' 
often  marred  her  best-concerted  plans.  *'  * 

She  attentively  studied  Baynald's  disposition.  His  sim^ 
pliciiy  of  character,  his  impulsive  temper,  his  religious  yearn- 
ings, formed  a  phase  of  human  naturewhichshe  had  not  observed 
elsewhere.  With  woman's  insight  she  speedily  discerned  the 
secret  of  his  heart,  and,  though  she  loved  another,  and  cared 
not  to  win  him  for  herself,  she  determined  to  avail  herself  of 
this  knowledge,  as  affording  material  for  ftiture  intrigue. 

The  form  of  La  Bauddne  offered  a  wide  scope  for  the  mt^ 
chinations  of  Borne.  A  family  so  large  and  xmited  was  a;  "rare 
moral  spectacle;  enough  for  Rome's  anger  to  know  thilt 
its  members  were  heretioa.    To  them,  accordixtg  to  the  P^qpat 
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exporitiony  ohap.  ziii  1  Oorinihiaas  liad  no  application.  TIm 
Ghnrcli  would  be  more  glorified  in  maning  this  moral  loveli* 
no83iban.]n  producing  like  fraita  in  her  own  cirde.  But^ 
ihanks  to  the  goodness  and  affection  of  the  sisters,  lolande's 
oasoal  insinuations  xyrod^used  no  injurious  effect.  She  waS| 
tiiereforey  more  assiduous  to  impress  the  younger  members  of 
the  family.  When  she  walked  with  the  children,  she  would 
liaxrate  legends  and  miracles  of  the  Boman  saints,  and,  with 
the  proverbial  zeal  of  Jesuitism,  neglected  no  opportunity  of 
taiapering  with  the  principles  or  tempers  of  her  young  dis* 
Giplea.  After  patient  manoeuvres,  she  succeeded  in  fomenting 
a  qoaird  between  Bertin  and  Yalere,  which  was  a  source  of 
^QETOW  to  all,  and,  from  its  rare  occurrence,  was  more  keenly 
Stit  hy  the  parents;  but  she  carried  out  her  plans  with  such 
oooreoy  and  tact  that  the  household  did  not  suspect  the  cha* 
liiGter  of  their  guest.  Unremitting  in  her  attentions  to 
Bodolphe,  she  would  even  read  to  him  his  portions  of  Scrip- 
ture, and,  not  being  naturally  of  an  evil  disposition,  many  of 
the  passages  fell  upon  her  heart  with  their  native  force,  and 
oansed  her  conscienoe  to  tremble  with  self-accusation*  She 
had,  however,  gone  too  £eur  to  recede.  She  was  compromised 
with  Malvioino;  and,  when  her  moral  sense  rebelled  againsfc 
tbe  use  of  unholy  artifices  for  the  interests  of  the  Church,  she 
stifled  her  misgivings  by  the  assurance  that  she  was.labonring 
fior  the  Virgin  andfbrtiiie  promotion  of  har  own  aalvaition. 
It  is  written,  ''Yea,  the  time  cometh  tfaiif-Miosoever  killeih 
yon  will  think  that  he  doeth  God  service.*' 

She  communicated  regularly  With  Malvidno  and  the  Mar* 
chioness,  who  exhorted  her  by  eveiy  motive  to  carry  on  the 
holy  work  of  promoting  discord  among  heretics. 

There  was  another  feeling  which,  ere  long,  touched  her 
woman's  heart,  and  which,  more  than  her  religious  feeling, 
urged  the  accomplishment  of  her  mission.  It  was  jealousy  of 
Ardoine.  She  could  not  look  upon  that  sunny  brow  and 
doudloss  eye  without  a  pang  of  envy,  and  yet  the  raukling 
%ling  was  excited  not  so.  much  by  Ardoine's  beauty  as  by. 
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of  manner,  vhich  inrested'  her  as  vnHk  a  moral  lialo,  and 
^ume  in  her  iXBoeb  tri^ng  act  or  8pee(^  fii  beanfy  Ardoixia 
wa§,  perhopsy  hiBB*dIy  her/rimlf  bat  in  moEal  dbaituster  she  wai 
vastij  hek*  sntiedor;  This  Iblande  invbltoxtarily  aeknowledged| 
When  she  contrasted  her  wilM  designs  mUi  iiie  guileless  fte^ 
dcnn  of  the  monntkin  girL 

Baynald,  nbtmthstanding  his  inq>idsiTeBne8S^  was  not  djnti^ 
iate  of  observation  of  charaoter,  and  ik>om  the  first  had 
locked  upon  her  ^th  no  special  favour,  Zolande  soon  popi 
^ved  this,  and  vras,  therefore,  inane  assiduous  in  plying  him 
with  artM  questions  about  different  points  of  &ith,  and  in 
asking  fbr  reHatations  of  the  Bomish  eetcm*  She  listened  tO^ 
ientiv^lyy  and  qpoke  in  a  wayto  oaptiva^  the  vamiy  oflU 
jtmng  man,  who  woidd  havB  been  moi^e  than  human  had  iia 
disdamed  <^  incense  3he  was,  however,  drifting  to  a  Tesidt 
cKfferent  torn  her  cdldiy-niatared  plans.  In  spite  of  lieisel^ 
and  notwithstandix^  a  previous  attadrnxent,  she  became  in^ 
msiU^  interested'  in  Baynald.  The  rough  isincerify  of  hk 
ebaradmr,  his  hOMficessibiliiy,  his  disiegard  ixf  those  arts  wiik 
which  m»ii  approach  women,  tixis  made  his  conquest  mora 
piqaant  to  ooe  who  h«id  Evied  in  the  gmety  of  cdties,  and 
had  ]beea  ihe«onght,  and  not  tho seeker.  Bu^  more  than  aS^ 
die  anjoyedthe'proi^ective  trinnrph  of  rdbinng  Ardoine  at 
hut  icfwt^  mtach  wonid  be  a  grattfioatian  to  her  womanly 
Tanity^  lad  a  stxxdce  of  poHqy  an  behatf  of  the  Hofy  Chnisdir' 


CHAPTER  XX  '  I 

THE  DEAIH-SfiB.. 

Otm  scene  is  laid  once  more  in  ihe^  spacious  tapestried  apart*' 
ment  where  the  female  Propaganda  had  met  a  fisw  weeks  bOi^ 
fere.  The  arrangements  of  the  room  had  been  altered  in  ifa» 
most  extraordinary  manner.  Pullqrs  had  been  fixed  in  the' 
isansverse  beams  of  the  ceiling,  §c6m  winch  ^ieseended  sevenl 
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"  Pulleys  had  been  fixed  in  the  transverse  beams  of  the  ceiling,  from  which 
descended  several  ropes,  supporting  in  the  air  an  antique  couch." 

Fage  50. 
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Jto^i-^fiq^Tlfik^  jh  ihe  nir  toJEmtiiqiie  ooueh;  riehlj  decaoraM 
«fiid  jormoonted  by  a  gilded  coronet.  In  this  strange  aerial 
Jbed  lay  a  woxoaa  not  much  paat.middie  age,'  but  now  stm^- 
glittg  i^tlL  death.  A  fierce  expression  afaone.  in  ker  eyes,  wluoli 
glofKed  in  .her  hollow  i^ek?,  wan  fiom  snffmringand  waiit  of 
sleep.  Ailer  an  interval  of  silenoe,  a  fmrosysm  of  miseiy 
darkened  Ta^  cbnnt^tiance.  ' 

^'  1OI19  iiie  fire,  ^  fire  T'  she  screamed,  ^^.mm  me  fromthb 
flatnes  y  tbe^  ^nrronnd  nte  on  every  side/' 

"Lift  up  mj  bed,  pnll  it  np  higher;  it's  on  fire,  it's  on 
Bxe,  I  feel  the  grasp  of  the  flame.  Can  yon  not  hear  mo^ 
yon  a43Qi»r8ed  zninzP"  ^aid  ^e,  addressing  hor  nnrse.  *'Pn]i 
the  ropes,  hoist  me  up  higher — to  the  ceiling--^hi^ei!." 

**  AlaB !"  sobbed  Hhe  aged  woman,  In  p.  comer  of  tike  lx>om, 
^  to  think  that  ^my  darling  mistress,  whom  J  was  the  firftt  t^ 
narpi^  fihould  have  come  to  tiiis." 

"Do  you  hear?"  screamed  the  snSep^r;  ^^Itellyon  *J*e 
^^mes  axe  underneath  my  bed ;  why  ^on't  you  help  me  ? 
Hoist  up  the  bed.  You  don't  lift  me  out,  norhfmg  me  wivt^v^ 
I  fed  the  fire.  A  curse  on  your  withered  cheeks.  Holy 
Jdiadonna^  wat(^r,.  water  &<m  heaven." 

''Take  off  those  rats,"  continued  the  apparent  maniae| 
afier «  pause ;  V I  feel  them  gnawing  me.  Thcgr  are  rmming 
fnr^r  me.  Take  them  off.  Oh,  how  I  suffer !  Was  it  in  tiu^ 
lEQpm.tjiaft  I  satas  the  pr^identof  that  blessed  Council  fi>r  Him 
extirpation  of  heresy?  I  am  dying;  I  ani  dying;  and  the 
bitterness   of  ihe  fiame  adds  to  ^  pangs  <^  unweleome 

The  servant,  anxious  to  soothe  the  paroxysm  of  her  mi^ 
fress^  tightened 'the  ropes,  and  raised  the  bed  sii^  or  0igbb'feet 
$K>m  the  ground,  until  its  canopy  toimhed  the  d^ling^  As 
■he  was  festening  the  cord  a  side  door  opened,  <«nd  f(»ir  per* 
fans  entered.  One,  who  was  the  husband  of  the  suff€»rer,< 
i^proached  the  bed,  and  beckoned  to  the  attendant  to  Iow|e^ 
^. to  the  fiooT^  He  was  dvessed  in  the  umfo^:m  of  a  general. 
His  demeanour  was  aofiij  buyt  yet  the.  subtle  cmming  in«^hi»t 
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Qje  jxronoTmced  his  manners  to  be  tHe  schooled  hypocrisy,  of 
Jesuitism.  His  companion  was  an  officer  in  the  army,  in  thf 
prime  of  life.  The  third  was  an  ecclesiastic  of  high  ranl^ 
whose  dress  betokened  his  connection  with  the  Papal  Conrt. 

The  confessor,  a  man  of  low,  stout  stature  and  sensual 
aspect,  was  the  last  of  the  group. 

^^  Marquis,"  said  the  Marchioness,  anticipating  him,  ^'  I  am 
in  agony ;  I  feel  as  if  I  were  devoured  by  rats,  and  then  as  if 
flames  of  fire  were  burning  me  in  the  bed.  I  have  had  it 
slung  in  the  air,  but  the  fiend  haunts  me  still.  The  holy  oil 
with  which  our  confessor  has  anointed  me  has  brought  no 
ease,  nor  yet  this  blessed  crucifix.  I  suffer  the  pains  of  hell 
in  body  and  mind.*' 

**Marchesa,'*  replied  the  general,  "there  is  not  abetter 
Oatholic  than  you  in  Italy;  you  have  done  enough  to  merit 
heaven  without  the  intercession  of  St.  Francis  or  St.  Dominion 
or  any  other  saint  in  the  calendar." 

**  Nay,  you  mock  me.  I  feel  that  I  have  done  nothing  to 
what  I  might  have  done." 

**  No  woman  in  Italy  has  done  more.  Have  you  not  estab* 
lished  the  Holy  Office  of  the  Propaganda  at  Turin,  and 
presided  at  its  female  branch  ?" 

**  But  I  feel  that  I  have  not  done  enough ;  my  conscience 
upbraids  me.  Oh,  but  I  would  give  my  broad  acres  on  the 
Hincio  to  die  in  peace  like  the  poor  vine-dresser,  and  to  have 
a  good  hope  of  the  kingdom  of  heaven." 

*^  Illness  has  overcome  you.  The  absolution  of  our  oon^ 
fessor  should  soothe  your  spirit,  having  shortened  your  time 
in  purgatory." 

'*  On  his  absolution  I  lean  as  a  true  Catholic,  but  death 
tests  us  strangely.  There  is  one  pious  act  which  my  conscience 
urges,  and  which  as  death  rests  upon  me  I  will  not  delay. 
Take  this  key,  Pianesse,  unlock  my  cabinet,  and  bring  me 
what  is  in  the  second  drawer  on  the  left." 

The  Marquis  did  as  requested,  and  lifting  out  a  large 
velvet  bag,  he  brought  it  to  the  Marchioness,  who,  stretching 
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^dxilbiid^'lfmd,  drew  it  to  her,  and  clasped  it  as  ft  laj  on  ilie 

^  ^Mfirqnis,  I  have  long  toiled  to  exterminate  heresy.  In 
Tiiii'hjite  I  endeavonred  to  nproot  those  rebels  in  the  valleys 
iil^ib  Pignerol.  For  this  object  I  have  collected  the  alms 
of  tjie  faithfiil,  to  which  I  have  added  a  large  portion  of  my 
'8ihi  dowry.  Take  this  bag,  Pianesse ;  in  it  there  are  6000 
'[j^i^loies,  besides  some  jewels,  and  promise  me,  as  to  a  dying 
"WoAan,  that  you  will  use  this  snm  for  the  extirpation  of  these 
acchrsed  heretics  in  the  valleys  of  the  Alps.'* 

.***!  swear  it  by  the  Holy  Mass.  Rest  in  peace,  I  will 
conveH;  the  infernal  brood,  or  blackened  homesteads  and 
bloody  hearths  shall  prove  the  sincerity  of  my  efforts." 

"^'**  Thanks,  Pianesse.  My  conscience  needs  appeasing. 
TlSr  blood  will  cleanse  it  from  some  stains.  Take  the  money 
a^Tie  legacy  of  death,  and  turn  those  three  valleys  into  an 
Aceldama,  unless  the  people  go  to  mass,  and  adore  our  Imma- 
culate Virgin.  Count  the  money,  and  see  that  you  have  the 
full  sum  in  gold,  so  that  Heaven  may  hold  you  responsible  for 

t"*^"  Is  that  Echard  whom  I  see  there  ?"  asked  the  Marchio* 

ness,  turning  towards  the  young  officer. 

'' '' '**fiis,  mother ;  I  mourn  to  see  you  suffering,  and  trust  the 

Virgin  may  restore  you  to  health.     I  have  returned  from 

Ifotne,  where  I  saw  our  holy  father.  Innocent  X.,  and  have 

brought  his  Apostolic  blessing  to  the  Duke,  and  to  those  who 

d&lhith." 

^^''' **  I  receive  it  with  thankfulness,'*  replied  the  Marchioness, 

crossing  herself.     **  Echard,  tell  the  Marquis  to  come  near,  for 

Tife'el  the  struggle  approaching.'* 

"The  Marquis  advanced  to  the  bed,  and  looked  upon  his 
Wife's  face  as  it  became  alternately  livid  and  pale.  "  Holy 
Virgin,**  said  he,  bending  on  one  knee,  and  holding  the  bag 
of  gold  in  his  hand,  "  help  me  to  fulfil  the  death-wish  of  thy 
servant.  Tes,'*  exclaimed  he,  rising  to  his  feet,  "  I  will  root 
iicp  those  apostates  who  stain  the  holy  soil  of  Italy.   The  Pelice 
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•Kidl  nm  ^rUhrUi^  aiid'tibf^st^oei  ^iflm,Timc  become  mxD^ 
Boned,  before  I  will  flincli  from  the  execution  of  this  solenui 

I  «<  Wife/'  said  tbe  Marqmsy  ''  heare  ia  Gastaldo^  ibe  Pa^ 
cMegate.  We  will  begin  now  to  carry  out  your  wisbea. 
Ky  Lord,  bring  hither  your  parchments  Here  is  an  edie^ 
entering  all  those  outside  &e  three  main  valleys  to  quit 
tibeir  homes  in  three  days,  nnder  the  penalty  of  confiscation  tyf 
goods  and  of  death,  unless  they  attend  mass.  I  think  that  is 
a  move  in  the  right  direction." 

A  fai;nt  smile  passed  over  the  dying  woman's  featuree,  «,nd 
A»  moved  her  lips  to  express  assent. 

"  Qtfick,  £chard,  fetch  that  table,  with  the  pen  and  ink 
Jiook,  Marchioness,  this  deed  will  turn  thousands  out  of  their 
homes  in  this  wintry  month.  The  Delegate  shall  sign  it  before 
you,  for  I  have  fall  powers  from  the  Duke,  and  Echaard  shall 
take  and  enforce  it  in  the  valleys  forthwith.  Here,  Signer 
Gastaldo,  here  is  the  ink." 

'^May  this  gentle  admonition  on  the  part  of  the  Holy 
Mother  Church  bring  many  of  our  strayed  yet  beloved  children 
back  to  our  arms!"  said  the  sleek  delegate,  taking  the  pen, 
and  adding  the  fatal  handwriting  to  the  deed.  '*  There,  Mavb 
guis,  there  is  the  signature,"  added  Gastaldo,  '^  but  I'll  date 
it  from  Lucema,  when  it  is  issued." 

"  Andrea  Gastaldo,  Avditore  e  BdegatOj**  glistened  on  idtt 
^oll,  and  the  drying  sand  was  sprinkled  over  the  autograph. 

That  pen  had  inflicted  more  ruthless  devastation  than  the 
sword;  that  drop  of  ink  had  traced  a  signature  in  which  was 
hidden  a  volume  of  cruelty.  It  was  but  a  name  in  ink,  but  it 
had  power  to  break  up  loving  families,  and  to  drive  theofl 
forth  as  exiles  from  their  fathers'  homes  in  the  midst  of  winter; 

"  Look,  Marchioness,"  said  Pianesse,  holding  up  the  order  - 
before  her  glazing  eye,  that  she  might  read  the  writii^ ;  *^  tiiA 
deed  is  signed.     It  will  bring  forth  fruit ;   if  not,  we  will 
employ  your  treasure  to  good  effect." 

''  Oh,  kill  the  harhets,**  screamed  the  sufferer,  who  waa.Mt^ 
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order? — ^Tnm  them  out. — lolandi^  mkab  are  yoa.  doinf  ?^ 
Can't  yi5u  rend  Ihat  lioua*hold  P-^Echard,  iake  the  erder. — 
Sovffi  imi«r^  <siuBi  4a  «t  8endee.-r^Mai:t;^KU^  vpmi  the  «i0giey. 
Oil  the  fire,  the  fire !  I  feel  it  again.  My  &ek  aire  sQoroh^d^ 
tt^>cav«r]ift  &  on  'fiames;  the  rats  are  eatings  mj  fingers. 
%ika  thsm  oS^  inhpnmii  mcmsters^  who  see  ma  saffi»ing>  aod 
jret^do  Aothing."^ 

:  ^^Xiftnpmy  bedy^Maxqnia;  doyoahear?  Hoist  it  iKp^  or 
FU  cnrse  you  with  my  dying  breath." 

The  l^rqnis  seized  one^rope,  and  bidding  Echard  steady  the 
1^,  he,  with  the  help  of  the  attendant,  raised  it  seteral  £mI 
fiMim  tiie  grosnd. 

"By  all  the  seven  Popes  of  Avignon,"  mutt^!^  thf 
AJbbois  to  hiiDsetf,  ^^  X  never  saw  anything  like  this  before.  I 
qftoBtmt  whethar  any  of  onr  Popes  had  a  harder  death  thui 
tub." 

'^Oan'tifc  go  higher?"  groaned  the  lady.  ^' I  don't  touch 
the  rafter  yet. — ^Are  your  pxilleys  right  ? — ^Malvicino— Echard 
«-Jk>)ude." 

The  dusk  of  evening  had  spread  a  gloom  over  the  roonoi 
«Ueh  waa  only  relieved  by  the  smouldering  logs  upon  ao 
CfMU  gnte»  (sommon  to  the  baronial  eastles  of  feudal  times. 

The  flame  flicker^  fitfolly.  Now  it  lit  up  the  groups  on 
the  arras,  and  then,  glancing  from  the  gilded  coronet,  sank 
far  aoBue  time,  making  the  glocmi  more  sensibly  felt. 

The  breathing  of  the  Marchioness  became  heavier,  and  her 
(Mps  more  audiUe. 

fifae  writhed  in  the  bed,  which  swayed  to  and  &o  with  h^ 
movements.  Horror  was  grav^  on  her  iace,  and  the  sweat 
stood  in  drops  on  that  ghastly  brow. 

**Oh  the  fire!  save  me  from  the  fire; — quench  it  with 
Uood. — Queen  of  heaven.  Mother  of  God, — receive  my  soul. — 
For  the  sake  of  what  I  have  now  done,  relieve  my  torments.— 
Oh !  the  flames  have  encircled  my  bed,  my  soul  is  on  fire. — 
Oh,  Marquis,  spend  the  money — ^as — as  I — said — ^let — ^Uood 
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«^t)e— 8hed--Iidp  the  Holy  Office^— kt  the  blood-^f  ihe 
harhets  be  shed— blood-— -'* 

•  ••#•• 

A  conynlsive  gorgle,  a  ratUe  in  iheibroat|  and  all  is  silent 
—the  Marchioness  is  dead«  ^ 

There  lay  the  body,  the  grey  tresses  dishevelled,  the  ami 
flung  backrrards,  the  protruding  eye  staring  into  vacancy,  the 
lips  unclosed.  The  corpse  became  gradually  cold  as  it  lay  in 
the  couch  which  still  rocked  between  heaven  and  earih  in 
motion  from  her  dying  spasm* 

^^Echard,"  said  the  Marquis,  ^'thou  shalt  witness  how 
&ithfally  this  blood-money  is  expended,  and  according  to  thy 
mother's  dying  wish,  thou  shalt  assist  in  falfilling  her  lasl 
intentions." 

Echard  was  silent.  He  brushed  away  the  Mling  tear,  as 
lie  looked  upon  the  corpse  of  his  mother ;  but,  nevertheless, 
the  scene  did  violence  to  his  moral  feelings,  and,  notwith* 
standing  his  prejudices,  filled  his  conscience  with  disquieting 
reflections. 

It  was  solemn  to  behold  that  chilled  form,  whose  eye  still 
stared  as  if  to  pierce  the  veil  of  death,  whose  lips  were  not  yet 
closed ;  it  was  solemn  to  remember  that  their  last  words  were 
"blood,"  that  she  had  bequeathed  gold  for  the  destruction  of 
human  life,  and  the  infliction  of  misery  on  those  whose  sole 
crime  was  diflerence  of  faith. 

Such  was  the  dying  bequest  of  the  President  of  the  Female 
Propaganda  of  Turin.  Such  were  the  last  moments  of  the 
Marchioness  of  Pianesse.  But  her  spirit  has  gone.  We  can 
trace  her  no  farther.  Her  works  follow  her,  and  to  her  own 
Master  she  standeth  or  falleth,  who  will  judge  all  accordinsr.  ^'^ 
their  deeds. 
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THE  BABBA. 


The  son  was  descending  behind  the  hills  in  the  direction  of 
iVance;,  and  its  last  beams  glanced  among  the  leafless  branches 
of  the  chestnuts  and  walnnts  at  the  entrance  of  the  vallej  of 
Jmqenia. 

The  children  of  the  fiirm  had  crowded  in  the  archway  to 
witness  that  glorious  sight  in  nature's  drama  which  imtaught 
infancy  appreciates  as  if  by  instinct,  and  the  little  ones  had 
paaied  forth  their  joyous  exclamations  until  the  glowing  orb 
became  intercepted  by  the  barrier  of  the  Alps,  whose  broken 
ridges  might  be  traced  in  rugged  outline  against  the  tinted 

"What  a  beautiTul  evening !*'  exclaimed  Etienne,  " and 
Jiow  clearly  we  all  see  the  view.  We  shall  have  to  go  to 
grandfather  directly,  but  I  will  see  if  I  recollect  the  lesson 
Ardoine  taught  me.  .  Come,  Valere,  help  me." 

"  Well,  those  houses  in  front  of  us  are  those  of  Iiucem% 
and  that  white  speck  to  the  left  is  Lucemetta." 

♦'  Stop !"  said  Valere,  "  begin  at  the  left." 

'*  Those  MQs  quite  to  our  lefb>  or  south-west,  as  Ardy  calls 
itg  are  the  Maritime  Alps,  and  those  peaks  with  that  white 
mass  of  snow  is  Monte  Yiso." 

.  *'  Jfo,^"  exclaimed  Bertin,  with  some  glee,  "  you  are  wrong ; 
we  can't  see  Monte  Viso  from  here.  You've  forgotten  it.  I 
remember  the  name ;  those  are  the  Alps  de  Bagnol — are  they 
not^  Laurent?" 

**  Yes,  you  are  right,"  replied  the  other. 

"  Then  comes  the  slope,"  exclaimed  Andre,  "behind  which 
Hora  lies;  look!  there's  the  bend  on  the  top,  near  Pian  Fra. 
How  brightly  the  snow  shines  in  the  setting  sun !" 

"Straight  before  us,"  said  Bertin,  "is  ilie  valley  of 
Loccma ;  the  smoke  of  La  Tour  is  in  the  foreground,  and  at 
the  foot  of  that  spur,  to  the  right,  is  Villar,    I  can  see  thp 
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Iiilb  above  Bobi,    and  rigbt  at  the  end,  in  the  clouds,  is  lie 

Pra."  .:   :  J 

"  We  now  get  to  the  right  side  of  the  valley  that  is  on  onr 
right  hand.  There,"  saicl  Eevel,  "is  Castelluzzo,  with  his 
carious  hxnnp.  I  always  feel  so  glad  when  I  get  a  sight  of  tli 
when  I  am  away,  for  I  know  them  that  I  am  getting  near 
home."  ' 

'^  I  think,"  said  Etienne, "  little  Lena  can  tell  me  wliat  i&iil 
Valley  is  running  up  to  the  right.** 

"  Angrogna,"  said  the  child,  with  a  smile. 

"Look,  Andr6,"  said  Etienne,  "at  that  floating' bsNi  ol 
doud  over  La  Vach^re ;  is  it  not  beautifol  P  I  wish  graadt 
fether  could  see  it,  for  he  would  admire  it  so  much." 

"Come,  finish  our  semicircle.  Quite  to  our  right  is  La 
Costieres,  of  St.  Jean,  and  up  there  is  that  rock  where  ym 
have  been  to  play,  and  which  has  such  a  pretfy  view,  Bdccs^ 
manaut.  But  grandfather  will  be  ready  for  us  soon ;  let  us  go 
in  and  listen  to  Baynald  until  our  torn  comes." 

"  What  are  the  two  points,"  sidd  Bodolphe  to  Baynald,  as 
the  children  entered,  "  in  which  we  glory  P" 

"  Li  our  antiquity  and  purity." 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  these  P'* 

*'  On  the  one  hand,  that  we  have  been  here  £r(»n  ihd  time 
that  our  ancestors  received  the  truth  fr(»n  the  apostles  then* 
selves ;  and,  on  the  other,  that  we  are  primitive  Protestaats, 
«ver  opposed  to  the  innovations  of  l^e  Church  of  Borne.  We 
are  an  unr^ormed  church,  and  in  this  diff^  from  the  reformed 
churches  of  Germany." 

"  Are  we,  then,  justly  branded  as  heretics  or  sc^iismatiQa  ?^ 

"  No ;  we  are  not  a  new  church ;  we  continue  to  be  ^hat 
we  have  been  since  the  days  of  the  apostles.  Until  the  seventh 
•century,  no  vital  error  had  been  introdiieed  into  the  choroli, 
and  we  formed  part  of  the  church  universaL  When  enom 
erept  in  our  ancestors  would  not  admit  them,  and  thei^  mi- 
nisters did  not  on  that  account  eease  to  be  successors  of  thoiB 
MtabHshedbythei^ostlea.    To  peraev^re^  without  intersi^ 
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tcaad  after  the  berries  avowed  at  the  secoidd  Ooimcal  of  IHoe 

iSk9B7-i"      ."...'■••...---. 

/     f^JAiibe  ehxcrchos  of  tha  valleys  of  Pxedmoni^  for  whoaA 

i^lbrmatioaluiitoxy  assigns  no  date;  tbey  were  presided  over 

lyif  C3aade^  Buhop  of  Torm,  who  flonriiahed  in  817,  and  pix>» 

j^esied  against  the  introdocticxi  of  images  into  pltees  of  war* 

ship." 

*^'WbaM  tdbntoto  our  antiquity  a&d  pnriiy  can  yon  derive 
ifbosn  the  wnling?  of  onr  opponents  ?'' 

^^Beinerins  Sacco,  an  inquisitor,  who  lived  eighty  years 
nsRxft  WiddoTef  I^odm^  admits  that  wd  flourished  five  hundred 
^ears  brfoie  him;  and  Borengo,  who  is  now  lining,  and  is  a 
Bsighbonr  of  ours  at  Lncema^  allows  in  his  last  work  that 
we  preserve  the. opinions  which  Claude  held  in  the  nintii 
century." 

^  Gasi  yon  tell  me  the  names  of  some  of  the  early  reformers 
in  the  other  parts  of  Europe  ?" 

*^  Berenger,  Peter  de  Bruys,  Henry  de  Bruys,  Amulph^ 
Arnold  de  Brescia,  Huss,  Jerome,  Wickliflfe,  and  others." 

'*  Canyon  tell  me  some  of  HbB  persecutions  which  the  Popes 
of  Borne  have  incited  ?" 

'^Iall79,  Alexander  nL  issued  a  Bull  agunst  us,  and  in 
1215  Inhocent  HE.  did  the  same,  in  which  last  crusade  the  In* 
qnisitor  Dominia  eacned  his  canonization*  .  Also  Innocent  lY., 
Alffiund^  ly^  Frhan  lY.,  Innooeni  Ym.,  John  XXn., 
PlemsEnt  Vli.,^  and  oiiiers,  have  done  so." 
f  «*  Can  yon  Qiention  some  ofthe  leading  errors  of  the  Church 
of  Bome,  with  the  date  of  their  introduction  ?'* 

**The  practice  of  confession,  which  was  first  authorized:  by 
m  Lateoran  council,  under  Innocent  TIT.,  in  1215w  The  won^p 
af  m^g^  sanctioned  by  the  second  council  of  Nice,  7d7«' 
l^promacyofthepope,in  606.  Transubstantiation  introduced 
in  818|  and  proclaimed  an  article  of  fadth^andflir  Innocent  IIL^ 


60  THE  SIX  8I8TBB8  OrTHE  YALLETS, 

in  1215.  The  cup  wiiihlieldfrom  tiie  la%,  mmdicnied  first  hf 
the  Oouncil  of  Oonstance,  in  1414;  and  pnrgatoiy,  which  M^ 
oeired  its  present  monlding  principally  from  Aqninta, '  in  the 
thirteenth  centoxy." 

*'  Enough,  my  boy,  yon  will  confuse  your  old  grandfftther^s 
head  with  so  many  figures — Macte  Virtute.  I  ammndi  grati- 
fied with  your  industry.  I  see  yon  do  more  than  count  yoQ)* 
sheep  when  you  are  on  the  hill-side.  God  grant  you  nutylcnow 
the  power  of  the  truth  in  your  own  experience,  so  that  you 
may  worthily  hand  on  to  others  the  pure  word  of  God.**  .  * 
**  Gome,  Btienne,"  said  Eodolphe,  stroking  his  head,  "you 
will  say  your  catechism  well  to-day,  my  boy.  When  was  this 
catechism  composed  ?" 

**  By  our  Barbas,  in  the  twelfth  century,  grandfather." 
''  Bight ;  so  the  same  truth  descends  from  father  tb  Child, 
as  it  is  written,  *  they  shall  declare  the  truth  from  one  gene* 
ration  to  another.'    Where  did  we  leave  off?" 

"  At  section  three."  .  .  -  •  - 

'*  ^  What  is  the  foundation  of  these  commandments,  by 
which  every  one  ought  to  enter  into  life ;  without  which  foun^ 
dationthe  commandments  cannot  be  worthily  kept  nor  accbm^ 
plished?'" 

***The  Lord  Jesus  Christ,'"  replied  Etienne,  in  a  grave 
tone,  "of  whom  the  apostle  says,  1  Cor.  iii.,  ^ForothoP 
foundation  can  no  man  lay  than  that  is  laid,  which  iii  Jesus 
Christ.'"  •  .•- 

r     "  *  By  what  can  man  come  to  this  foundation  ?' " 
,     "By  faith.     St.  Peter  saying,   *  Behold,  I  lay  in  Sicm  k 
chief  corner  stone,  elect,  precious ;  and  he  that  believetk  on 
Him  shall  not  be  confounded.'    And  the  Lord  says,  *HJe  who 
belioveth  in  Me,  hath  eternal  life.'  "  •    - 

"  In  what  way  can  you  know  that  you  believe  P" 
"  In  that  I  «5knowledge  Him,  Himself,  as  very  God  nAdt 
very  man,  who  was  bom  and  sufiered  for  my  redemption  anff 
justification.    In  that   I  love  Him,  Himsdf,  and  desire  to. 
fulfil  his  commandments." 
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V     ^By  Tfliftt  means  does  one  arrive  at  the  essential  Tirkiesy 
^k.,  fiitih,  hope,  and  charity  ?" 

••By  the  gifts  of  the  Holy  Spirit." 
«*  Dost  thou  believe  in  the  Holy  Spirit  P'* 
^^ I  believe  in  Him;  for  the  Holy  Spirit^  proceeding  from 
the  Father  and  the  Son,  is  one  person  of  the  Trinity ;  and  as 
to  divinity,  is  eqnal  to  tiie  Father  and  the  Son." 
•*  Now,  Clande,  where  are  yon,  my  boy  ?" 
'    ^laminsectionvii.,  beginning  there.    I  have  only  learnt 
three,  for  I  forgot  it  nntil  last  night." 

^That's  a  little  man,  always  speak  the  truth,  and  then  it  is 
•aay  to  forgive  you.  The  three  you  have  learnt  are  very  beau* 
tifiiL" 

**  On  what  account  does  one  expect  grace  P" 
^On  aooount  of  the  Mediator,  Jesus  Christ,  of  whom  St. 
9'ohn  says,  •  Grace  is  come  through  Jesus  Christ.'    Also,  *  We 
TQgard'his  gloiy  full  of  grace  and  truth.'    And,  *  We  have  all 
received  of  his  abundance.' " 
**  What  is  this  grace  P" 

^  It  is  redemption,  remission  of  sins,  justification,  adoptioUi 
mnd  sanctification." 

"  Through  what  do  we  hope  for  this  grace  in  Christ  ?" 
^Through  living  faith  and  true  repentance,  Christ  saying, 
^Bepent  ye,  and  believe  the  gospel.' " 

**  That  will  do  very  well,  my  little  lad,"  said  his  grandfather, 
patting  him  on  the  head. 

*'  Now,  Val^re,  you  have  long  learned  your  catechism,  and 
I  hope  you  have  not  forgotten  it.  Let  me  ask  you  the  last 
question.    In  what  does  eternal  life  consist  ?" 

'*  In  a  living  and  efficacious  faith,  and  perseverance  in  the 
same,"  replied  the  boy,  unhesitatingly,  as  his  eye  brightened 
at  his  grandfather's  appeal.  "  The  Saviour  says,  John  xvii.  3, 
^  And  this  is  life  eternal,  that  they  might  know  Thee,  the  only 
tmo  God,  and  Jesus  Christ  whom  Thou  hast  sent ;'  and  he 
who  shall  persevere  in  this  to  the  end,  he  shall  be  saved. 
Amen." 
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'  ^1  am  pleoied  Hmt  you  remember  so  welL  -  Whai\  we 
have  once  learned  anything  it  'i^  a  pity  to  forget  it,  for  very 
little  attention  enables  nd  to  tetaim  whs^  -w^hare  mastered^^' 

"Now,  grandfafchiar,"  said  Stiemxe,  "now  that  wa Jj^ave 
6aid  otir  catechism,  ieE  -as  one  aC  your  .stocieEu" 

^  Tell  us  something  about  the  plague^^'  stdd.  Bertin.  ,  .. 
"No,"  said  .Claude,  clambering  upon  his  grandfather*! 
knee,  "let  us  not  .hear  about  that  till  AimIj  comes.  Tell  us 
about  the  great  £re  which  lasted  so  many  days,  not  long  After 
the  plague,  and  burnt  up  ao  many  leagues  and  all  the  woodiL 
when  they  tried  to  put  out  the  flames  w^th  wine  insiea^  of 
water."  ^ 

"  Ah,"  said  the  old  man,  "  I  lived  then  in  a  cottage  Over 
in  Angrogna,  hud  could  see  the  flre  on  the  aide  of  Laoema. 
The  mountain  was  like  a  sea  of  flame,  ^e  could  oee^  the 
glowing  waves  ascending  the  hill,  when  aH  behind  was  JblaeliK 
and  it  was  sevpral  .daj^s  before  they  reached  the  highest  rov 
of  pines.  But  I  think  you  have  heard  this  before ;  I  will  flaQ 
you  what  my  grandfather  used  to  ^11  me,  when  I W80  a  boy. 
*Some  of  joioi  may  gr6w  up  and  may  have  to  do  like  things  in 
your  days.  I  used  to  sit  by  him  and  piay  with  his  stidg 
spe(^6ades,  and  ring  as  you  do,  Etienne,  with  mine ;  and  then^ 
«when  I  was  JtQO  noisy,  he  used  to  tall  me  whathe  had.^ieen 
when  he  was  young."  .  - , 

**Ohdo  t^Uiiae,  j^rand&ther,  for  I  should  liloe  to  haac^and 
then  I  shall  be  quiet  too." 

"I  wiU,  my  bc^,  for  Ck>d  only  knows  whether  yon  ma^ 
iake  part  in  a  sknilar  scene.  It  was  in  the  year  1561."  -  - 
"  That  was  nearly  a  hundred  years  ago,  was  it  not  ?'* 
''Yea,  within  six  years.  Well,  news  came  that  Francis  i. 
.«f  Eranoe  was  dead;  so  deputies  were  sent :&om  this  valley  tp 
meet  those  of  the  Val  Clusone,  to  renew  the  leagoe  of  suppoxi 
between  &e  vall^rs  of  Piedmont  and  ithose  of  Danphiny.  Tt 
•was  on  the  tweniy-first  of  January,  in  the  middle  of  wintei;^ 
.that  the  deputies  returned  across  ths  Col  Julien  in  a  iror 
mondous  snow-storm." 
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"And  were  any  of  them  lost  in  the  snow  P"  asked  little 
Ben^e.  * 

"No,  they  arrive^  near  Bobi,  and  then  their  friends  met 
ihem  to  .toU  th^m.  that  an  ^dict  bad  been  .passed  in  their 
BJbsence,  to  compel  them .  to  appear  before  a  coimcil  of  war 
next  morning,  tb  know  whether  they  would  go  to  mass  or 

noir  ■■''".'■'■ 

"4nd  w%^  was  to  be  done  to  them  if  they  did  not  goP** 
'paid  Btienne,  whose. ij^patience  would  not  allow  his  grand- 
Kliher  to  prodeed. without  interruption.  " 

•*  They  were  to  be  sent  to  the*  galleys  like  felons,  or  to  b6 
burnt  alive  at  the  stake ;  and  they  had  one  night  given  to 
fbam  to  dedde.what  they  would  do."  ' 

**4Jid  is  that  what  they  would  do  to  ns  now?  What 
aa  your  grandfether* do,  then  ?" 

**  Xhey  afildaelt  dofwn  and  prayed  to  God  to  help  them—" 
Ikft.dno  of  them  would  give  np  his  religion,  or  the  truths  of 
.tihat  catechiBiti  vvMch  yon  have  just  been  learning ;  but  they 
OOidd  i^ot  get  away,  for  it  was  winter,  and  the  snow  had 
filoeke^ -dp  all  "Sie  passes.*' 
.  ■  ^IHiat^tiieydotiien?'' 

**THiey  ifeBolyeflto  defend  themselves,  or  die  in  defence  of 
flieSr  leHgipn.  Th»y  rmsed  iheir  hands  to  heaven,  and  vowed 
13ie(y;wimld  assendile,  ba  before,  in  their  own  jdactf  of  worship. 
So  uecct  day  &ey  all  ^ent  to  the  temple  at  Bobi  for  service, 
sod  ihen  came  Out  to  &ce  the  enemy." 

*^iaid:  doAytmt  grandfather  fightf  ** 

"  They  all  had  to  fight,  and  our  brave  &thers  drove  the 
PiapiBts  lb  'Hlb  citadel  of  l^ar,  wTiere,  after  a  siege  of  ten 
asya,  iSiey  made  them  ^  prisoners." 

^  And  tiny  did  aH  tiiat  a  hundred  years  Ikgo,  when  the 
tmnr  iras  on  the  ground  as  ft  is  now  P    Oh,  it  was  glorious,*^ 
iMhfiiraed tbeHitie fe&ow,  clapping  hishaiids.    "^Vm  glad  t 
had  a  grand&ther  there."       ' 
•     •* Qnidi:,  IlMiii"heap  Annt  LuotIIb calling  ua  to  suppe^'! 
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CHAPTER  Xm. 

THE  BYEmNG  MBAL. 

The  apartment  in  which  the  family  assembled  for  their  evening 
repast  was  the  largest  in  La  Baudene,  and  its  arrangements 
displayed  more  comfort  and  resources  than  wore  generaDj 
met  with  among  the  poor  peasants  of  the  valleys. 

The  floor  of  the  room  was  flagged.  Down  the  centre  ran 
a  long  oaken  table,  on  either  side  of  which  were  ranged  row^ 
of  stiff  high-backed  chairs.  Across  the  horizontal  beams 
forming  the  base  of  the  triangular  roof  were  laid  long  poleS| 
on  which  loaves  of  bread  and  other  articles  were  placed^  while 
at  either  end  frames  containing  nnmerons  spindles  of  home- 
spnn  thread  were  suspended  by  strings.  Well  scoured  ve8« 
sels  for  milk  were  neatly  arranged  above  the  cheese  presses 
and  wooden  chnms,  pleasant  tributes  to  Lucille's  iihri(t  ao^ 
management,  while  implements  of  husbandly  and  spinning- 
wheels  indicated  that  the  family  did  not  eat  the  bread  of 
idleness.  In  one  comer  stood  a  large  frame  for  weaving,  for» 
as  is  the  case  in  the  Norwegian  honde^a  cottage,  division  ot 
labour  was  little  understood,  and  most  of  the  articles  of 
domestic  nse  were  of  home  manufacture.  The  board  was 
plentifully  supplied,  for  though  the  valleys  had  been  mincli 
impoverished  by  their  forced  contributions  to  TP^intiiri^  .  ^ 
squadron  of  Savoy  and  the  French  regiments  of  Granceyt  siali 
the  prudent  management  of  the  sisters  did  not  sufibr.the 
household  of  La  Baud^ne  to  lack. 

Bye  bread,  with  butter  and  cheese,  filberts,  ohestnntSi 
fish,  and  milk,  formed  the  staple  of  the  repast.  Knives  iMi4 
forks,  plates  and  dishes,  of  the  coarsest  workmanship,  were 
duly  laid  upon  the  clean  white  doth,  a  Inzuzy  still  found  in 
the  humblest  albergo,  although  a  barren  compensation  for  ilu| 
mediocrity  of  the  Italian  cmsme. 

The  table  was  arranged  in  sets,  each  fiftther  and  mother 
being  the  centre  of  their  group.    A  patriarchal  sight  it  ^ 
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'sviieai  flie  board  was  fUl,  a  siglit  which  has  isarel  j  beea  seen 
on  earth,  and  possibly  has  been  seen  nowh«re  ebse  save  in  ihe 
Arm  of  La  Banddne. 

. .  ..''Come  sisters,"  said  linciUe,  as  she  threw  some  wood  on 
iho.  cwolbers,  and  cast  in  some  mora  chestautsy  ^^onr  evening 
TOSjJ  is  xeadj.  Madeleina  hm^  milked  Btwaan,  Gome^  for  we 
like  to  send  our  darlings  to  rest  soon  after  soaseL" 

..^ Store,  Yaldee,  drive  ont  the  hens,  and  pnt  those  sieves 
a^d  Ibckskets  in  iheir  places.  We  want  some  more  aak.  There 
is  ilifB.m<Mrtar,  now  let  me  see  if  jon  can  ponnd  ns  some  bj  the* 
time  we  are  seated." 

*^  Oh  jes,  annt,  I  like  that  sort  of  work/'  replied  flie  lad,. 
*'  )iet|sr  tiban  dodng  what  suits  ihe  girls." 
^.  f  llj  poor  Barthelemj,"  said  LnciUe,  speaking  of  her  boy^ 
wno  was  a  colporteur,  "  he's  been  away  nearly  five  monthi^. 
inj^  h^wBS  to  letam  to-day.  You  see  I  have  laid  his  plate,  so 
I  fijjd  not  forgotten  him." 

^Tes,"  said  ^doinc,  *^  it  was  about  the  time  when  BayuaUl 
wei»  out  harvesting  in  the  plains,  as  we  were  permitted  to  do 
Igr  ilie  Bnke's  edict  of  last  May." 

**Tqa  may  take  your  places,"  said  Lucille,  ^but  we  will 
not  begin  until  all  are  ready." 

**We  aro  coming,  Lucille,"  said  Janavel ;  ''your  oheexM 
&ceis  a  graoe  to  our  repast,  and  to  your  indn^ry  we  are  in- 
debted for  the  variety  which  adorns  our  board." 

^^Qiere  is  little  enough  of  that;  w-e  are  but  Alpine  peasants, 
bni  wie  bless  God  for  what  we  have,  and  eat  our  bread  with 
tbanVftilness.** 

''Well,  vine-dresser,"  said  Janavel,  addressing  Laurent^ 
•*  yooffs  is  dreary  work  in  Januaqr*  Can  you  find  employment 
lor  the  day?" 

^Yeu,  fiither,  ^^^gSP^  ^^  ^^^  ^  P^  ^  ^^^  work; 
as  weD  as  pruning  the  berries ;  but  the  weather  Is  not  so 
pktaaaBii  as  when  I  brought  the  basket  of  first-fruits  to  Aunt 
Xaria." 

**  Dear  sisteri"  said  Ben^e,  "  what  <aort  of  a  day  has  she 
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passed  ?  I  was  lioping  she  would  feel  weU  enough  io  bear  iut 
sing  that  air  which  she  loves  so  much/' 

*^  Oh,  do  sing  for  ns,  Aunt  Eenee,"  cried  little  Snsaiu^ 
''you  said  you  would  if  we  were  good  children,  and  I  ao^H^ve 
of  my  cousins  have  been  playing  together  all  day,  and  we  hft^iBe 
tried  to  remember  what  yon  said  about  kind  words,  and  hap^ 
not  quarrelled  once." 

**  Qood  child,''  said  Ben^e,  as  she  stooped,  and  smoethio^ 
off  the  child's  air  from  her  forehead,  kissed  her;  ''yon  siiall 
sit  near  me  at  table  this  evening,  and  have  something  out  of 
aunt's  baain." 

''Here  comes  Aline,"  said  Madeleine;  '^she  has  just  said 
good-night  to  her  sheep ;  look  how  she  holds  our  old  dc^ 
Liberta  by  the  ear ;  look,  Andr6,  he  wags  his  taQ  as  if  ho 
were  quite  pleased." 

"  Etienne,"  said  Lucille,  "  set  chairs  round  the  table,  and 
put  grandfather's  glass  in  its  proper  place ;  you  know  he  is 
pleased  with  these  little  attentions,  and  it  is  the  duty  of 
children  to  please  their  elders." 

"Marguerite,"  whispered  Madeleine,  "have  yoa  plaosfl 
my  seat  next  yours  P  you  know  I  cannot  enjoy  a  meal  unleM 
I  am  at  your  side." 

"  Our  little  friends  will  not  forget  what  each  person  like^ 
and  will  do  their  best  to  please  all.  We  want  all  to  be  hapfig^f 
don't  we,  Etienne  P" 

"  I  am  sure  we  do.  Orandfather  says  smiles  are  like  sun* 
beams,  and  it  is  so  nice  to  see  those  we  love  happy.  *  I  wisli  t 
could  make  mother  happy,  I  do  love  her ;  but  she  only  cnep 
when  I  try  to  please  her,  and  seems  as  if  she  could  not  smile,*' 

"  Oh,  sweet  home,"  sang  Lucille,  as  she  moved  about,  now 
turning  the  chestnuts,  now  mixing  the  curds,  now  arrangii^ 
the  honey.    "  Sweet  home,  there's  no  place  like  home." 

"  Gome,  Susanne,  take  away  this  knife,  and  don't  plajf 
with  uncle's  silver  cup.  You  know  how  much  he  values  & 
for  it  was  given  him  by  the  Duke  when  he  took  re^ge  in  oof 
farm  many  years  ago,^* 


*^j£nd  iiaw  are  your  goats  P*^  saicl  Margaeriie  to  young 
Bevel;  **I  liope  you  bad  not  to  cliase  your  truants  far  to** 
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^iSlOf  mother,  they  felt  tired  after  yesterday^s  run,  for  they 
"ii^inie  a  chase  to  the  path  whicK  hranches  off  to  the  cavern  in 
-'^e  ^andalin.  It  is  not  often  they  want  driving,  for  they 
know  my  voice  and  follow  me  about ;  to-day  even  old  Orey« 
^tie&d  ate  out  of  my  hand  quite  quietly.'* 

"And  did  you  remember,"  said  his  mother,  "to  repeat 
"fdi&^  catechism  over  while  you  were  watching  your  flocks  ?  % 
reminded  you  how  David  used  to  think  upon  Gi>d,  and  com« 
*i^iOfi^  his  Psalms  on  the  mountain.'* 

"I  did  not  forget  it,"  said  the  boy,  " I  shall  be  able,  I 
IfaTope,  tb  toy  it  perfectly  when  you  question  me  next  time." 

The  little  iJine  sat  in  her  chair  patiently  awaiting  the 
'cbinanencement  of  the  repast.  The  mother,  who  was  secretly 
i&diiiiring  her  diild,  could  restrain  herself  no  longer ;  she  bent 
Over  her  and  kissed  her  forehead,  saying  to  herself— 

"My  little  darling,  you  might  have  been  one  taken  to 
Bqike  I%ilip  Vn.,  and  he  would  have  seen  that  what  our 
4m:eiiaae8  said  about  our  having  one  eye  in  the  middle  of  the 
fbrehead,  and  four  rows  of  black  teeth  were  wicked  lies,  for 
you  are  the  greatest  beauty  in  the  plains  of  Piedmont,  that 
fan  are,  though  mother  says  it." 

Bodolphe  and  Jaoavd  now  entered,  and  the  old  man 
^seated  .himself  at  the  head  of  the  table.  The  family  stood  up 
wliiie  the  grandfather,  with  closed  eyes  and  clasped  hands, 
^p^&ed  a  blessing  on  their  repast.  For  a  moment  there  was 
tSi&xice  throughout  the  room,  while  the  patriarchal  family 
acknowledged  the  GKver  of  all  good  gifts,  and  worshipped  the 
ddd  of  their  fathers.  < 

The  silence  was  broken  by  shouts  in  the  distance,  and  the 
clatter  of  horses'  hoofs  against  tha  paved  road  grew  more  and 
more  distinct  It  was  dear  that  a  body  of  men  were  galloping 
up  t)ie  avenue. 

Jaoavel  exchanged  glances  with  Bodolphe  as  he  listened 
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to  the  sonnd,  doubting  wketber  it  might  be  a  band  o£  the 
brigands  in  the  paj  of  the  Abbey  of  Pignerol,  or  a  compai^r 
of  the  Duke's  soldiers,  who  were  quartered  in  the  valley.  Th«y 
were  not,  however,  left  long  in  doubts  A  violent  knocking 
was  heard  at  the  outer  gate,  which  was  burst  open,  and  eighteen 
or  twenty  men  in  French  uniform  galloped  into  the  courfyard. 

"Now  then,"  said  one  of  the  men,  "  where's  our  new  land^ 
lord?  Old  fellow,  we've  come  to  lodge  and  sleep.  Here's 
your  Duke's  orders  to  billet  us  on  you.'* 

"We  have  not  much  room,"  replied  Bodolphe,  calmly^ 
**  but  we  are  always  glad  to  carry  out  our  Duke's  wishes.  We 
therefore  welcome  our  guests,  and  will  do  what  we  can  to 
make  them  comfortable." 

"  But  where  are  we  to  put  them  all  P"  said  Lucille  in  m 
under  tone ;  "  with  our  numerous  family  our  house  is  already 
crowded." 

''I  must  leave  that  to  you,  Lucille,  you  aie  the  houB^ 
keeper,  and  know  the  family  arrangements.  We  must  not 
mind  a  little  discomfort,  as  our  Sovereign  wishes  this  proof  of 
our  loyalty." 

"  Come,  is  supper  ready  P "  shouted  out  one  of  the  mei^ 
''I'm  hungiy,  a2id  we  know  the  proverb  here,"  continued  be 
singing  in  a  rollicking  voice^^ 


"Chi  va  alette 
O^iitteAoitetidiinaM." 

"  Old  man,  well  save  you  from  the  gout,  and  you  know 
that  he  who  steals  an  old  man's  supper  does  him  no  wrcn^^ 
But  Lsee  a  doth.  Here's  the  Ibast  ready  laid  for  xis.  TIdti 
way,  boys.  Corporal,  take  the  top.''  And  i^e  soldiers  rushed 
into  the  diniug-room,  while  the  little  children  crouofaed  behind 
their  mothers,  or  made  their  escape  as  best  iliey  oocdd. 


60. 
CHAPTER  XIV. 

THE  BlirLET. 

'' Co3^  old  landlord/'  said  one  of  the  soldiers,  Berru  bj  namOt 
a.  glass  of  your  old  yiniage.  What's  he  got  in  his  cellar  P 
well  he  content  with  the  Pope's  Monte  Pulciano" 

*Tetch  ont  yonr  oldest  brew/'  shouted  Dagot,  brandishing 
Im  award,  and  dnving  it  through  a  loaf  which  stood  on  the 
taHe. 

*'  Here's  a  bottle  of  something.  It  looks  too  thick,  as  if 
.  ■  Ah  I  the  wine  itself  smells  of  heresy,"  said  the  man, 
putting  the  bottle  to  his  nose. 

*^  I^a  like  vinegar.  Gome  here,  young  fellow,"  said  he, 
addressing  Etienne,  "  and  111  wash  your  head  with  it  like  a 
gpod  Burse." 

"Take  your  places,"  cried  the  corporal;  "we  have  not 
always  such  bright  waiters." 

"  Here,  my  fair  lass,"  said  he,  turning  to  Ardoine,  "  mix 
my  drink,  sugar  it  well;  make  it  sweet,  like  yourself.  I 
pledge  your  health,  and  wish  you  the  man  of  your  heart — 
heart,  oh." 

"  Landlord,"  cried  Berru,  *'  I  want  a  pair  of  shoes ;  I  hope 
yon  keep  a  good  supply.  Here,  you  with  the  straight  nose 
and  Uack  eyes,  take  my  measure,"  said  he,  stretching  out  his 
IfigB,  and  addressing  Marguerite ;  go  and  see  if  your  husband's 
shoes  will  fit  me,  for  you  see  I  limp.  Girls,  get  your  knitting 
QOai^,  for  you  shall  knit  my  garters*" 

"What  a  stroke  of  fortune  to  find  supper  waiting  for  us  I 
Tim  eii>eoted  us,  then,  and  would  have  been  disappointed  if 
if  we  liad  not  turned  up ;  more  sugar,  my  golden  lass.  Will 
you  vnila  on  a  wandering  soldier  ?" 

"Look  out,  boy,**  said  Berru,  taking  a  cup,  and  flinging  it 
atYaldve'ghead. 

Tlie  boy  escaped  the  blow,  but  the  cup  dashed  against  the 
walp  and  lay  duvered  on  the  floor. 
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**  Friends  and  brethren  in  arms,*'  inld  {he  corporal,  stend^ 
ing  at  one  end  of  the  table,  and  steadying  himself  by  leaning 
one  hand  on  Dagot's  shoulder ;  *'  friends,  I'm  highly  honoured* 
Fou  are,  I  mean — ^you've  got  some  of  the  soldiers  of  his  most, 
Christian  Majesty,  Lonis — ^I  forget  his  number — 1  try  to  rof ; 
collect  it  as  I  was  taught  in  school.  Twice  seven  are  thirteeaii 
— ^no,  fourteen ;  that's  it.  You  must  make  us  comfortable.  .  J*. 
drink  your  health,  old  sexton  in  the  comer.  A  toast  for  his  ^ 
Majesty  the  Pope.  Open  your  mouths,  boys.  We're  coni^ 
here  to  keep  you  at  peace  and  to  convert  you.  Look  at  tins 
bright  blade  of  mine ;  it's  brought  two  or  three  into  the  fold — 
and — where  was  I P  and  taught  them  to  say  an  Ave  with  the 
true  accent." 

"What's  that  old  woman  all  in  black  for  P"  cried  Bemiy 
grasping  Martha  by  the  arm. 

"  Gome  now,"  exclaimed  Mullenier,  '*  comrades,  you  should 
not  insult  these  good  people  who  are  willing  to  do  their  best, 
for  us.  Let  her  go,  Berm,  or  you  and  I  shall  see  who  h«S 
learned  his  drill  best.  Go,  go,  mistress,"  said  he  in  an  under 
tone  to  Martha. 

The  corporal  raised  himself  in  his  chair,  and  looked  roundi 
the  room.  "  Girl,"  said  he,  addressing  Ardoine,  "  will  you 
accept  me  for  a  partner  ? — ^let  us  have  a  dance — I  can't  keep 
my  legs." 

So  saying,  he  dragged  the  cloth  off  the  table,  and  knives^; 
plates,  mugs,  eatables,  lay  in  one  mingled  confusion  on  tho 
floor. 

"Beg  pardon,  old  sexton,  if  I  trod  on  your  corns.  THus 
fellow,  boys,  has  the  eye  of  a  harhet.  We  must  convert  hinou. 
rU  hear  his  doctrine,  he  shall  preach  to  us.  We'll  rig  him 
up." 

"  Here's  his  cap,"  said  Dagot,  placing  a  large  earthen  haaisk 
on  Rodolphe's  head. 

"  A  gown ;  here  tie  the  table-cloth  round  his  neck.**    .   "     ' 

Ardoine  could  resist  no  longer.  Rushing  forward,  she 
seised  the  basin,  and  dashed  it  to  the  ground,  and  ossiiogl^ 
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hoMtl  htbwwa  {he  soldiert   and    Ivbt  graadfaiher,   ez- 

.  .^n  Ycm  «all  yourselves  men.  You  can  fll-ixeai  women,  and 
indiift  old  age,  Bhaxne  on  you!  Have  none  of  yon  fiifliersP 
!EbVe  yod  seen  no  grey  hairs  in  yonr  own  mother's  head  thai 
fikoldd  teadi  yon  to  respect  the  grey  hairs  of  an  old  man  P 
Jlste  none  of  you  fibthers,  and  has  the  sound  of  a  child's  voice 
tfefereaused  your  hearts  to  beat  with  pity  P  God  of  heaven  I** 
ahe-cogclainied,  as  she  clasped  her  hands,  and  looked  up,  **be 
xiot  &r'£rom  us.  Deliver  us  from  the  fury  of  these  men,  and 
send  help  for  thy  name's  sake." 

Her  aspect  was  such  as  might  arrest  the  murderer.  Those 
soldiers  from  a  foreign  land  felt  the  majesty  of  woman's  ex. 
eelIenoe,'and  yielded  that  homage  that  virtue  extorts  from  th^ 
wicked  themselves. 

•  ^nbat  artless  girl  had  caught  the  inspiration  of  an  impul- 
srte  heroism  from  the  mountain  storm  and  free  air  of  her 
n^ve  glens.  In  her  self-forgetM  anxiety  for  her  grand* 
fiither^  she  who  at  first  quailed  at  the  sound  of  the  soldier's 
voice,  and  shrank  behind  Bodolphe's  chair,  boldly  confronted 
the  visterans  of  many  a  battle-field. 

These  men  paused  as  they  beheld  her  eyes  flashing,  and 
the  escaped  tresses  of  golden  hair  flowing  over  her  shoulders, 
feeUng  a  passing  admiration  for  such  devoted  aflbction  and 
disregBHtd  of  danger.  She  laid  one  hand  on  Eodolphe,  and 
stretching  out  the  other  to  repel  the  assailants,  looked  with 
intrepid  digniiy  upon  the  crowd  of  rugged  faces  by  whom  she 
was  surrounded.  For  a  moment  all  seemed  consdence- 
sindken. 

-  ^ Stand  back,"  said  Mullenier,  "  the  girl's  right;  111  fight 
for  her  single-handed.  Back,  I  say,  or  I'll  mix  the  blood  of 
sti^nedf  you  with  the  wine  that's  on  this  floor,  and  see  which 
is  thickest  and  reddest." 

"Yon  want  to  get  the  gfarl  for  yourself,"  said  Dagot, 
^Vfbaitfn  what  he's  afber,  comrades.  You  swore  that  the  next 
pfble  AKpold  be  siine,  and  I  ehnm  this  one.    Honour  among 
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swords  clashed  fiercely,  and  the  clang  of  the  metal  wtim  heNrd 
b^  above  the  flkdttt»  and  cries  of  the  lawk0B  tkroa;.  life 
would  pvobahij  have  been  lost  in  the  tamolt,  bad  not  IM. 
P^t  Bourg,  iibe  officer  of  the  men,  suddenly  entered — 

"Shame — ahamc^  Frenchmen.  Is  this  military  oritat? 
We  are  8oldi^r8y  and  not  brigands.  To  your  qnarteais  HiSb 
moment.  What  a  wreckyoa  havB  made  of  this  jdaoet  K 
you  would  &X6  well,  treat  these  honest  people  well,  and  4o 
Hoi  rob  them  in  their  homa  To  your  quarters  at  the  other 
side  of  the  court.  Quick,  or  Til  order  fifty  lashes  for  the  matt 
thafs  last  in  this  roOm." 

"  Here,  MuUenier,  do  what  you  can  to  set  things  to  rightflC 
Come,  my  good  people,  do  not  be  alarmed,  no  one  shall  hurt 
you.  Father,"  said  he,  addressing  Eodolphe,  **  I  am  so«y  to 
incommode  you,  I  Will  do  my  best  to  keep  my  men  out  of 
your  way.  There,  now,  things  are  a  little  better.  It  seems  m 
mockery  to  bid  you  ccmtmue  your  meal ;  but  rest  on  mf 
hcmour,  this  brave  girl  shall  have  no  cause  to  fear  for  h«r 
grand&th^r,  nor  for  the  little  ones  wh(nn  I  see  tremli^ing  in 
the  comer.  Good  evening,  my  friends."  So  saying,  tbe 
^^er  bowed  and  retired. 


CHAPTER   XV^ 

**C0SE  Dt  SOMA." 

The  inhabitants  of  the  valleys  had  suffered  for  some  time  paisl 
from  the  settlement  of  missionary  monks  and  iSko.  caatoamient 
of  troops,  and  had  had  for  some  years  a  regiment  of  Sefroy 
annually  forced  upon  them,  whose  period  of  winter  gnaiiiMS 
often  extended  to  ten  months. 

In  additicm  to  these,  at  the  time  of  which  we  are  aow 
treatingt  (the  Duchess  of  Savoy  having  made  anangdiMaalle 
with  the  minister  of  Louis  2IV.,  Carditial  Maiaxin,)  Hm 
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fbodj^'df  IfanAaT  GxBiiesf  liad  wintered  ia  tiie  TaUeys. 
Thej  consisted  of  the  regimenis  of  NaT^rre,  Qnino^y  AHesse^ 
^n^Giteoiij,  in  all  nnmbering  ikree  thomaad  men.  Of  the 
laet  of  these.  Da  Petiii  Bonrg  WBB  First  C^ytain. 

The  familj  of  La  Baudene  had  hitherto  been  strangely 
twnmfit  &Qan  ihese  infiicikms,  considermg  ihenr  position  and 
inimber^  and  it  was  not  until  the  incident  related  in  the  pre- 
-vions  chapter  that  they  felt  this  crael  inroad  on  their  domestic 
ptece^  and  this  drain  on  their  resources. 

.  X)a  Petit  Bonrg,  however,  nsed  every  effort  to  alleyiate 
tbe  oppressiTe  iJBssLj  and  kis  endeavours  were  snccessfhl.  Not 
BMiiy  days  had  passed  bef<»re  a  marked  difference  was 
perceptible  in  the  bearing  of  the  men.  The  wondrous 
itnify^  the  patriarchal  siinplicity,  the  genuine  kindness  of 
the  fiuodily,  had,  by  dint  of  sheer  moral  force,  won  a  way 
ta  iheir  hearts.  Their  uproarious  songs  were  compara^ 
tively  hushed,  and  no  personal  outrages  were  offered  to 
asij  of  the  &mily.     One  man  only  had  stiU  a  scowl  on 

Ardoine's  presence  acted  on  them  like  the  spriog  sunshine 
after  the  morning  rain,  and  if  old  Bodolphe  passed,  some  <yf 
tikem  would  inyohmtarily  riise  to  do  homage  to  the  hoary  head. 
Bven  {he  Httle  diildren  found  playmates  among  the  weather* 
beaten  warriors  of  OauL 

"Well,  messieurs,"  said  Mullenier,  one  morning,  as  he 
watdied  Ardoiae  bringing  her  grandfather's  glass  of  spring 
water,  "  in  all  our  wanderings  we've  not  seen  such  a  fionily 
aa  ibis.  They  axe  more  like  what  we  used  to  read  of  in  books 
wiiML  we  were  young,  l^ian  what  we  have  met  with  in  our 
knoeidng  about  tihe  world.*' 

"It  really  is,**  ahffwered  Lenois,,  ''it's  a  pity  they  are 
horalioa." 

**  Heretics  or  saints,  did  you  eror  find  as  good  a  lot  (tf 
QettoiicsF  come,  oonlBss.  It  reminds  me  of  my  early  days 
wlien.  I  liTed  with  my  dear  mother  in  Soutkem  Languedoe,'^ 
tli0  flpeakei^  farudbaag  away  a  tear  firasa  his  eye. 
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**  There  were  ebnie  near  ns  wbo  were  of  this  mtj^  tldnl&g^' 
and  good  honest  folks,  they  were."  ' '"' 

*'  One  feels  a  sorfc  of  peace  here,'*  interposed   Plsrettai^ 
''  which  even  fellows  like  ns  who  dabble  in  Uood  ave  glad  ilif ' 
\    enjoy." 

\         ''  I  only  say  it's  a  pify  they're  heretics,"  doggedly  re/Uuiiei 
his  companion ;  ''  however  well  they  may  have  done  in  tihfr  ' 
world,  they  will  be  lost  in  the  nert." 

"  Ood  may  be  more  merciful  than  the  Pope,"  rejoined  his 
companion,  "  but  I  say,  judge  them  by  their  fruits.    Why, 
look  at  our  men,  did  you  ever  see  them  so  quiet  before  P  Itil* ' 
an  awful  tax  to  have  us  here,  and  yet  how  civil  and  hospitaUe 
they've  been." 

'*  Here,  boy,"  said  Mullenier,  hailing  Etiemie,  *^  who's  that 
just  come  into  the  yard  ?    I  think  I've  seen  him  somewhere.** 

'^  That's  Pastor  Leger,  the  Moderator  of  our  Churehel^ 
what  grandfather  once  was,  when  he  was  younger."  ' '' '" 

^'Ahl  now  I  recollect — Saaito  Bambino!  that's  the  matt 
that  caught  hold  of  the  tail  of  the  Captain's  horse  and  rashed 
into  our  lines,  as  we  were  about  to  march  into  La  Tour  some 
months  back." 

"Hal  ha!"  said  Parelles,  ^Hhat  was  a  brave  act.   Though 
I  felt  inclined  to  split  when  I  saw  the  old  fellow  flying  like  • 
cat  over  a  hot  oven.    They  are  a   brave   people,    and   no?- 
mistake." 

"But  they're  heretics,  and  will  be  damned,"  doggedfrf 
remarked  Lenois* 

"  Come,  don't  be  so  hard  on  them,  because  they're  heteit 
tics," replied  Parelles;  "look  at  their  fruits.  You've  cohmT 
from  Bome,  Mullenier,  did  you  ever  see  as  much  good  tibere 
in  the  holy  oiiy  of  the  Pope  and  the  cardinals  P" 

"No,"  answered  the  soldier,  "although  it's  ftdl  of  holy 
bones  and  teeth.    l%e  dead  are  holy  with  avengeanoe,  but  ai 
for  the  living,  leave  no  room  for  saints  in  your  calendar,  Peter^^ 
for  there  are  no  applicants  there,  now-a-days.    I  heard  say' 
there,  that  you  oould  do  what  you  like  if  you  would  only  ptif*^ 


Tl0^l^  m  ti^piht  tax  for  sin,  ai  least  it  nsed  to  be  so,  wbea 
iftie  Pope  kept  a  bureau  open  for  the  conYenience  of  sinners.'* 

p,,^^X?<»&e,  jou  must  have  bad  the  ni^tmare,  and  that  haa 
vc^f  jQU  bilious ;  but  let's  hear  what  you  did  see  there." 

**  Se^  why  it  -v^ould  take  me  a  week  to  describe  the  sights 
of,il^me.  I  have  a  good  knowledge  of  the  Scala  Santay  and 
sbw't  forget  that  till  my  knees  get  welL" 

**  What  is  that  r 
,.  .t*]^  18  a  staircase  of  twenty-eight  marble  steps,  which 
beljC^:i§ed  to  Pilate's  house,  and   down  which  our  Saviour 
WUf ed,  when  he  lefb  the  judgment-seat.    No  one  is  allowed  to 
wid]ic  ap.it" 

**Tlien  how  did  you  get  to  the  top?'* 
I  ^.^Qa.vij  marrow-bones.  To  save  my  soul,  I  rubbed  off  all 
the  sidn  of  my  knees ;  but  for  all  the  spiritual  good  it  did  me^ 
I  i^vigbt  as  well  try  to  cure  my  toothache  with  a  violin.  There 
were  siziy  of  us  shuffling  up  bowing  and  kissing,  and  the  old 
woman  before  me  was  rather  awkward  at  the  new  work,  for 
sl^.kept  hitting  me  in  the  face  with  her  foot  as  she  moved  up 
a  ftep." 

^111  bet  you  were  thinking  what  she  was  like,  in  the. 
SBotjudatof  your  prayers.  Now  if  she  was  as  good-looking  aa 
the  girl  here,  then  I  know  you'd  have  clipped  your  prayers 
apd  left  the  Virgin  to  finish  her  ^17^  herself.  That  brute  Dagot 
how  he  dodges  her;  it  seems  as  if  he  were  after  mischief;  I 
ho^  Pn  Petit  Bourg  will  keep  his  eye  on  him." 

**  ril  forfeit  this  cap,  which  I  took  off  when  Innocent 
Uesa^  us,  or  my  Scala  Sania  leggings,  but  I  should  not  wish 
harm  to  come  to  this  family." 

.,  *'Sut  talking  of  your  scdlay  I  suppose  you  earned  a  good 
plenary  indulgence  ?    What  did  you  get  for  each  step  ?" 

,:*f  Oh,  if  I  remember  rightly,  nine  years'  indulgence;  and 
w^  earned,  grinding  up  on  one's  knees,  kissing  every  step, 
and  mnmbling  a  Fater  and  an  AveJ* 

..^^Whabdoyoumeanbyanindulgenoe?  only  nine  yeaxB  of 
^^rm^  not.  be  worth  the  skinning  r 
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^*01bidoii*t  adc  me  jkantiir  <tf'&ith,I  dcAiVkiiow,  aad^M 
one  else.  I  never  eoold  find  obq  jet  ivbo  oonld  teB  me 
Hiiat  it  did  mean.  When  I  confessed  at  Boxfee  I  asked  the 
friar  especially  about  the  indulgenoie,  bftt  he  gave  me  some 
clbndy  answer,  that  I  was  as  wise  as  a  bear  in  a  bull- 
fight." 

"  Well,  what  else  have  you  seen?'* 

"  Oh  I  can't  tell  you,  I  forget.  At  Padua  I  recollect 
seeing  old  Anthony  preaching  to  the  fishes.  He  was  m  fine 
preacher,  he  was.  Why,  man,  the  fishes  were  staring  mbA 
opening  their  mouths,  eels,  turbots,  flounders,  soles,  wift 
their  heads  out  of  water,  winking  religiously  and  showlii^ 
their  teeth ;  and  they^ve  got  many  bits  of  him  among  their 
relics,  as  fresh   as  when  he  was   alive,  but  I    didn^t  aee 


'*  Ah !"  repHed  his  companion,  *'  it's  a  fine  thing  to  tNrr^ 
it  opens  your  mind  and  your  mouth  too.  But  hark !  I  heir 
^  bugle.  What  does  it  mean  ?  Here,  Capet,  come  tell  ttl 
our  orders.** 

"  The  Captain  talks  of  flitting,"  replied  the  man.  '^  Ib  an 
hour  we  are  to  march  to  Yillar,  up  the  valley,  and  Pm  afraid 
we  shall  not  get  as  good  a  supper  as  we  do  here,  nor  get  oat 
(Sieese  toasted  so  brown.*' 

**  It's  a  bore,"  said  FiEbrelles,  **  to  turn  out,  they've  mad»  «s 
oomfortable,  and  that  old  mother  in  black,  and  yonr  fitTOnrtt^ 
girl,  knew  exactly  how  much  sugar  to  put  into  my  4xhJt, 
Ton  admit  this,  don't  you,  Lenois  f " 

''Their  kitchen,**  replied  the  dogged  Lenois,  ''i*  hMut 
than  their  creed." 

"Weil,**  said  Mnllenier,  "  I  suppose  we  must  get  nmdj. 
I'm  sorry  fw  ourselves,  but  glad  for  them,  poor  things. 
Would  idmt  the  day  might  eome  when  I  could  do  any  of  tboa 
a  good  torn.  Bless  thai  girl,  I*d  risk  aomethinf  to  imrf 
her." 

^  Bey,^  eried  Pau'eHes,  addressing  Bertin,  who  was  pasmig, 
"  say  good  bye  for  us  to  your  awnts,  eouttnsi  and  ] 
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Aniaowto  htum  ik  the  sane  of  ou^inoBt  CSneAiati  Eiog, 
LonilCIV,'' 


CBAPTBBXVl. 

TSTE  PELICB. 

AfTSB  the  witlidrawikl  of  iiie  soldieis  faiUeied  at  Ia  Baad^e, 
ihfi  &iKiilj  cirde  had  resunted  their  vsnal  nrntkieyaad  from 
the  middle  of  the  montiix  had  pursued  their  ardinaij  avoca- 
iiona  wiAout  molestadozu 

It^9iagontheeyexuiigc^ihe25th  of  Jaunary  (a  date  stili 
aelieniim  the  hloody  chr(»iicles  of  the  WaManBuai  valleya) 
that  Ardoine,  haTing  ftdfiUed  her  hooaehold  duties,  waetempted 
igi  4e  siuiAhise  to  visit  her  &Yourites  in  the  sneadow,  near 
ihtb  Pelioe.  Haying  tied  her  kerchief  looeelj  loond  her  head^ 
mod  thrifiily  taken  her  knitting  aj^pamtos  to  redeem  the  spare 
aioments,  she  trij^ped  gulj  to  the  river  ade.  The  cattle 
lifted  Aeir  hei^,  ^Gfknawledging  in  their  hrute  instinct  the 
preeence  of  her  whose  hand  caressed  them,  or  gave  them  their 
daind^.  hit,  Havii^  thrown  her  arms  ronnd  Bnmon,  and 
indd^ied  h^  artlees  Jkffeotioii,  Ardoine  heigsm,  to  pty  her  woric 
Traiitdfinng  on  till.,  she  veaeh^  the  PeHce.  StaoidiDg  on  the 
hank  she  watched  the  river  as  it  eddied  among  the  etonefi, 
lUMr  g^liding  hi  a  glass/  stt^eam,  ia  whieh  the  motion  mocks 
the  tradngs  of  the  ej^ ;  mow  hreken  into  crested  foam,  as 
floxne  barrier  of  rook  chafed  the  deaoendiag  current ;  and  th^i 
heyond   rdapeing  <onoe   mwe    into  a  motionless  lake-like 

Sho  paused  en  comiiii^  to  a  ^pot  wkere  the  stream  ran 
isep  ftnd  dear»  Laying  down  her  knitting  impknicntB,  the 
naidron  Irmnlt  npnu  the  ibsnk,  and  leoked  into  the  daxkmied 
yet  crystal  pool,  fts  if  she  wouid  tooant  Hm  glossy  pehUes 
hanesith.  The  sua  Hiiss  riming,  and  ite  n^s  gianeed  on  the 
wstov  ^Btefipliiig  the  jtay:  bed  be^MBsIb^  whobh 
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quivered  in  die  w»T7  light  HeaTen  and  eaatih  irere  ifriendlj 
to  the  maiden,  for  son  and  water  combined  togetlier  to  ^ehder 
homage  to  her  beanty.  Sketched  upon  the  brittle  stream  tfte 
girl  beheld  the  image  of  herself.  Her  golden  tresses,  her 
snowy  brow,  her  dazzling  eyes,  her  minntest  features,  "v^il^ 
reproduced  as  in  a  glass.  Bending  forward  she  gazed  admirinjfijly 
at  the  faiiy  likeness,  and  having  looked  oncef,  she  wonld  not 
have  been  true  to  woman's  instincts  if  she  had  not  looked 
again,  with  a  more  protracted  gaze,  at  the  portrait  wrought 
80  simply,  yet  so  exquisitely,  by  Nature  herself.  Her  fM^ji 
were  but  the  flitting  thoughts  of  the  moment,  the  uneotnei^iiB 
action  of  human  nature.  After  a  moment's  pause,  she  "dipped 
her  hand  into  the  shallower  water,  and  picking  up  a  p^MAe 
cast  it  into  the  glassy  pool,  and  watched  tiie  shivered  polMlft 
which  was  scattered  ux>on  the  circling  ripples.  ''''*• 

'^  Thou  art  marred,"  she  exclaimed,  with  a  sigh;  ^O^ 
frail  type  of  human  life !  Now  all  is  smooth,  and  hope  smiles^ 
then  some  unforeseen  blow  comes,  and  breaks  the  iiiiagMi 
of  peace  our  hearts  had  shapen  unawares,  and  makes  oAlr 
bright  visions  like  that  diiyointed  portrait  on  the  troubled 
wate."  •-'- 

She  continued  looking  into  the  stream,  and  watched  ^Ae 
gradual  relapse  of  the  ripples,  until  she  saw  tiie  leAeeiMi 
of  an  approaching  figure,  and  turning  beheld  her  coufliii 
Baynald.  ^^^'^ 

<< Welcome  to  the  brook,  dear  Baynald;  is  not  tiiiv% 
bright  sunshiny  day  for  January?  It  makes  me  feel  qirife 
fresh  after  moilier's  sick  room." 

*'  It  is  bright,  cousin,  to  those  who  have  no  weight  iftjMi 
their  heart;  but  to  those  who  have,  nature's  smiles  aecitt 
mockery,  speaking  of  joys  they  cannot  find  within." 

*^  Cousin,  cousin,"  said  Ardoine,  raising  her  eyes,  **  wiortf 
means  this?  Who  should  be  happier  than  you,  young  mti 
strong,  the  &vourite  of  our  home  circle  ?  " 

'*  Ah!  but  there  is  one  in  that  circle  whose  smile  I  would 
strive  to  win ;  my  heart  craves  the  companionship  of  ono.**^-'' 
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^Vr.rf^Wba.iB  iiiai,  BaTnaldP    It  is  hardly  right  to  prefer  one 
^.  tp  tiie.othersy  for  all  are  delighted  to  haye  jcfor  coxnpanj,  and 
JookWl^tlj  when  they  hear  yonrvoioe.*' 
...n    'f  CiwiCLot  yon  guess  who  it  is  I  shonld  wish  to  have  ever 
Jb^jt^  mdef  whose  Toice  I  wonld  fain  hear  chanting  my  Banz 
.^■4i»  il^d^^and  nnder  whose  eye  I  wonld  review  my  flock  ?*' 
Nu    f^I;«m  anre  there  are  many  you  wonld  like  to  have  with 
l^OStftrlknow  you  are  not  fond  of  being  alone.    There  is 
i4Umi  Incilley  who  is  so  cheerful  and  good-natured,  and  Aunt 
.Boikte,  who  sings  so  sweetly;   you  would  be  glad  to  hear 
tihem  (ring  as  you  pasture  your  flock  on  the  mountain/' 
'.-y  .^Ardoine,  I  often  tiiink  how  happy  I  have  been  with  you 
jftlDttf  childhood,   how   we  have    grown    up   together,  and 
jlppstKlisd  over  fiiese  hills  side  by  side — ^you  are  part  of  iny 
earliest  and  brightest  memories.    If  you  were  gone  from  La 
JBfMuidnie.  I  am  afraid  I  should  find  it  a  melancholy  place." 
f:'j(  :f^  Oh|  don't  say  so,  Baynald ;  I  am  sure  there  would  be  a 
gppOit  many  friends  left,  so  you  would  not  miss  me  long;  but 
#kiat-Teapy  kind  of  you,  Eaynald,  to  think  thus." 
i^rd^  Ardoine^  I  have  oft^i  been  to  Turin,  and  looked  at  the 
maidens  in  the  city — many  of  i  them  boast  bright  eyes  and 
<9ili7t»Iui]r,  but  none,  ever  make  me  forget  your  eyes,  and  I 
>katpe<Mver  seen  any  who  have  such  beautiful  hair  as  yours." 

;^:^< Dear  Baynald,  you  are  my  cousin,  and  you  tiiiink  too 
kindly  of  me.  Look  at  this  stream,  the  water  has  settled,  you 
caiL^eonaiy  face  quite  naturally  there ;  now  look,  I  am  going 
to  spoil  the  fine  picture  with  this  stone." 

'*  Oh  don't,  Ardoine,"  said  the  young  man,  laying  his  hand 
Hiikh^arm;  ** I  can't  have  that  face  spoiled;  even  the  very 
water  is  my  friend,  and  loves  your  face.  Would  thajb  I  could 
have-  it  ever  before  me !  If  you  could  read  my  heart  you 
wopld  see  that  picture  which  the  water  reflpcts  stamped  there 
aleo.  I  have  one  great  desire,  and  that  is  to  please  you,  and 
to  do  what  you  wish.    Will  you  let  me  please  you  ?" 

<^Let  yon  please  me?  of  course  I  will.  I  will  tell'  you 
what  I  wish  if  ii  will  give  you  pleaeure  to  do  it.    We  should 
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give  pleasure  to  others  when  ire  ean,  and  I  aa  sure  I  oaght 
to  do  so  to  my  kind  and  &;voiuite  coaain.*' 

*'  Dear  Ardoine,  I  am  a&aid  yoa  do  not  understand  vUb 
I  mean ;  I  want  yoa  to  give  me  soma  greai  work  to  do,  that 
I  may  win  yonr  smile.  It  is  strange,  but  one  kind  ward  froni 
yon  will  make  me  do  wonders."  .\ 

"  But  I  tmst,  dear  Baynald,  that  I  am  always  kind,  at 
least  I  wish  to  be  so ;  I  would  never  say  a  oross  word  yntSaOj^ 
If  I  do,  it  is  poor  human  nature.  How  oonld  I  kneel  don^ 
by  mother's  bed  at  night,  if  I  had  said  anything  to  vex  709^ 
or  anybody  else  ?"  .; 

'*  Oh,  no,  you  would  not  gxieve  me,  yoa.  never  do,  jou  are 
always  good  and  gentle ;  but  when  I  come  near  you  I  beooma 
80  weak,  and  often  begin  to  tremble.  If  I  think  you  are  boH 
happy,  a  load  comes  upon  my  heart,  and  I  feel  that  I  can  da 
anything  to  make  you  so ;  and  when  you  smile  and  look  an 
me,  I  want  no  oUior  happiness  than  to  look  at  you,  and  hope 
that  you  are  thinking  of  me." 

'*  If  that  makes  you  happy  then  I  am  sure  you  xnaj  be  JH. 
Do  not  I  often  look  at  you  every  day,  and  think  of  yon.  when 
I  say  my  prayers  morning  amd  evening  ?  Well,  i^ter  what 
you  have  said,  Baynald,  I  shall  try  yon ;  let  nobe  hear  • 
verse  of  that  song  you  sing  when  yon  call  your  goats  in  it 
avmitide.* 

'*  Oh,  dear  cousin,  excuse  me,  I  can't  sing ;  yoa  moat  iotr 
give  me ;  my  heart  won't  let  me  sing ;  if*  I  tried  I  shonld  jhe 
quite  out  of  tune,  and  that  would  grate  on  your  ear.** 

*'  What,  are  you  so  soon  Ruthless  to  your  promises  f  Oh, 
Baynald!  Well,  then,  let  me  cheer  you;  I  will  aing  yoa  • 
verae  which  I  know  is  your  fftvoarite.** 

So  sayingi  without  further  preamMe,  Ardoine  Bang"— 

**Toiit  dort  dans  ]» iMtme, 


liia  yoang  mn  gaaed  at  her  with  the  fixity  of  Admiratkai 
1  lenience -as  abe  poaxed  forth  her  notes. 


She  was  the  antitype  of  liis  nncoinsciotis  daj-dreams,  tlie 
being  that  thrilled  his  life  with  purpose,  and  filled  the  yoid  of 
his  yearning  heart.  In  her  presence  the  danntless  monn- 
tilne^ilr  beeame  a  child,  for  the  tonch  of  her  little  finger  could 
nt&ke  him  tremble  from  head  to  foot. 

He  drank  in  her  song  with  silent  rapture,  but  his  expres- 
Biota  was  tinged  with  sortrow,  and  his  changing  colour  betrayed 
Ids  inward  struggles.  He  listened  with  half-open  lips,  as  if  he 
dared  not  breathe,  lest  he  should  lose  a  syllable,  but  the  in- 
VOluiitaty  sigh  declared  thaJt  the  pleasure  was  allied  to  pain, 

"There,  Raynald,"  said  the  girl,  throwing  back  her 
gleaming  tresses,  which  had  escaped  from  her  kerchief,  "I 
'hare  been  kinder  than  you.  Come,  my  dear  cousin,  do  not 
tSbk  *ffO  gtaye  or  sad,  for  I  hope  there  is  no  gioomy  news. 
!Rbw  we  must  go  home,  for  I  hare  been  out  a  long  time; 
iikotih%r  win  be  wanting  me,  and  grandfather  will  be  waiting 
Ibr  tis  evening  chapter  to  be  read ;  the  boys  will  want  to  hear 
a  little  story,  and  1  must  see  if  they  know  their  verses,  and  it 
Will  Boofn  be  time  to  send  the  little  ones  to  bed ;  so  I  think  wo 
HWirt' return.  Now  yon  may  give  me  your  hand  •to  help  me 
among  these  stones,  and  then  I  shall  tell  them  all  how  kind 
'  ahd  useful  my  cousin  has  been." 

**  Wait  a  moment,  Ardoine,"  said  Baynald,  ^  I  must  run  to 
ihe  ehdlet  and  loose  poor  Libcrta,  whom  I  left  tied  up  there, 
I  shall  not  be  long.^  So  saying,  he  darted  off,  and  was  soon 
out  of  sight. 

Ardoine  resumed  her  knitting,  hunmiing  to  herself  snatches 
of  mountain  songs,  and  looking  from  time  to  time  into  the 
Howing  current.  She  stepjied  on  some  large  stones  which  lay 
dry  in  the  bed  of  the  stream.  She  had  not  long  been  left 
alone  before  she  heard  footsteps,  and  turning  round  saw  tho 
jhrench  soldier,  Dagot,  one  of  those  who  had  been  billeted  on 
tte  fSsurm.  She  bad  always  beheld  his  sinister  expression  with 
$ium  and  horror. 

**  Come,  nly  jMtty  maid,  I  am  lucky  t6  find  you  aloBe, 
fowr  briglit  eyft/B  'don%  need  catndle-light.    Ton  half(A  ^  a 
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Frencli  soldier  for  a  lover.  I've  been  to  Pavia,  I've  io^ghb 
the  Pope  knows  where,*'  said  the  soldier,  who  stood  betw:QQii 
Ardoine  and  the  hank. 

"  Sir,"  replied  the  girl,  "  I  do  not  understand  you ;  w^ire 
yon  not  one  of  those  who  were  lodged  at  our  farm  ?  I  trust 
you  do  not  mean  me  ill," 

"  Mean  yon  ill  ?  wedlock  with  a  brave  soldier  of  fortune  is 
not  an  ill,  yon  may  do  better  with  me  than  with  some  fironrigr 
goatherd."  .. .  -^ 

"  I  pray  yon  leave  me ;  it  is  not  the  custom  with  us  for 
men  to  waylay  lonely  girls ;  leave  me,  if  you  have  any  of  that 
honour  of  which  the  French  are  always  boasting." 

"  Nay,  nay,  I  could  not  leave  yon ;  it  is  a  chance  of  war  to 
find  you  alone.  You  must  come  along  with  me,"  and  the 
soldier  stepped  out  on  the  stones. 

"  If  you  come  nearer  I  will  leap  into  the  river,"  reiplijed 
Ardoine,  with  a  convulsive  shudder.  '*  I  should  have  thought 
a  Frenchman  would  be  ashamed  to  attack  a  poor  girl." 

"  Come,  my  love,"  said  Dagot,  suddenly  leaping  forward; 
seizing  hei^by  the  wrist  he  dragged  her  from  the  stones  to- 
ward^  the  bank. 

But  an  arm  was  lifted  up  to  thwart  his  wicked  purpose. 
.A  well-directed  blow  from  behind  struck  him  on  the  head. 
The  soldier,  entangled  with  his  sword  and  musket,  fell  with  a 
crash  into  the  river,  troubling  the  glassy  pool  which  had  so 
lately  reflected  that  maiden's  face. 

Drenched  to  the  skin  he  floundered  in  the  water,  which 

choked  his  half-expressed  oaths  and  cries.     The  current  w^ 

strong,  but  at  length  he  grasped  the  roughness  of  th&  rook 

.  with  the  tips  of  his  fingers,  and  succeeded  in  keeping  his  eyes 

and  nose  above  the  water. 

**  Come,  Ardoine,"  said  Raynald, "  don't  be  frightened,  take 

my  arm.     I  will  fetch  you  a  drink  in  my  hat.     He'll  not  come 

again ;  his  musket  is  wet,  and  he  will  have  enough  to  do^to 

.  keep  himself  afloat  till  somebody  helps  him  out.      Don't 

tremble^  darling,  forget  aU  about  it.    J  can,  see  tha  fton 
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tidfeve  118,  and  some  of  the  children  are  waiting  for  you. 
Tliank  Ood,  all's  well  that  ends  well.  Look,  here's  onr  true 
fiiend,  Idberta ;  you'd  mark  his  throat,  old  boy,  if  your  mis- 
tress was  in  danger." 

When  Baynald  felt  that  fragile  arm  resting  on  his,  he 
ihouglit  that  the  reward  was  beyond  the  slight  effort  he  had 
made,  and  i^aaJb  he  could  brave  danger  in  its  deadliest  form 
could  he  but  win  one  smile  of  encouragement  from  her  ho  so 
ardently  loyed. 


CHAPTER  XVn. 

THE   PLAGUE. 

.DjUBIKO  the  same  afternoon  the  family  had  been  joined  by  the 
Moderator  L^ger,  who  was  a  frequent  guest  at  La  Baud^ne. 

**  Well,  Father  Bodolphe,"  said  the  Moderator,  as  he  en- 
.  teed^  ^  I  greet  you,  and  my  little  ones ;  how  are  they  all  ?  " 

**  We  are  so  glad  to  see  you,  Barba,"  said  Etienne,  "  for  we 
like  to  listen  to  you  stories." 

''  Have  you  remembered  what  I  told  you  about  the  martyr 
Cytil:  Lucar,  tbe  Gbeek  patriarch,  who  knew  my  uncle  at 
•  CoBstantinopleo' 

,."  Yes,"  answered  Etienne ;  "  you  said  he  was  a  Protestant 
in  heart,  and  wrote  a  celebrated  confession  of  faith." 

.*•  Uncle  Leger,"  said  Bertin,  who  had  been  reflecting  for 
some  time,  "  I  hope  you  will  not  think  me  rude,  but  I  want  to 
<  Jtoaow  how  it  is  you  have  broken  that  front  tooth." 

"  I  will  tell  you,  my  boy.  .  Many  years  ago  I  was  pastor 
of  Boderet,  and  was  overtaken  in  a  snow-storm;  my  Lead 
ma»  as  it  were,  frozen.  I  became  so  ill  that  I  was  given  up 
!.as  dead ;  my  ears  were  swollen  and  my  jaws  locked,  so  to  try 
to  save  me  they  broke  one  of  my  front  teeth,  and  then  they 
inserted  a  silver  tube^  and  sustained  life  by  pouring  down 
liquids." 
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''ThaAkymi  fdrtellkif^  iti€i,  Bearl)%"  seai  Bbrtin,  satisfied 
with  the  explflOiatioB. 

*<  ^e  sight  of  y<»i,  frieiKt  L%efr,''  i«iM  B<$dolph6,  ^'TexBOidft 
me  of  tunes  past  when  I  was  Moderator ;  tvottbioiis  tazies  iboj 
irere,  especiieJfy  in  1690,  the  year'  of  the  pla^fwe." 

'*0h,  do  tel  tis  something  about  it,  grand&ther,"  wM 
little  Eevel,  ''we  like  to  hear  yon  relate  anything  that  bap*- 
pened  a  long  time  ago." 

"  Well,  well,  dear  children,  if  yon  like  to  listen  to  m  M. 
man*s  rambling  on  the  past,  yon  shall.  There,  Aline  and 
Lena,  you  can  sit  opposite  one  another,  one  on  each  knee,  and 
bp  very  qniet  while  grandfather  speaks,"  said  Rodolphe,  giving 
them  each  a  kiss. 

"  Ah !  I  remember  well  the  year  1629 ;  it  was  the  year  in 
which  I  lost  yonr  mother,  the  year  in  which  Baynald  was 
bom.  It  was  on  the  23rd  of  Angnst.  I  was  out  on  iSie 
monntains  yisiting  my  flock,  abont  eight  o'dock  in  the  nidA- 
ing,  when  a  most  extraordinary  water-spont  was  vitsible  over 
the  Col  Julian.  A  perfect  delnge  was  suspended  in  HkB  M" 
mospheire;  it  hung  there  for  a  time  like  a  dark  clond  of  rain, 
and  then  broke  suddenly  over  the  peaks  of  the  Col.  The  'it* 
nndation  was  fearful.  It  went  down  both  sides  of  the  moun- 
tain to  the  village  of  Pral,  in  St.  Martin,  and  down  to  !BeiJBi, 
in  our  valley.  The  people  had  hardly  time  to  get  out  of  UkA 
houses  before  they  were  filled  with  water  and  swept  away. 
Huge  fragments  of  rock  were  borne  down  by  the  HtMUky 
crushing  the  houses,  and  killing  many.  The  storm  wfis' awful; 
it  came  suddenly,  and  so  it  disappeared." 

"  But  were  you  able  to  keep  out  of  the  way,  grandiath«»f" 
asked  Valere. 

"  Yes,  my  boy,  God  preserved  me.  I  was  out  of  danger, 
and  able  to  pray  to  God  to  succour  those  who  were  in  perft* 

"  Well,  go  on,  grandfather,  tell  ns  ftgain  tibte  Instozy  f»f  tie 
plague." 

'*  In  Septeihber,  after  this  storm,  ih&fe  was  a  veiy  exfcrtitt'^ 
dinary  cold  wind,  which,  as  our  friend  Oilles  has  it,  ^nieiwirtd 


TM  odmpaay  witli  a  veiy  dry  bagce.*  ft  dQflteD|«d.ilM  &wt  of 
ihose  magDj&ceaib  chestDiits  with  -which  omr  tiitts«re  oosretfid^ 
and  tuader  witkh,  Etienn^,  you  are  ao  foiid  of  playiog,  aod 
pkSdsg  up  4ftie  faUeo  nnts." 

**  Yes,  graaclfatber^  bruk  I  dhra^ys  Hko.^  1»ing  the  best  to 
ycm  or  Ardoixae." 

"Yonr  mother  first,  my  boy.  WqU,  ailfir  the  cold  wind 
came  a  great  qnaotoiy  of  zaia^  aikd  this  oao^ed  4^  our  crop  of 
grapes  to  perish.  It  seemed  as  if  we  were  tQ  sufier  fbpat  a 
&miDe  again,  as  we  had  done  two  yeara  befoi^,  m  1628,  when 
oorpeopde  had  audi  difficalty  in  living,  as  the  priests  had) 
Ibvbidden  ihe  Oal^Iics  to  aQow  our  brethren  to  woric  on  their 
fkrma.  We  assembled  together  in  synod  on  the  I2th  of  Sep* 
tetoher ;  oar  meeting  was  marked  by  great  solemnity :  a  spirit 
efloire  drew  ns  together,  and  knit  ns  as  one  man.  Th^na  were 
fifteen  pastors ;  none  l^ought  that  in  a  few  moii^hs  thirteen 
would  have  pmahed,  and  only  two  saryive.  It  was  in  thajk 
jpear  ^e  convent  and  dinrch  of  the  Osey  fViars  at  Ia  Towr 
were  bom.'' 

•*Wiiat!  that^gly-^ioofcing  building,"  aaid  Bertin,  **that; 
looks  like  a  prison,  and  makes  me  tremble  when  I  see  th^  Komfi. 
^bUb  the  bare,  wit&  thoae  things  on  their  headaP" 

"  Then  we  had,  in  1630,  the  French  army  whioh  Cardinal. 
Be  SicheMen  sent  here,  jnst  aa  we  have  theee  &ench  troops 
amongst  us  now  under  Uie  Marshal  Girancey.  WtO  wer^ 
oJBKged  to  sabeaitio  France,  as  no  help  could  ba  obtained; 
and  I  WAS  <m0  of  those  depnibies  who  went  to  meet  the  king, 
Lowui  Xin.,  at  the  village  of  Montiers,  not  far  frem  Lyons*  to. 
aak  for  the  confirmation  of  our  privil^ea.  The  j^gfto  had 
iMben  4mt  kt  i^eaxice,  and  was  brought  among  ua  by  the 
French.  It  appeared  first  at  Les  Portes  in  St.  Germain  a^: 
at  Pral.  As  soon  as  it  was  known,  we  paatora  wet  togettier 
at  PramoL    Raynald  took,  ynju  tbesre  laet  B«inwe«r,  did-  ho 

'    ^Tes/*  said  young  Eavcfl^  who  wna  aU  ai(jbent«on« 
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ago,  and  yon,  Janavel,  stood  by  my  side.  We  met  to  seek 
the  Lord,  and  by  prayer  and  conference  to  know  the  path  of* 
duiy  nnder  our  difficulties.  We  ^resolved  to  celebrate  an  6k«  : 
traordinary  &st,  but  the  armed  men  prevented  om*  doing  «o ; 
so  each  was  to  do  what  he  conld  in  his  own  parish.  A  few 
days  after  we  had  met  atPramol,  the  plague  showed  itself.  We 
were  then  obliged  to  meet  on  the  Sundays  in  the  open  fields ; 
but  as  it  was  May,  it  caused  us  no  discomfort." 

**  And  was  the  plague  then  in  our  valley  ?" 

**  No,  not  yet ;  but  it  soon  came  to  La  Tour.  The  price  of 
everything  went  up  immensely ;  the  French  surgeon  demanded 
fifty  pistoles  of  gold  for  bleeding  a  man,  and  some  person^- 
gave  away  estates  to  friends,  who  would  promise  only  to  burjr^ 
them  if  they  died.  On  July  the  12th,  poor  Bemardin,  pastor 
of  Pral,  died,  and  on  the  24th  the  pastor  of  Angrogna.  Seveu- 
others  died  during  the  next  month.  The  survivors  met  in  that 
mountain  which  you  all  know,  Mount  Saumette,  near  the 
Vach^re,  and  which  is  the  nearest  place  to  Angrogna,  Pramo]| 
and  Prarusting.  We  met  on  the  2nd  of  August ;  there  were 
only  six  of  us  then  to  the  work  of  all  the  churches.  Three  of 
the  six  died  soon  after.'* 

"  Oh,  grandfather,  and  you  were  still  alive,  though  you  had 
seejL  so  many  others  die !" 

"  Yes,  God's  providence  preserved  me.  We  three  survir 
Yors  met  again  on  the  heights  of  Angrogna,  to  consider  what 
we  could  do  to  supply  the  churches.  We  wrote  to  Constantly 
nople,  to  Geneva,  and  to  Dauphiny.  Not  long  after  another 
died,  and  there  remained  only  two  to  perform  iie  duty  for  thp 
whole  of  the  three  valleys." 

"  How  many  people  do  you  think  died,  Etienne  ?"  asked  iik^ 
Moderator. 

**  I  have  told  you,  I  think,  my  boy." 

"You  said  12,000,  grandfather." 

"  Yes,  12,000  :  at  La  Tour  fifty  families  were  swept  aw^; 
The  harvests  rotted  on  the  fields,  the  fruits  dropped  from  the 
trees,  horsemen  fell  from  their  horses  in  the  middle  of 'tbe 
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rdad,  and  r^iudned  tmbniied ;  tHe  great  roads  were  strewn 
-with  80  znaaj  bodies  of  men  and  beasts  that  it  was  dangerous 
to. pass  along  them.  The  solitnde  of  the  desert  came  upon 
many  towns ;  servants*  wages  were  fonr  times  their  ordinary 
rate,  Lucille,  and  there  were  no  nurses- for  the  poor  babies  who 
weire  bom  at  this  time." 

"AJas!"  replied  Martha,  "  I  remember  it  well,  and  the 
difficulty  I  had  in  nursing  Baynald.^' 

**  My  friend  and  brotiier,  GiUes,  the  historian,  lost  four  of 

bis  sons.    For  some  time  I  was  alone,  and  had  the  care  of  all. 

theehurches.     I  went  into  all  the  parishes  twice  every  Sunday, 

and  once,  at  least,  on  every  day  in  the  week.     I  visited  the- 

siok  without  fear  of  deatji,  knowing  that  the  hairs  of  my  head 

were  numbered.     I  passed  amidst  persons  infected  with  the 

plague,  and  through  villages  which  presented  only  spectacles 

of  death,  and  I  might  truly  say — 

*  Ubiqae 
Lnotus,  nbique  payor,  et  plurima  mortis  imago.* 

Ijb  was  at  this  time,  when  the  new  pastors  had  come  from 

Geneva,  that  we  were  obliged  to  use  the  French  language  for 

preaching  instead  of  the  Italian." 

"  And  what  more  had  you  to  do,  grandfather,  when  the 
plague  ceased  P" 

"  Oh,  we  had  a  great  deal  to  do  to  arrange  matters  in 
every  parish,  and  it  was  extraordinary  what  a  number  of 
marriages  took  place  afterwards.  The  reason  was  plain — in 
most  places  the  plague  had  deprived  husbands  of  their  wives, 
abd  wives  of  their  husbands,  so  that  each  one  sought  to  be 
tmited  again  to  some  lone  sister  or  brother,  in  order  to  build 
up  their  ruined  houses.  These  marriages  were  not  celebrated 
Iritli  noise  and  mirth,  as  is  common  in  the  case,  they  were 
rather  like  the  conclusion  of  funeral  solemnities ;  they  were 
marked  by  prayers  to  Gk>d,  rather  than  by  the  songs  of  the 
viol  or  tabret.  We  suffered  during  that  short  period  from  the 
ttiree  worst  plagues  that  can  afflict  the  human  race — ^£Ekmine, 
pestilence,  and  waar— but  God's   providence  preserved   xne 
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throngli  titai'terrible  time.  I  was  <M:l^of  tll0^in!ro;ip%sii>i»  lAa. 
BorviYed;  bat  I  feel  now  tibat  1117  time  is  dvawiag  near;  e^^ 
long  I  shall  be  gathered  to  my  fathers,  and  perhaps  in  a  wiijjr 
more  dreadtiil  than  the  yisitation  of  the  plagp^.'* 

^'Oh,  don't saj  so,  gsand£a.ther,"  soidJBtienno,  "I  am  svsn 
we  cannot  spare  you ;  we  should  all  miss  yon  so  nmoU  if  yoa. 
were  to  die.*' 

"  Well,  children,"  said  Janavel,  "  will  yoo  not  thank  gr^adr  > 
&ther  for  his  interesting  history  P  some  of  yon  will  remember 
it,  perhaps,  after  he  has  gone." 

"  Oh,  yes,"  replied  Valere,  dapping  his  hands,  "  thank, 
you,  grandfather,  your  account  is  sad,  but  very  interesting.'* 

'^  I  hope,  please  God/'  said  Bertin,  '*  that  we  shall  have Ji^. 
plague  in  our  days." 

"  We  have  the  plague  of  monks,"  said  Janavel,  "  and  w©- 
cannot  tell  what  evils  they  may  bring  about ;  but  the  sam^.* 
God  who  preserved  my  father  through  that  stalking  pestilence 
can  preserve  us.  Children,  see  the  sun  is  setting ;  say  good- 
bye to  grandfather,  for  he  is  tired.  You  have  arrived  jiigfc  in 
time,  Eaynald ;  take  your  hat,  and  escort  the  Moderator  «r 
fer  as  the  bridge  of  pines." 


CHAPTER  XVin. 

THE   EDICT. 

The  Modeirator  L^er  was  leaving  La  Baudene,  and  sevaraio? 
the  family  had  assembled  in  the  court  to  bid  him  farewell,  and 
to  watch  the  deepening  shadows  of  evening,  when  they  wore 
startled  by  the  tramp  of  approaching  horses.  They  turned 
their  eyes  in  the  direction  of  the  sound,  and  observed,  throni^ 
the  outer  archway,  a  Piedmomtese  officer  riding  up  the  aveAM 
winch  led  to  the  farm.  Passing  through  the  half-opsned  4ottr 
'vithoixt  ceremesqr^  he  advanced  towards  the  gxoi^  wMoh  ' 
■tsnding  on  the  opposijbe  aide  of.  tho  oporb 


booisy'i&ssirord  withitsjeweUedli^^  €»p  and  pliuii«, 

indicated  him  to  be  a  person  of  difitineiion,  and  proliabljff 
allied  to  noble  blood.  In  his  Isa^d jhe  carried  a  scaroU  of.parch- 
ment,  whidi  be  JXBxrooaLj  nnix^led  and  r£dlisd.aeTeiaL  times. 

**BeapMcB  !'^  cried  he,  ap|Nroaching  the  group,  and  holding 
oiMi'iiieseroll  in  his  right  haxid,  ^'your  &CBOt  is  ouiside  the  ae-* 
kBDwledged  limits  in  which  you  have  been  tcdeo^ated  by  lav.  V 
Gastaldo,  the  Papal  Delegate,  has  issued  an  ord^r,  conv 
raandfTig  you  to  recant,  and  come  to  maas ;  if  you  will  not, 
yonrlease  is  out  in  throe  days." 

**'6ir,"aaid  JanaTel,  **we  have  as  yet  heard  nothing  on 
the  subject,  and,  without  evidence,  we  hardly  dare  insult  oiir- 
Bafee  by  supposing  he  could  sanction  so  imqnltous  a  measure." 

^'The  edict  has  his  sancticoi^"  replied  the  o^cy^r.  "BJe 
-vfin  ha^e  only  Catholic  tenants  outside  your  guax»ntaed 
IknitB ;  and,  in.  case  of  your  refusal  to  comply  with  the  terms, 
I  yon  notice  to  quit  on  the  28tk" 

*0h,  mother,"  said  Susanne,  "what  does  that  str^mgt 

Lwaztt,and  what  has  he  saidv  which  makes  grand&i^er 
lookao  unhapf^yP" 

The  gloom  of  sorrow  was  visible  on  the  cpuntenanoes  of 
the  group  as  they  looked  at  the  officer,  aiud  began  to  compre- 
hend  the  purport  of  his  mission. 

Troubles  which  break  in  upon  ur  unawares  ane  o&gd.  hsi 
gradually  realized;  after  the  first  atfrupefaotion  and  distrust 
comes  the  poigaaacy  of  the  bitter  raooU,  aotd  then  the  evoxfa. 
seems  like  some  cruel  dream,  which  has  left  us  oppresst^  with 
a  crashing  weight,  to  understand  which  W9  must  awake  i0 
wfleotioai,  and  retrace  the  haarowing  past. 

I^  was  thus  with  the  £aamLy  at.  la,  Baud^ne.  The  an?) 
neuneement  of  tixis  edict  fell  upon  them  jybe  a  i^undarbolt. 
Hb  €r8t  efiect  ^produced  stupe&dion  and  nnhelii^;  its  reaction 
horror  and  agony. 

'    A  flitence  MIL  as  death  spa&^boniid  thai^  tiircle,  during 
which  the  occasMaaH  ehanping  ofthe  hoism^jbiii^.^iiVkSitbd  onlj^ 
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sdnnd  andible.  Baynald  was  the  first  to  recover  himself;  lie 
advaaced  towards  the  officer,  and  laying  his  hand  on  the 
bridle  of  the  horse,  said — 

^^By  whose  authoriiy  do  yon  annonnce  this  order,  and 
what  have  you  to  prove  the  tmth  of  your  assertion  ?" 

'*  The  proof  of  my  commission  is  this  parchment,  signed 
by  the  Delegate  Oastaldo,  and  sealed  with  the  arms  of  Savoy* 
I  bear  the  commission  of  the  Duke,  and  am  the  son  of  the 
Marquis  of  Pianesse." 

"  The  Duke,"  replied  Raynald,  bitterly,  "  might  find  more 
fitting  work  for  his  officers  against  his  country's  enemies  than 
sending  them  to  bring  misery  into  the  peaceful  families  of  his 
own  subjects." 

"You  are  Italians  by  birth,"  said  Echard;  "why  do  you 
not  belong  to  the  one  true  Church  established  in  the  land,  and 
then  you  would  be  our  brothers  as  well  in  creed  as  by  blood?" 

"  Perhaps,"  said  Baynald,  "  you  are  the  officer  in  charge  of 
these  brigands  and  outlaws  that  come  from  Fignerol  and  else« 
where,  to  plunder  and  murder  in  our  valleys." 

**Call  not  the  Duke's  soldiers  brigands,  young  man," 
retorted  the  officer,  grasping  his  sword,  "  or  it  may  fere  badly 
with  you  unless  you  retract  your  words." 

"  And  this  is  done  in  the  name  of  religion !"  continued 
Eaynald.  "What  religion  is  this  which  makes  us  outcasts 
£rom  our  homes,  and  by  threats  of  confiscation  and  death 
would  win  us  to  the  Roman  church  P  Do  you  think  Peter  or 
Paul  would  have  converted  in  this  manner  at  Rome  ?" 

"Keep  your  theology  to  yourself,  young  Luther.  I  am 
not  sent  here  to  argae,  but  to  discharge  my  duty.  You  have 
heard  your  orders.  If  you  want  to  keep  yoxir  fireeholds,  you 
can  see  that  an  alternative  is  allowed  you  in  the  proclamation." 

"Of  base  apostacy,  I  suppose,"  said  Baynald;  "for  my 
part  I  would  sooner  forfeit  every  acre  than  be  seduced  by  the 
Pope  of  Rome  or  his  monkish  brigands." 

"Young  barhet^  is  this  your  submission  to  your  Sovereign? 
I  thought  that  loyalty  was  part  of  your  creed." 
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'  "We  have  always  been  loyal,"  rejoined  Bodolphe,  **al- 
ihongh  tlie  nnmerons  outrages  of  iliis  sorfc  from  whicli  we 
Imre  suffered  have  been  eno^gli  to  extingnisb  our  allegiance 
to  the  bouse  of  Savoy." 

^Tbe  edict  is  not  mine,  old  man ;  I  am  but  the  bearer  of 
it,"  said  the  officer,  looking  with  interest  at  the  group  of 
children  who  were  standing  near  the  door.  *'  It  grieves  me  to 
serve  this  notice  of  ejectment,  as  you  appear  to  be  a  large  and 
happy  femily." 

"  Hypocrite,"  said  Baynald,  **  add  not  insult  to  injury ;  we 
have  heard  so  many  sofb  professions  from  Eome's  emissaries 
that  we  value  them  at  their  worth." 

**  Heretic  dog,"  exclaimed  the  officer,  "  you  will  provoke 
He  to  do  violence  to  my  feelings  to  curb  your  insolence." 

•*  I  wish,"  continued  Baynald,  "  that  Gastaldo,  or  the  Duke 
had  a  month's  experience  of  the  mountains  at  this  time  of  year." 

*^  Hush,  Baynald,"  said  Bodolphe,  approaching  his  grand* 
son,  '*  the  Lord  hath  sent  this  young  man,  in  his  providence, 
even  as  He  permitted  Shimei  to  curse  David.  *  It  is  the  Lord, 
let  Him  do  what  seemeth  Him  good.'  Let  not  your  temper 
embrcnl  us,  or  it  will  be  worse  for  us  all." 

*^  Aged  father,  your  advice  is  sound,"  replied  Echard,  un- 
rolling the  parchment ;  ^  to  bend  is  easier  than  to  resist,  if 
yon  will  not  accept  the  terms.  But  I  wiU  read  Ghtstaldo's 
edict,  as  I  was  ordered  to  publish  it,  and  you  will  then  see 
that  I  do  not  exceed  my  painful  commission." 

Echard  then  read  in  a  loud  and  distinct  voice  the  fol« 
lowinf? : — 

"Andr6  Gastaldo,  Docteur  es  Lois,  Conseiller,  Maitre 
Auditeur  ordinaire,  seant  en  la  tr^s-Blustre  Chambre  des 
Comtes  de  S.  A.  B.  et  Gonservateur  general  de  la  Sainte  Foy, 
pour  I'observation  des  Ordres  publics  contre  la  pretendue 
Religion  Beform^e  des  Valines  de  Lucerne,  de  Perouse,  et  de 
S.  Martin,  et  k  cet  effet  specialement  depute  par  S.  A.  B." 

^  After  mumbling  rapidly  to  himself  the  beginning  of  the 
order,  he  continued,  in  a  loud  tone : — 
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"Qu'ite  agrejit,  dang-  trow  jours  prochaiosj  depfuin  la  "pub^ 
lication  et  ei^ecntion  des  pre&entes,  k  se  retirer,  ahandcmncdj^ 
et  delaisser  le»  dits  lieux  avec  ^tes  leors  familleSi  et  80 
transporter  ^s  quartiers  et  limites  que  S.  A.  .B.  tolere,  jusqa'A. 
son  bon  plaisir,  qui  sont  Bobbi,  YiUar,  Angpogne  Boras,  et  la 
contree  des  Bonnets,  sous  peine  de  la  vie,  et  de  la  confi^eatiM 
de  leurs  maisons  et  biens,  qui  se  renoontrent  bors  des  dite$ 
limites :  et  ce  toutes-fots  et  qmntes  que  dans  mngtjowrs  stUvam^ 
ihnefacent  conster  far  devant  notis  quHls  se  sotU  CathoUsfSSg, 
ou  quHls  out  vendu  leurs  Mens  a  des  GathoUgues. 

"  Ponne  k  Lucerne  le  25  Janvier,  1655. 
"Sign6:  Andre  Gastaldo, 

"  Auditeur  Depute.** 

'*  Friend,''  said  Janavel,  looking  the  officer  steadily  in  tbe . 
faiJe,  "  tell  your  Duke  not  to  play  the  hypocrite  before  the 
world  by  saying  that  he  punishes  us  for  rebellion,  and  not  for- 
our  religion.  We  have  always  been  loyal,  and  have  ser^red 
him  well  in  times  of  need.  Our  obedience  to  thi^  cruel  edict- 
will  prove  that  we  are  loyal.  It  is  only  for  our  religion  tiuit 
he  persecutes  us.  You  see  that  all  is  conceded  if  we  will  ak 
jure  and  go  to  mass." 

''Well,  you  must  settle  that  vnSpi  the  Duke,  or  Gastaldo; 
I  am  not  responsible  far  their  deeds  nor  motives.  IJbave  oi^. 
to  tell  you  a  plain  £act,  although  it's  a  sad  one;  and  an  irri-  ■ 
tating  one  as  would  appear  irom  the  temper  of  my  friend  tbara^ 
who  seemed  inclined  to  try  his  strength  wiib.me ;  but  I  pr^ 
Buime  I  should  be  a  match  fox  his  long  arms,  or  I  am.  mis- 
taken;" 

"  The  Pope's  officers  always  take  care  to  ke^  their  steel 
gloves  on  when  there's  danger/'  retorted  Baynald.    "  Throw* 
away  your  jewelled  sword,  and  I  should  not  be  a&aid  to  trr 
your  siitbws,  and  see  if  the  pampered  ccurtier  would  mat(jt. 
the  peasant  who  has  fed  on  pulse  aaid  water." 

"  Low-bom  churl,"  said  Echard,  losing  his  temper,  "  mao^r, 
ypu  are  so  anxioivs  for  the  experiment  the  og^iortuniiy  Biay 
come  hereafter." 


^6bf  «ir/'  mB  Mniliay  d^pii^  his  knee,  4nd  UMx^  «p 
ifti#Us&e»'iivMt  a'l€k)k  of  ttmittoradble  emoticm,  vkidi  thriiUd 
-Ibdiaiid  to  Ml  Booly  ^'livrei&cnrc^cmTwriookatthatoklmany 
aqr i&itlier ;  is  there  no  regnd  due  tathoie  wMie  hairaP  hmr 

'  CC&  be  snrvvire  if  tamed  out  m  i^ie  snow  and  rain  upon  the 
wmmiakosAt'&aB  time  of  the  year?    Look  at  our  litiJe  on«8-^ 

■  tiillyoa  seatternaP  will  yoa  kill  ns?  Oh,  be  our fiiend^ 
'intercede  fmr  us." 

'^Ifadain,"  said  Echard,  overcome  with  the  earnest  appeal, 
^1  gnere  faf  yoo.  God  forgive  me  if  I  am  instramentally 
1^  deitorfer  of  homes,  and  a  scatterer  of  the  fetiherless.  I  can 
iteiost  feel  myself  that  i^re  is  something  in  your  glorions 
Alfm  whioh  makes  yon  love  yonr  free  mountain  home.** 

Sohafd  felt  the  eloquence  of  those  tearfnl  eyes,  gairing 
upon  him  wiili  an  eagerness,  as  if  a  thousand  memories 
throbbed  within  her  breast.  At  length,  overcome  wi^  her 
iadtngB,  Martha  fainted  and  sank  into  Eaynald's  arms. 

Schaid  strove  to  conceal  his  emotion,  and  tamed  his  eyes 
imJaBttvel,  whose  quiet  dignity  and  noble  mien,  bearing  tho 

.^tftMiip  of  nature's  nobility,  elicited  his  admiration.  He  gazed 
for  s  moment  at  the  surrounding  children,  whose  voioes  were 
llBshed  from  sympathy  with  their  parents'  grief    Heremem- 

.  4bn8d  the  Tumours^  that  he  had  heard  of  this  peculiar  faroify, 
abd.the  thought  tiiat  lolande  was  probabty  their  guest  ia- 

'^ereased  Ids  interest. 

'**S(tr,"  said  Janavel,  xntetrupting  his  reactions,  and 
addressing  him  as  he  was  turning  his  horse  to  depart,  .'^yoor 
countenance  declares  that  your  heart  is  not  yet  seared  with 
Iqrpocrisy  and  blood.  Would  that  the  Duke  would  reconsider 
his  edict !  Look  round  at  our  home  which  you  will  break 
up;  your  courage,  I  dorubt  not,  would  lead  you  in  the  front 
of  the  battle,  but  act  not  towards  us  as  if  we  were  enemies. 
If  you  tremble  in  tte  discharge  of  this  commission,  it  will  do 
to  yiMtr  heart  as  a  man^  and  to  your  conmge  as  a 

'I  feel  your  words,  but  Itnm&ot  help  yo«*    I  notr  Hd 
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yoTi  good-day,  for  I  mnsb  call  on  yonr  neighboim ;  yott  had 
better  be  moving  while  there  is  time,  for  the  Lrish  and  the 
French  may  be  coming  along  the  road,  and  a  starving  bawk 
-will  not  last  long  on  what  they  leave.*' 

^^  Alas!"  said  Echard  to  himself  as  he  rode  away.  f^Is 
this  the  frnit  of  religion  ?  To  outrage  persons  because  ih«y 
are  of  a  different  creed,  to  oppress  loyal  subjects,  to  mak«  tiie 
widow  and  fatherless  homeless  in  the  midst  of  winter?  My 
conscience  is  in  doubt ;  I  do  not  altogether  approve  of  these 
deeds,  although  I  am  a  Catholic,  and  have  heard  the  ail- 
ments by  which  they  are  vindicated.  I  cannot  help  feeling 
that  this  edict  is  harsh  and  unjust,  and  my  feelings  re^t 
against  the  employment  of  force  or  crueliy  to  win  converts^to 
our  creed.  If  our  Church  be  true,  and  they  are  really  in 
danger  of  hell  fire,  asr  our  monks  keep  telling  us,  it  seems  to 
me  we  ought  to  try  the  effect  of  kindness  and  persuasion  in 
this  world,  for  they  will  have  to  suffer  enough  hereafter.  It 
is  a  commission  I  do  not  relish,  and  no  honour  to  a  soldier 
either.  After  all  I  have  much  less  zeal  and  faith  since  I  have 
been  to  Home,  and  know  what  takes  place  behind  the  scenes. 
Methinks  this  seems  a  loving  family.  I  like  the  bold  spirit  of 
that  young  fellow,  who  was  inclined  to  skirmish  with  me,  aUd 
the  intrepid  glance  of  his  father's  eagle  eye.  O  Lord!  lay  not 
this  sin  to  the  charge  of  the  unwilling  instrument." 

Indulging  in  these  reflections,  Echard  galloped  up  Hie 
valley,  until  he  reached  Les  Eyrals  at  the  entrance  of  La 
Tour. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

THE    EDICT    DISCUSSED, 

«  This  edict  is  most  unjust  and  cruel  I"  exclaimed  BayiuJd 
with  indignation,  as  the  family  gathered  together  the  next 
ta^ening  to  arrange  their  plans. 


•^  VHl  IDIOT  DlflOUSSBa  95 

r  w  '  ^M^jr  bay/'  Mid  Bodolpbe,  •*  there  are  too  many  precedents 
«Wr  it  in  history,  and  Rome  boasts  of  being  semper  eadent.  It 
iit  j«fiuMt  Gastrocaro  did  when  he  was  governor  of  the  valleys 
nearly  a  hundred  years  ago,  in  1566,  when  he  commanded  onr 

'  ^E^here^to  quit  their  dwellings  in  twenty-fonr  hours,  under  the 
pain  of  confiscation  and  death;  then,  tn  1601,  I  remember* 

'-  'intieilT  was  a  young  man,  an  order  was  published  in  the  Mar- 

-•>.  ^lEiisato  of  Saluces,  requiring  our  brethren  to  go  to  mass,  or  to 
leK^&wider  the  same  penalties.  And  some  of  you,  my  chil« 
dzMi,  may  recollect,  in  1634,  how  the  Prefect  Bessan  drove 
onr^iends  out  of  the  commune  of  Campillon  in  twenty-four 
bours^  in  the  execution  of  a  similar  order.     It  reminds  me  of 

'  'flie^pjEMsage  in  Yirgil  I  was  reading  ta  yon,  Baynald— 

*  Veteres  migrate  ooloni, 
Kane  Ticti,  tristes,  quoniam  fors  omnia  vewat.'  •* 

*.*  But  the  edict  is  unjust  as  well  as  cruel — ^is  it  not,  grand- 

"Yes,  our  right  to  live  here,  if  not  to  preach,  has  been 
.  zecogniaed  by  numerous  edicts,  as  in  the  noted  one  of  1561. 
..Jiffiia,  in  1603,  we  paid  six  thousand  ducats  for  the  right  of 
.  )i%lnjbation,  and  the  confirmation  of  all  our  past  privileges; 
.  wd  it  was  only  last  B'ovember  that  our  Moderator  submitted 
'  to  Crastaldo,  and  to  the  Counts  Bessan  and  Christopcl,  the 
^  i^rigipals  of  our  conceded  privileges,  which  were  admitted  as 
valid,  and  were  confirmed  by  his  Boyal  Highness.*' 

"  What  ard  the  motives,  then,  which  induce  the  Duke  to 
forget  the  past,  and  change  his  conduct  so  soon  ?'* 

"  They  are,  doubtless,  many  and  complicated,"  said  Janavel. 
**  I  attribute  most  to  the  jubilee  of  1650,  with,  its  first-fruits, 
the  institution  of  the  Propaganda  at  Turin ;  then  advantage 
is  taken  of  the  settlement  of  monks  in  every  commune,  of  the 
cantonment  pf  soldiers,  and  of  the  various  calumnies  which 
have  been  so  flErtfully  spread' against  us."  ' 

"But,  children,"  said  Rodolphe,  "let  us  consider  our 
]^lans  and  depide  our  movements  i  for,  though  the  edict  speaks 
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fiafler  rath€9p  tlMtti-*---'*  v.,, 

^'BeoanV'  i&ttrnipted  JanaireL    ^IxiAeod  we  mc9^.^  JOm: 
loyalty  to  tine  Dolce  is  imquestioned  m  mattttrs  civil  ;'.biit 
.  wliere  liberiy  of  oonseience  is  Goncemed,  wb  inasl  obcgr  Clod 

rather  than  lUanu"  -.i  : 

'^  But  it's  hard  to  bear  what  is  so  shamefnllj  uiijtL8ty''"8aid 

,  Baynald,  hus  eye  BeMxtg  with  indignation.     ^  The  Dnke 

.ought  to  remember  our  services  in  '88,  '39,  and '40.    Jr've 

oi%en  heard  you  speak  of  our  loyalty  when  the  Princes  Maurice 

and  Thomas  excited  a  revolution  in  Piedmonts  «» that  Madtttte 

was  obliged  to£y  from  Turin." 

"True,"  replied  Janavel,  "we  did  not  swerve  froni'^avr 
allegiance  to  the  throne.  Our  valley  of  Lucema  was  especially 
loyal,  and  was  in  consequence  cruelly  ravaged  by  the  Marquis 
of  Angrogna,  who  was  in  open  revolt." 

"  And  this  edict  is  our  reward  for  loyalty,  because  we  are 
Protestants!  while  the  rebellion  of  the  Catholics  iB  ^tafBj 
forgotten." 

"Wen,  Eaynald,*'  calmly  rgoined  Rodolphe,  "leturdfc- 

cem  the  finger  of  God,  who  tumeth  the  hearts  of  meii:'«B 

rivers  of  water,  and  who  maketh  the  wicked  the  ministeaf»  «f 

his  purpose.    May  his  presence  go  with  us,  and  give  us  rest; 

with  Him  we  have  all  things,  and  Paul  counted  all  thingd  but 

'  loss  for  the  excellency  of  Christ.     The  old  saying  is  quile 

true — 

*6iiie  ■ammo  bono,  nihil  boninn.' " 

"What  phm  would  you  suggest,  father?"  asked  Jattavel. 

•  "  I  thought  we  might  move  to  Villar,  where  our  friends  Jahier 

atxd  HicheHn  would   afford  us  shislter,  and  there  await  '^he 

eourse  of  events.    It  is  one  of  the  four  places  mentioned  in 

the  edict,  and  within  our  immemorial  limits." 

*'I  am  afmid,"  isuggested  Madeleine  in  a  chokinigToloe^ 
"  that  the  soldiers  who  are^  quiattered  there  will  xttolesi  vte.*^  - 

"  Should  there  be  any  danger  of  that,  Janavbl,  it  would  be 
wiser  for  us 'to  separate,  and  ntove  to  the  higher  yiiltejm. 
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Someofnsimglit  find  shelter  in  Angrogna,  others  at  Rora, 
and  in  &dr&nM  we  must,  like  onr  ancestorsy  take  refuge  in  the 
caverns  of  Castelluzzo ;  but  ihese  are  casualties  which  I  trufct 
laay  not  happen.*' 

*'  What  do  you  think,  father,  we  should  do  with  our  guest, 
lolande  ;  would  it  not  be  safer  for  her  to  leave  us  ?*' 

•*  Oh,  do  not  desert  me,  kind  protectors,  I  wish  to  learn 
xntote  of  your  &iith,  which  seems  so  much  better  than  ours.  I 
cannot  leave  Ardoine,  for  whom  I  feel  the  love  of  a  sister." 

**  What  arrangements  have  you  made  about  sister  Marie  ?** 
frhispered  Martha  to  her  husband. 

"  We  must  fetch  a  litter  from  La  Tour,  and  transport  her 
up  the  valley  to  Yillar." 

**  I  fear,"  said  Marguerite,  "  she  will  not  stand  the  ex- 
posure, especially  at  this  time  of  the  year." 

"  Alas  I"  replied  Janavel,  "  there  is  no  help ;  to  leave  her 
here  longer  than  is  necessary  is  to  expose  her  to  danger.  And 
we  should  not  forgive  ourselves  if  anything  happened  to  her. 
Baynald,*'  continued  he,  ''have  you  spoken  about  parting 
with  our  farm  ?  Does  not  the  edict  give  us  the  option  of 
Belling  it,  orarowe  to  be  beggared  by  that  legal  robbery  called 
oonfiiBcation  ?" 

•*  To  be  obliged  to  sell,  father,  within  a  given  time  is  like 
giving  away  a  thing.  People  won't  buy  when  they  know  you 
must  sell,  but  will  rather  wait  for  the  chapter  of  accidents." 

"  Oh,  it  is  a  grievous  thing,"  interrupted  Lucille.  **  My 
home,  my  home,  alas !  how  can  I  leave  it  ?" 

"  I  suppose,"  said  Janavel,  *'  our  lands  will  be  given  to  the 
Catholics  who  eject  us.  I  heard  to-day  that  there  are  a  num- 
ber of  Lrishmen  in  the  country,  and  that  the  Duke  thinks  of 
settling  them  here." 

*'  If  this  be  so,"  replied  Daniel,  "  we  must  do  the  best  wo 
ean  before  it  is  too  late.  Baynald,  you  were  to  speak  to  our 
neighbour  Manchon,  and  see  if  you  could  come  to  terms  about 
the  land.  This  land  adjoins  his,  and  would  be  a  valuable 
addition  to  his  property." 

H 
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^So  I  did;  imt  he^s  Hke  all  the  re^  fdi  of  pirofesKionii 
when  ihere%  no  dasjs^  of  a  test,  but  full  of  difiBlciilties  when 
llie  oppoHmnity  arises." 

"  That  is  odd,"  said  Janavel,  "  for  it  has  been  Hie  staple ^ef 
bis  conversation  since  I  was  a  boy.  When  he  conld  for  a 
moment  cease  talking  about  himself,  he  declared  he  entned 
this  plot  of  gronnd,  which  would  just  fill  up  the  irnsgnlar 
•  diape  of  his  farm,  and  make  it  a  ^  unity,'  as  he  called  it." 

"  He  was  willing  to  bargain,  but  his  terms  were  so  low 
that  they  were  an  insult.  It  is  really  iniquitous  to  eject  us 
from  our  property,  and  virtually  to  rob  us  of  it,  so  ihsit  we 
are  sent  forth  like  beggars." 

"  Hush,  my  boy,"  said  Jean,  "let  us  not  arraign  ijnod's 
provideikces.  We  must  trust  and  look  to  Him,  and  not  to 
second  causes.  When  we  look  at  them  we  feel  a  natural 
irritation.  But  our  minds  only  get  composed  by  looking 
above  the  instrument  to  the  real  Mover,  and  feeling  that  He 
has  his  wise  purposes." 

"  Bight,  brother,"  said  Janavel,  "  that  is  what  Paul  would 
have  done,  and  what  the  Christians  o^  old  time  did  when 
there  was  less  wealth  and  more  faith  in  the  Church.  lolande, 
you  shall  go  with  us.  I  trust  you  will  learn  more  of  our 
^creed,  that  yon  may  be  able  to  join  our  communion.  Our 
inorality  is  not  expediency,  so  you  may  rest  on  our  words  as 
on  a  sister's  oath,  and  feel  that  your  life  and  honour  shall  be 
safb  in  our  keeping." 

"  Ah,  here  comes  Barba  Leger,"  said  Valere,  hastening  to 
meet  the  Moderator.     "  We  are  so  sad,  Barba." 

"  I  know  you  are,  my  boy.  Good  day.  Father  Bodolpke, 
I  doubt  not  your  heart  is  fixed,  trusting  in  the  Lord." 

"  I  hope  it  is,"  replied  the  patriarch.  "  Paul  would  oowxk 
oven  this  a  light  affliction,  which  is  but  for  a  moment  in  con- 
trast witii  the  eternal  weight  of  glory.  You  have  done  w^y. 
Moderator,  in  coming;  I  thought  your  kind  heart  would 
prompt  you  to  sympathize  with  us." 

"Weep  with  them  that  weep,"  replied  the  pastor.     **! 


AbSL  fibothe  yon  more  sot  by  aiiempUng  to  staimcli  your 
toBM,  hot  rather  by  -niyngling  mine  MnijbL  thenk" 

*^'^How  can  \re  better  consecrate  our  last  moments,"  said 
Bodol|die,  .^tlian  by  the  commemoration  of  our  Savioar*s 
dying  love?  Eaynald,  you  have  long  been  preparing  yomv 
aeif  for  ths3  holy  feast;  let  ns  renew,  then,  ^ar  ike  last  time, 
our  £aimily  «acrifioe  of  praise  and  thanksgiving.  Ardoine — 
Where's  the  child?  " 

*^Ske  went  to  Annt  Marie  a  few  minutes  ago/'  said 
Baysald. 

"  Then  in  half  an  hour  you  can  join  thmn,  and  pre- 
pare ihem  for  our  coming,  if  Marie  feds  equal  to  Uie  exertion. 
'  We  will  take  the  cap  of  salvation,  and  call  upon  the  name  of 
liielnrd.''' 


CHAPTEB  XX. 

MOTHEE  AND  DAUGHTEE. 

"Mother,  dear  mother,"  said  Ardoino,  bending  over  the 
invmlid,  and  moistening  her  lips  with  firesh  water,  ^  you  look 
M>  tired,  I  hope  you  do  not  feel  worse ;  there,  that  will  refresh 
joa;  stay,  Icrfi  me  add  a  drop  of  lemon  juice,  and  that  will 
give  it  more  flavour." 

"Hianks,  daughter,"  said  Marie,  with  difficulty;  "you 
aee  how  frail  my  life  is,  I  may  leave  you  at  any  moment." 

"  Oh,  don't  say  so,  mother,  the  world  would  become  a 
\itknlr  to  me  if  you  were  taken  away ;  everything  would  loso 
its  interest ;  I  am  very,  very  happy  with  my  arlnts ;  but  you  aro 
a  m(»dier,  and  a  mother  is  nature'^  friend,  and  is  only  given 
to  BB  once  in  our  lives.  You  are  all  the  world  to  me,  although 
yon  Are  a  prisoner  in  your  sick  bed." 

"  But  suppose  thaii  I  should  be  taken  from  you,  Ardoine ; 
I  should  like  to  feel  that  I  lefb  you  in  some  one's  safe  keeping, 
it  would  make  me  die  happier." 
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**  Oh,  moiihery  wliat  makes  you  talk  like  tliis  ?  It  makes 
my  heart  heavy.  I  trast  Grod  will  spare  you  to  us  for  some 
time  yet ;  but  dou't  be  unhappy  about  me,  for  I  am  sure  yot^ 
might  leave  me  safely  in  Uncle  Janayel's  charge,  you  knoW 
how  kind  and  fatherly  he  is.'* 

**  I  am  sure  he  will  be  a  father  to  you ;  but  you  are  now 
grown  upi  and  it  is  not  unlikely  that  the  thought  of  marriag^ 
may  have  crossed  your  mind." 

"  Marriage ! "  artlessly  replied  Ardoine,  "  I  do  not  think  it 
has ;  I  have  been  so  happy  with  you,  that  I  have  not  thougM 
on  the  subject." 

**Is  there  no  one  among  your  friends,"  whispered  ihe 
invalid,  "  for  whom  you  feel  any  attachment  ?" 

"  Not  in  the  sense  you  mean.  You  know  you  have  taught 
me  to  look  upon  marriage  in  a  serious  light ;  and,  as  I  have 
not  associated  with  the  Catholic  girls  on  the  neighboaring 
farm  I  have  heard  little  on  this  subject." 

"Then  tell  me,  my  daughter,  how  should  you  like 
Haynald  ?  you  know  he  is  a  great  favourite  of  mine ;  he  would 
be  kind  to  you,  and  you  have  known  each  other's  characters 
from  youth," 

"  Oh,  mother,  poor  dear  Raynald,  I  do  love  him ;  but  he's 
like  my  brother,  and  I  never  thought  about  marrying  him.'^ 
She  paused  as  the  conversation  of  the  day  before  floated 
across  her  mind  in  a  new  light. 

"  But  you  can  think  of  it  now  that  I  have  suggested  the 
thought— consider  he  is  a  good  young  man,  and  has  the  fear 
of  God  in  his  heart,  and  loves  you.  You  must  have  guessed 
that  before  now.  Women  they  say  are  quick-witted  enougll 
in  some  things." 

"Then  I  am  duller,  I  fear,  than  my  sex  generally.  I 
know  Eaynald  likes  my  company,  and  we  have  always  beeft 
the  best  of  friends ;  but,  indeed,  the  idea  of  marriage  is  nerff^ 
for  I  have  never  thought  of  him  in  that  light." 

^^But  you  have  a  regard  for  him,  and  that  may  ietpM 
into  a  warmer  attachment."  *^  ' 
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,  .^  ^  *;  .0]^  dear  mother,  don't  press  me.  Ton  know  how  I  love 
jqn,  §114  how  I  would  do  anything  to  make  you  happy.  Ton 
i^^Qt  force  the  heart,  and  I  have  heard  you  say  yourself, 
when  talldng  of  early  days,  that  we  need  a  dash  of  romance  to 
T^ff  ^  through  the  routine  of  after  life,  especially  when  wo 
g^QWVe-.acquainted  with  the  foibles  of  each  other's  character.*' 

'^Daughter,  I  may  die  at  any  moment,  and  to  see  you 
^jnai^iftd  to  one  who  would  appreciate  your  worth  would  have 
Ip^^^jcomfort  to  me  in  my  last  moments.  You  have  had  a 
bright  example  of  domestic  bliss  in  our  present  home.  We 
^ere.,  svf,  sisters,  and  we  married  six  brothers ;  and,  I  may 
truly  addj  not  from  convenances  but  j&om  love;  do  you  not 
^l|i^  ^0, Judging  by  results  ?" 

,j..*^ Indeed  I  do,  mother,  our  home  has  been  like  a  little 
pfirajiae;  we  have  been  very  happy." 

"  Alas !"  replied  Marie,  **  Raynald  has  been  in  to  me  this 
jpprnifxg  with  very  sad  news,  and  this  makes  me  more  anxious 
^  spei^  to  you  on  the  subject  of  marriage.  The  Duke  has 
jj^^d  w  edict  commanding  us  to  become  Eoman  Catholics 
and  go  to  mass,  or  to  leave  our  farm  in  three  days.'* 

."But  surely  mother,  he  does  not  mean  to  put  it  into 
exwition,'* 

"I  fear  he  does.  You  know  how  often  these  things  have 
chequered  our  history.  Oh,  think  of  our  beloved  home  being 
t^ea  &om  us,  and  our  becoming  outcasts  in  our  valleys." 
,  :"  Dearest  mother,  what  will  become  of  you  ?  I  am  young 
fuid  strong,  and  can  work  for  our  living,  if  some  of  our  friends 
jli  the  higher  valleys  will  receive  us.  But  how  could  you 
iaivel?*' 

"Think  not  of  me,  dear  child,  I  hover  on  the  brink  of 
eternity.  I  am  approaching,  step  by  step,  the  stream  of 
4m^»  that  river  Jordan,  but  my  Saviour  whispers  to  me, 
*  Let  not  your  heart  be  troubled,  for  I,  who  was  lifted  up  on 
Calvajy's  cross,  will  never  forsake  thee.'  Oh,  my  daughter, 
was  there  ever  love  like  this  ?  How  transporting  the  thought 
of  spending  a  glorious  eternity  with  such  a  Ood  of  purity  and 
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love,  to  go  no  more  out,  haii  to  worship  in  Ioob  holj  temple  for 
ever.  I  shall  soon  reach  my  home,  for  Z  feel  that  I  shall  noi 
outlive  these  scenes,  and  it  -will  be  well  that  I  should  not.  "hfy 
trust  in  the  death  and  merits  of  Christ  is  unclouded,  and  my 
departure  is  a  source  of  joy.  I  mourn  only  for  the  trouhleET 
which  must  attend  those  I  leave  behind,  and  I  feel  mosfc 
anxious  that  you  should  have  a  natural  protector."^ 

"  Oh,  mother,  how  I  love  my  home,  it  will  be  terrible  to  bo 
turned  out ;  and  what  shall  I  do  if  you  also  should  be  taken 
from  me  ?" 

*'  You  see,,  my  daughter,  there  is  an  urgent  reason  why  I 
should  plead  for  Baynald.  Is  it  not  right  that  ybu  should 
have  a  protector  in  these  troublous  times  ?  And  can  you  findf 
one  so  devoted,  so  good,  so  brave?  Let  your  mother's  dying 
voice  plead  for  him,  and  tell  you  what  his  modesty  and  fear 
will  not  allow  him  to  say  himself." 

"Mother,  mother,"  said  Ardoine,  sobbing,  "this  is  very 
painftd.  Love  cannot  be  forced,  and  you  would  not  Kke  to 
make  me  pledge  myself  to  what  I  might  possibly  regret  here- 
after. Dear  Baynald  is  indeed  good,  and  I  love  him  as  a' 
brother;  but  I  could  not  in  a  moment  change  my  habit  of 
feeling  towards  him,  and  regard  him  in  the  i-elationship  javL 
suggest." 

**  True,  my  daoghter,  true.  Will  you  go  so  far  as  to  pro-' 
mise  me  that  you  will  not  marry  without  the  approbation  of 
Pastor  Leger,  our  Moderator,  and  Uncle  Janavel.  Premise 
me  this  before  I  die." 

"This  I  can  readily  do,  because  they  would  not  opposer 
anything  that  was  for  my  real  welfare." 

"  Promise  me,  moreover,  that  you  will  never  wed  a  Boman 
Catholic." 

"  Mother,  what  makes  you  allude  to  such  things  P  or  why 
shoold  you  ask  me  this  question  ?  I  trust  you  have*  never 
seen  anything  in  me  to  make  it  necessary  to  bind  mo ;  but  OB 
ibis  point,  of  course,  I  can  most  readily  assure  you«  Sal 
tnist  you  will  now  feel  happy;    I  must  pray  to  God  to  dmoC 
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zoe  in  this  most  importasit  step,  and  also  to  help  ns  aU 
througli  the  trials  which  appear  to  be  condng  upon  us.  May 
God  preserve  you  long  to  us,  dear  mother,"  added  Ardoine,  as 
she  stooped  down  and  kissed  her  death-like  face. 

**  Fear  not,  my  daughter,  how  often  does  the  storm  burst 
upon  us  with  a  blessing,  and  Christ  comes  to  us  when  we 
least  expect  Bom.  When  you  find  me  dead,,  do  not  look 
at  my  poor  body,  but  think  that  I  am  with  my  God,  praising 
Him  in  all  the  realization  of  that  which  I.  now  believe." 

^  A  tap  was  heard  at  the  door,  and  Baynald  entered.  Treads 
ing  lightly,  lest  he  should  disturb  his  aunt,  he  approached  her 
-bed. 

**The  Moderator  is  here,  dear  aunt,  and  grandfether  is 
aoxioas  for  us  to  join  you  in  celebrating  the  Holy  Supper, 
if  you  feel  well  enough." 

"  Oh,  yes,  always  well  enough  to  commemorate  my  Saviour's 
love,  which  passeth  knowledge.*' 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

THE  FIRST  COMMUlnOir. 

A  SOLEMN  stillness  pervaded  Marie's  chamber,  although  a  large 
group  knclfc  around  her  bed,  and  many  of  the  younger  children 
were  present. 

The  hoary  headed  Bodolphe,  sinking  from  the  decay  of 
nature ;  Marie,  prostrate  with  disease ;  Raynald,  the  athletic 
mountaineer,  full  of  buoyant  health ;  Ardoine,  the  iype  of 
youth  and  beauty ;  the  sorrowing  Martha,  clad  in  her  habitual 
mourning ;  the  little  Lena,  tottering  to  the  foot  of  the  bed, 
and  steadying  herself  by  grasping  the  coverlid,  formed  a  sug^ 
gestive  group  fcdl  of  typical  contrasts. 

Since  the  announcement  of  Gkstaldo's  edict,  every  membeir 
of  the  household  had  been  more  assiduous  at  the  sick  bed,  and 
had  looked  upon  Maxie  with  increased  tenderness,  as  if  &om 
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an  undefined  misgiving  that  her  time  was  short,  and  freixi 
apprehensions  of  the  gloomy  future. 

Marie  herself,  who  might  naturally  have  mourned  nnder 
this  cruel  blow,  maintained  her  nsual  serenity.  Her  sbill 
seemed  more  than  ever  emancipated  from  the  body.  The  God 
of  hope  filled  her  with  joy  and  peace  in  believing,  so  that  sli^ 
abounded  in  hope,  through  the  power  of  the  Holy  Ghost. 
Hope,  glorious  hope  !  that  outleaps  the  present  and  lays  the 
dim  future  under  preliminary  tribute ;  hope,  less  abstract  thait 
faith,  because  instinct  with  more  personality,  invigorated  her 
soul  while  striving  to  explore  the  undiscovered  glories  of 
heaven,  which  dilated  with  greater  vividness  from  contrast 
with  the  bitter  present. 

The  hearts  of  that  silent  band  were  burning  within  ihem^ 
for  their  present  distress  gave  intensiiy  to  their  prayers,  as 
they  secretly  supplicated  grace  for  one  another  in  the  ap- 
proaching hour  of  trial. 

It  was  Raynald's  first  communion ;  it  will  be  his  last  in 
the  home  of  his  fathers.  He  had  of  late  become  more  estab- 
lished in  his  ancestral  faith,  though  previously  his  religious 
impressions  had  ebbed  and  flowed,  increasiug  in  depth  when 
he  left  the  association  of  home,  and  waxing  fainter  by  a 
strange  contradiction  when  he  returned. 

He  had  for  some  time  been  anxious  to  solemnize  his  good 
resolutions  by  joining  in  this  holy  feast  with  his  aunt,  to 
whom  he  felt  deeply  indebted  for  encouragement  and  instruc- 
tion ;  while  Ma^e,  on  her  part  looked  on  him  with  peculiar 
affection,  &om  the  hope  that  she  had  advanced  his  spiritual 
interests. 

Eaynald  was  earnest  and  sincere,  though  occasioAally 
betrayed  by  his  impulsive  temperament ;  yet  he  was  patient 
of  rebuke,  and  ready  to  acknowledge  an  error  when  self-con* 
victed.  He  had  much  to  learn  of  those  passive  graces  which 
fere  the  glory  of  the  gospel ;  but  his  heart  was  upright,  he  cn« 
deavoured  to  act  up  to  his  knowledge  of  truth,  and  was 
greatly  influenced  by  the  consistency  of  Ardoine's  example. :. 
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Bj8  Tenons  feeling  iras  the  only  aUeviation  to  his  inoilier*s 
sorrow,  and  her  heart  would  rally  when  her  son  prayed  with 
kar^-8nd  when  she  listened  to  his  earnest  tone,  at  the  bedside 
€l  his  afflicted  annt. 

'  After  the  accnstomed  prayers,  the  pastor  L6ger  approached 
Mttrn,  and  gave  her  the  broken  bread.  The  cup  trembled  as 
hto  lield  it  to  her  lips,  and  the  words  of  administration  fell 
wxAemsfy  cfik  the  ears  of  all.  Ardoine  communicated  after  her 
Sftoiher.  Giving  the  cup  to  Raynald,  who  knelt  by  her  side, 
the  Moderator  placed  his  right  hand  on  the  young  man's  head, 
and  breathed  a  pi-ayer  for  his  establishment  in  the  faith, 

^Rther  and  pastor,"  whispered  Marie,  when  the  ceremony 
was  concluded,  '^  our  impending  trial  seems  like  a  dream,  but 
asT^ards  myself,  the  prospect  of  death  is  one  of  joy  and  not 
of  sorrow ;  for  I  am  now  ready  to  be  offered  up,  and  the  time 
of  my^partnre  is  at  hand." 

•*  I  rejoice,"  said  the  Moderator,  "that  you  can  still 
irkiittph  over  death." 

'  ^  I  can  embrace  death  as  a  messenger  of  peace.  *  The 
sling  of  death  is  sin ;  but  thanks  be  to  God,  who  giveth  us 
ike  victory  through  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ/  " 

**Tou  can  rest  confidently,"  said  Rodolphe,  "  on  Christ's 
finished  work  on  the  cross  ?" 

'  **I  can,  father.  Christ  did  not  do  his  work  by  halves. 
He  h^  flung  the  door  of  heaven  wide  open  for  us  by  his 
death,  and -sits  there  at  all  hours;  for,  thanks  be  to  God, 
there  is  no  unseasonable  faith." 

**  To  what  would  you  compare  the  love  of  Christ?"  asked 
Baynald. 

"  It  is  not  to  be  compared  to  anything ;  it  is  boundless  and 
un6a,thomable.  I  would  not  lose  what  I  feel  for  ten  thou- 
sand worlds.  My  heart  overflows  with  love.  Eternity  is  fall 
of  it  J  heaven  and  earth  are  full;  Christ  is  foil;  it  is  an 
inexhaustible  fountain." 

"  You  do  not  rest  on  your  own  merits  or  good  works  ?  " 
said  ibo  pastor. 
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'*God  forbid;  I  am  a  sixmer^  redeemed  bMIj  hf  ad 
Uood  of  Jesus.  Sin  is  the  aUioirenoe  of  my  sonl;  it  is  H 
Irarden  too  heavy  for  me  to  bear,  and  jet  daily  do  I  see  mora 
of  my  indwelling  sin/'  .    j 

'^  And  yet  you  are  not  a&aid  to  die  ?"  said  Martha. 

"  No,  indeed !  It  is  not  dying ;  my  soul  shall  soar  on  iriiigi^ 
of  love  to  my  Saviour.  The  body  will  moulder  in  ihe  earth, 
and  ripen  for  glory.  It  is  now  like  a  fetter  and  dog  to  my 
spirit,  which  longs  to  be  above." 

"  What  makes  you  feel  so  sure  that  yoa  are  God'a  P*  aaked^ 
Baynald. 

"  The  witness  of  his  Spirit.  I  pray  that  his  Holy.  Spirit 
may  dwell  in  me,  and  momentarily  free  me  from  all  my  emB^ 
firom  those  that  nature  cannot  discover." 

"  Can  you  feel  heaven  within  you  ?*' 

"  I  have  a  foretaste  of  joy  that  it  is  impossible  to  describe. 
I  often  spend  the  whole  night  in  commumcm  with  my  God, 
and  find  it  far  too  short.  I  pray  that  Father,  Son,  and  Hcdy 
Spirit  may  all  come  down  and  dwell  in  me,  and  that  they  may 
enlarge  my  heart  to  receive  them." 

"  Pastor,"  continued  Marie,  after  a  pause,  "  in  this  solemn 
hour,  when  exile  or  death  seems  before  us,  let  me,  in  the 
presence  of  my  loved  ones,  commit  my  daughter  to  your  cap6 
as  well  as  to  theirs.  She  will  recogniase  you  as  a  father 'for 
you  have  sweetened  her  mother's  years  of  pain,  and  nave 
been  her  own  instructor  from  childhood.  Moderator,  will 
you,  with  Janavel,  be  guardian  to  my  child,  and  advise  her 
in  the  perplexities  of  life  ?  " 

"  Daughter,"  replied  Leger,  "  she  is  already  dear  to  me  as 
one  of  my  own  flock,  but  will  become  doubly  dear  when  com- 
mended to  me  by  your  dying  breath." 

"Mother,"  said  Ardoine,  "I  accept  him  as  my  father; 
commit  your  orphan  to  God,  and  fear  not  for  me ;  I  am  per- 
suaded that  we  shall  meet  around  the  throne  of  Qod  in  heaven.** 

"  The  peace  of  God,"  said  Leger,  rising  to  depart,  "keep 
your  hearts,  and  afber  that  ye  have  suffered  a  while,  may 
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His  Miigr  ^c^  ^^^  ^  70^  ^^^  ^^  eternal  glory,  tiiroiigfc 
Christ  Jesus.    AmeB." 

..  fbor^y  afiberwards  Baynald  came  forth  alone  from  his 
aunt's  dbamber.  He  did  not  repeat  the  subject  of  their  con«^ 
Tersatioa  emeu  to  his  mother,  but  his  downcast  look  and 
i^avM-eje  were  proofs  that  the  strong  man's  heart  had  been 
bowed  bj  disappointment  and  grief.  For  some  time  he 
imqUed  wben  he  saw  Ardoine,  as  if  he  dreaded  the  exchange 
of  glaincea  But  his  various  duties  to  his  family  in  this  time 
of  trial  afforded  relief  to  his  mind ;  while  with  undiminished 
affectioa  he  still  watched  Ardoine's  everj  look  and  anticipated 
hm  wishes,  soothing  himself  with  the  hope  that  his  doTotion 
wght  giadiially  change  her  sisterly  lore  into  one  of  a  more 
abBorblTig  cfaaracteg> 


CHAPTER  XXn. 

THE  LAST  TIME, 

Ticplaettimel  It  is  a  sentence  with  which  all  are  fam^iar, 
bqjb  whose  sad  pathos  is  unacknowledged  until  drafted  into 
real  U&  It  is  an  eaq^erience  which  most  of  us  have  &lt;  it 
is  one  whicL  all  must  some  time  feeL 

The  last  time !  It  is  a  wail  of  sorrow,  6f  sorrow  whidft- 
mdts  indifferent  souls  together,  having  made  them  feel  that- 
they  cannot  stand  alone;  of  sorrow  bitter  as  the  dirge  over- 
the  tomb  of  the  loved  and  lost.  It  is  a  plaint  of  memory  as 
well  as  of  the  heart.  Memory,  kindly  faithless  to  the  bitter/ 
and  more  kindly  £edthful  to  the  pleasant,  recalls  the  past  with 
a  softened  yet  melancholy  enchantment,  and  in  its  lenient- 
retrospects  forms  a  more  irksome  contrast  with  the  galling 
presents  The  ills  over  which  we  once  wept  seem  trivial  now 
that  they  have  receded,  and  bygone  pleasures  seem  doubly> 
sweet  in  the  meUowing  of  tiie  past. 

The  last  ^m^  I    A  diange  is  at  hand«    The  heart  throbsc 
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from  the  consciousness  of  an  undefined  void ;  for  we  cHing  to 
wliat  we  know,  we  tremble  before  the  untried. 

Ye  heartless,  who  boast  of  your  insensibOiiy,  know  that 
Katnre  brands  yoii  as  traitors  to  herself.  A  heart  is  Nature's 
priceless  gift ;  emotion  is  mental,  moral,  and  spiritual  life ; 
and  when  sin  is  removed  our  souls  will  feel  intense  and  com* 
plez  pleasures  for  ever,  and  renew  their  strength  with  the 
buoyancy  of  eternal  bliss.  Feeling  is  the  essence  of  all  plea- 
sures, bappiness  is  their  sum.  That  we  do  not  feel  is  our 
shame  and  curse. 

The  loving  family,  united  in  their  home  to-day,  from  whidi 
to-morrow  they  will  be  exiles ;  the  sisters  circling  round  flw 
youths,  who  are  quitting  their  country  for  a  foreign  dime ; 
the  maiden,  folded  in  the  arms  of  him  whom  duty  summons  to 
the  stormy  ocean ;  the  father  clasping  his  only  son  on  the  eve 
of  the  battle ;  the  mother  dropping  tears  on  her  first-bom 
babe,  ere  the  coffin  shrouds  her  bright  idol  for  ever ;  the  wife 
embracing  her  husband  in  the  cell  of  the  condemned ;  these 
have  their  deep,  yet  varied  experiences  of  the  same  short, 
simple,  heai't-stirring  words — "  the  last  time  !'* 

That  patriarchal  family  weep  upon  their  own  threshold ; 
the  fatal  day  approaches  when  they  must  leave,  and  seek  the 
mountain  glen,  the  lonely  forest,  or  the  dripping  cavern. 
Earth  must  be  their  home,  hature  their  friend,  the  heavens 
their  covering.  Their  place  shall  know  them  no  more.  Alieis ! 
in  those  words  "  no  more  *'  there  lurks  a  volume  of  mystio 
dread,  and  the  soul  shudders  under  that  emphasis  of  grief. 

Feelings  like  these  were  experienced  at  this  time,  not  by 
tinits,  but  by  hundreds,  as  they  have  been  at  other  times  by 
thousands,  through  the  crueliy  of  the  apostate  Church  of 
Bome*    In  this  flamily  we  contemplate  one  solitary  type. 
•  •  #  •  • 

The  sensitive  Madeleine  felt  as  only  a  wife  and  mother 
oonld  feel,  the  bitterness  of  the  exile  and  the  pang  of  tho 
homeless,  as  she  wandered  over  every  comer  of  the  houses 
weeping  bitterly.    She  had  had  her  experiences  of  sufferitig; 
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Ae,  luid  bent  over  her  Imsband's  corpse,  and  liad  felt  the 
d^wdin^  memories  of  grief  and  the  crowding  griefls  of  memoiy. 
Sl^e  had  looked  npon  that  countenance  which  she  had  loved, 
M  the  eyes  which  once  met  hers  with  smiles,  at  the  closed  lips 
wKo$e  voice  was  music,  and  had  felt  the  poignancy  of  those 
wor^Sf  ^*  the  last  time !"  Her  riven  heart  bled  a&esh  at  the 
prospecft  of  being  torn  from  her  home,  that  last  link  with  her 
beloved  husband.  Each  spot  awakened  plaintive  memories ; 
eacb  room  revived  experiences  of  praise  or  prayer,  sorrow,  or 
Joy  ;  each  stone  had  been  trodden  by  the  children's  feet ;  this 
or  that  place  recalled  some  special  loved  one,  but  the  home 
itself  recalled  them  all. 

•  •  •  •  • 

A  solemnity,  as  of  an  approaching  death,  reigned  through 
the  family  circle  of  La  Baudene  on  the  evening  of  the  27th  of 
January,  and  even  the  prattle  of  the  little  ones  was  hushed* 
3ome>  blissfully  unconscious  of  the  morrow,  had  sought  their 
toother's  couch,  as  they  had  done  all  their  lives,  and  supposed 
they  should  do  for  the  future.  They  were  wrapt  in  that  sweet 
sleep  which  is  the  birthright  of  childhood,  and  the  envy  of 
old  |kge ;  but  some  of  the  elder  boys  and  girls  remained  up 
later  than  usual,  and  their  silence  was  in  accord  with  their 
parents'  sorrow. 

"  Children,"  said  the  aged  Bodolphe,  speaking  in  a  tremu* 
lous  tone,  "  never  did  I  expect  to  bid  you  farewell  upon  our 
own  hearth.  I  thought  that  under  this  roof  my  daughters 
would  have  surrounded  my  dying  bed,  and  closed  my  eyes» 
Children,  sorrows  which  the  young  deem  trivial  weigh  heavily 
OA  the  aged.  How  much,  then,  must  I  feel  this  crushing 
blow  ?  I  have  been  here  fourscore  years  and  more.  This 
home  is  dear  to  me,  for  you  were  bom  here,  your  children 
have  been  bom  here,  and  you  can  feel,  as  parents,  the  sacred 
interest  with  which  this  invests  the  place.  Daughters,  I  am 
aa  old  man ;  my  grey  hairs  are  not  suited  for  ihe  mountain 
blast,  nor  my  feeble  steps  to  cross  the  gorge ;  leave  me  here  to 
$e,  for  if  it  be  the  Lord's  will,  I  shall  soon  enter  into  my  rest.'*^ 
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**  Father/'  said  Mar&a,  **  mj  husband  is  your  son ;  ire  WiD 
.cherish  yon  so  long  as  Ood  spares  ns  to  one  another."** 

"  I  know,  my  daughters,  yonr  filial  affection ;  yoor  love  to 
each  other  has  been  singolar,  uniting  you  in  one  tmbioken 
household.  Our  memories  may  iirell  be  sad  -when  the  past 
has  been  so  bnght,  for  &W  have  had  our  happy  expeHetices 
of  domestic  life." 

"  Few,  indeed,  father,"  said  Janavel.  **  Our  home  1u» 
been  holy  ground,  but  vre  must  hope  to  find  another  asyhun 
in  our  beloved  valleys.  Their  very  stones  are  dear  to  us,  and 
we  would  rather  lodge  in  our  mountain  caverns  than  in  die 
palaces  of  Rome." 

"  Coiiie,  dear  grandfather,"  said  Ardoine,  "you  have 
<eaten  nothing  to-night ;  let  me  prepare  your  evening  meal  as 
usual,  although,  alas  !  I  could  weep  when  I  feel  your  words, 
that  it  is  for  the  last  time." 

"  My  daughters,  try  and  follow  <lie  dear  child's  advice. 
Bat  bread,  for  this  is  good  for  you.  Nature  must  be  supported 
even  in  her  griefs." 

**  Oh,  my  father,  it  is  heart-rending  to  think  that  we  shall 
never  again  meet  in  this  way,  never  again  see  you  in  your 
laocustomed  place.  Oh,  save  us  from  the  morrow!  Your 
New  Year's  warning,  that  we  knew  not  what  the  year  might 
bring  forth,  is  sadly  realized." 

"My  children,  look  to  the  Lord,  for  He  only  cam 
support." 

At  this  moment  the  broken  cough  of  Marie  was  heard,  and 
it  recalled  their  attention  to  the  absent  sister. 

"  Ah !  poor  Marie,"  said  Madeleine,  "  how-will  she  beMr 
it  ?  Is  ifc  true  that  this  is  her  last  night  here,  after  her  long 
confinement  of  twenty-one  years  ?" 

"It  is  a  sad  thought,"  murmured  Bodolpho,  *' that -the 
charity  of  the  Romish  Church  will  cast  her  out  homeless  and 
houseless.  Children,  let  us  turn  to  God.  Ardoine,  give  mlb 
my  Bible.  Now,  my  child,  open  it  for  me  at  Heln*ews  xiil. 
*  Here  we  have  no  continuing  city,  bat  seek  one  to  comd/ 
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rWe  tdt/i  finer  to  he  true,  bebanse  we  enter  into  its  ead  experi- 
ence. But  look  at  that  eleventh  cliapter,  how  fall  it  is  of 
4xrigU  iezicmples  of  faith!  Consider  Abraham;  it  was  no 
slight  test  to  bid  him  sell  all  that  he  had,  and  go  as  a  stranger 
aoko  a  Iiind  of  whidi  he  knew  not.    Oar  test  is  the  same." 

"  May  the  Lord  grant  as  grace  to  stand  the  refining  pro- 
.«ei^''  B^d Dayid,  ''and  to  endore  the  spoiling  of  onr  goods, 
rather  tban:do  violence  to  onr  conscience." 

**  God  grant  it,"  replied  Janavel.     "  To  qait  onr  homes, 
'^nd  go^  forth  destitate,  for  conscience'  sake,  is  a  moral  spec- 
tacle ;  it  is  a  triamph  of  faith,  and  can  only  be  done  throngh 
the  help  of  God's  Holy  Spirit." 

"My  children,  I  trust  that  none  of  onr  people  will  recant 
throvgh  fear  of  suffering.  Let  us  endure  as  seeing  Him 
who  is  invisible,  for  at  the  last  we  shall  reap  if  we  fisdnt 
not.** 

**  Y<m  know,  dear  grandfether,  that  beautiful  verse  you 
taught  me,  '  Be  thou  faithful  unto  death,  and  I  will  give  thee 
a  crOwn  of  life." 

'  ♦*  Yes,  let  us  try  to  imitate  our  forefathers,  whose  memo- 
ries and  faith  we  cherish.  These  dear  old  valleys,  that  we  love 
«o  much,  have  seen  them  in  their  houVs  of  trial ;  and  we  must 
not  cause  those  snows  to  blush,  should  they  see  us  flinching 
from  the  same  pieith.  All  things  pass  away ;  we  shall  soon 
be  gone.  But  our  valleys  will  still  remaiu  to  preach  to  our 
sons.  May  they  remind  them  of  our  patience  and  faith,  as 
well  as  of  our  sufferings  !  May  our  memories  be  graven  on 
our  rocks,  for  the  righteous  shall  be  had  in  everlasting 
x^nembrance  I" 

"Father,'*  fiaid  Marguerite,  ** won't  you  read  and  pray 
with  us  to-night  as  usual  ?  We  must  not  neglect  to  do  what 
we  have  ever  done,  especially  when  it  is  for  the  last  time." 

"Yes,  my  children,  let  us  sing  our  evening  hymn,  ac* 
cording  ta  oar  custom.  I  know  it  may  be  almost  a  painful 
effort ;  but  try,  Ben^.  Let  us  sing  in  the  name  of  Jesus,  and 
9^  h^i  presence." 
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''I  will  do  mj  best^  hnh  my  sistera  will,  pardon  me  if  ^ 
filter/' 

The  band  of  exiles  ihea  stood  up,  and  chanted  the  miie* 
iieth  Psalm. 

"Lordy  Thou  hast  been  onr  dwelling-place  in  all  genero* 
tions. 

"  Before  the  mountains  were  brought  forth,  or  ever  Thou 
hadst  formed  the  earth  and  the  world,  even  from  everlasting 
to  everlasting,  Thou  art  God. 

.   "  So  teach  us  to  number  our  days,  that  we  may  apply  our 
hearts  unto  wisdonu 

"  Oh  satisfy  us  early  with  Thy  mercy,  that  we  may  rejoiee 
and  be  glad  all  our  days. 

**  Make  us  glad  according  to  the  days  wherein  Thou  bast 
afflicted  us,  and  the  years  wherein  we  have  seen  evil." 

The  old  man  closed  his  Bible,  and  his  sons  and  daughters 
knelt  round  him,  while  he  implored  Divine  guidance  and 
support.  ... 

"God  of  our  fathers,"  he  faltered:  "God  of  Abraham, 
Isaac,  and  Jacob,  look  upon  us  in  our  distress,  for  Christ's 
sake.  0  Thou  who  didst  suffer  for  our  sins,  and  dost  know 
what  human  suffering  is,  for  Thou  didst  feel  it  to  a  degree  we 
never  can  conceive,  look  upon  us,  and  be  merciful ;  be  our 
God  in  our  wanderings,  as  Thou  wast  Jacob's  ;  defend  us,  and 
after  the  changes  of  this  life  bring  us  all  to  thine  everlasting 
kingdom,  to  be  part  of  Christ's  elect,  of  whom  the  whole 
family  in  heaven  and  earth  is  named.  Then  may  our  &raiiy 
meet  around  the  throne,  not  for  the  last  time,  but  for  ever* 
We  shall  sing  eternal  praises  to  our  Redeemer,  and  remember 
no  more  the  trials  of  this  life,  for  they  will  not  be  worthy  to 
be  compared  with  the  glory  which  shall  be  revealed.  6t>d 
give  us  his  Holy  Spirit,  and  grant  our  requests  for  Jesas 
Christ's  sake." 

The  twin  sisters,  after  their  father's  benediciaon,  returned 
to  Madeleine's  chamber.  They  stood  for  some  time  motic»b- 
lessy  as  if  gazing  at  some  object  which  entranced  them  both* 


THE  LAST  TIMB*  118; 

^Ikef^ei^  looking  into  a  cradle  where  two  infants,  a  boy  and 
a  girl  slept,  folded  in  eaoli  other's  arms.  One  was  Mari- 
gi6n<6%9  the' ether  Madeleine's.  The  mothers  looked  in 
silence,  for  the  joy  with  which  they  had  long  beheld  those 
inifaiits  was  now  merged  in  sorrow.  The  children,  who  were 
in  the  bloom  of  health,  slept  soundly  and  peacefolly.  The 
glossy  carls  of  the  little  Aline  lay  on  the  boy's  face,  and  her 
hftl^pened  hand  nnconsciously  rested  on  his  neck.  The 
mothers  looked  at  the  pair,  each,  doubtless,  thinking  most  of 
bj6r  own.  They  stood  with  their  arms  entwined,  and  Made- 
leine's head  leaning  on  Marguerite's  shoulder.  Just  then 
Aline  was  seen  to  smile  in  her  sleep,  as  if  she  had  heard  an 
angel  whisper;  and  the  mothers  themselves  could  hardly 
telBntih,  from  a  tearM  smile  when  they  saw  this  little  one  so 
nnconscions  of  the  morrow,  slumbering  in  the  sweet  reckless* 
Hess  of  innocence  and  in  the  repose  of  childhood's  faith. 

"May  the  Lord  watch  over  our  babes,  if  their  poor 
mothers  cannot !"  said  Marguerite.  "  We  know  not  what  may 
happen,  as  father  said  at  the  beginning  of  the  year;  and 
January  has  set  gloomily  enough  upon  us ;  has  it  not  P" 

**  Alas !  it  has,"  replied  Madeleine,  "  and  I  feel  a  sad  fore« 
cast  of  doubt  and  fear,  as  if  this  were  only  the  beginning  of 
troubles.  Oh!  Marguerite,  a  horrible  dread  oppresses  me," 
continued  she,  bursting  into  tears,  and  throwiifg  her  arms 
around  her  sister's  neck.  "Leave  me  not,  I  implore  you. 
Oh !  sister,  sister,  I  cannot  leave  you,  and  the  dear  house,  and 
ili6  children." 

"Hush,  dearest;  look,  your  grief  has  half-awakened  our 
little  olies.  Hush !  let  us  pray  for  strength  to  bear  what  it 
1ms  pleased  God  to  lay  upon  us.  There  now,  wipe  your  eyes, 
and  promise  you  will  try  to  support  me.  Let  us  do  what  wo 
can*  to  comfort  our  dear  ones,  and  to  cheer  father,  for  this  is 
our  duty  under  present  circumstances.  Gome,  Madeleine, 
take  one  more  look  at  our  sleeping  babes,  and  then  we  must 
xetire  to  rest.'* 

^  Ohl  lister,  is  it  for  the  last  time  in  this  dear  home  of  our 
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idlers P  Sleep  <m,  sweet  babes!  may  yon  never  knc^w  &e^ 
bitterness  of  heart  which  your  mothers,  feel !"  As  she  said* 
this  she  stoCiped  over  the  cradle  to  kiss  them,  while  her  tesis' 
fell  on  their  faces.  The  precions  drops  (sad  memorials  of  & 
mother's  heart  and  of  individnal  grief)  trickling  slowly  down* 
wards,  glistened  for  a  short  time  npon  the  infants'  cheeks,  and 
then  dried  np ;  but  they  had  been  seen  in  heaven. 


CHAPTER   XXm. 

GASTALDO. 

The  twenty-eighth  of  January  dawned  upon  the  valley  e£ 
Lucema,  and  kindled  in  many  a  heart  &x  different  emotions  to 
those  which  New  Year's  day  had  excited  but  a  few  weeloa 
before. 

Nature  ushered  it  in  with  unwonted  gloom — sullen  and' 
drendiing  clouds  brooded  over  the  valleys,  swathing  even  the 
base  of  the  Vandalin,  while  the  heights  of  La  Vachero,  Frion^i^ 
land,  and  Bagnol  were  hidden  in  an  impenetrable  sea  of  mist. 

^'Oh,  mothe;r!"  exclaimed  Etienne,  as  he  caught  hold  o£ 
Martha's  apron,  ^'  what  are  my  aunts  doing  P  Everything  ist 
upset,  as  if  we  were  moving  to  the  high  Alps.  It's  not  thai 
time  for  going  to  the  chalets  with  our  cowsj  that's  in  summei?;: 
look  at  t^e  rain  and  fog,  the  snow  has  been  falling  in  the 
night,  all  the  roofs  are  quite  white;  it's  my  birthday,  and  I 
always  spend  it  at  home." 

"  little  one,"  said  Martha,  as  she  caressed  the  boy,  "  cruel 
men  have  come  to  turn  us  out  of  our  home.  I  hope  we  shall 
find  another  at  Yillar, .  with  pastor  Leger's  friends.  You  wen^ 
up  there  once,  you  may  remember,  when  you  had  such  • 
happy  day,  aad  were  loth  to  come  back,"  i 

"Yes,"  said  the  child,  *^  but  that  was  in  the  summer,  it  mm 
then  warm  and  bright,  now  there  is  no  sun,  and  it  rains  fiuA^ 
Is  it  the  Duke  whd  is  atoding  us  am$j  in  this  weather  P^'* 
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*'I  4on't  tbink  he  would  torn  ns  out,"  replied  ICaHHa, 
"  jbr  hq  knows  that  we  are  loyal  servants,  but  he  is  surrounded 
hj  those  who  advise  him  to  act  in  this  way,  and  we  must  obey." 
r  "And  are  you  going  away  to-day/P  Must  I  leave  my 
playthings  beldndP  Shall  not  I  be  able  to  run  any  more 
.under  the  old  mulberry  tree,  nor  to.  play  with  sissy  in  the 
meadow  ?"    And  the  little  boy  sobbed  aloud, 

"  Come,  Etienne,"  said  his  mother,  kissing  him,  "  come,  I 
will  tell  you  what  grandfather  was  talking  about  last  night. 
He  said  that  *  here  we  have  no  continuing  city,  but  seek  one  to 
come.'  Don't  you  remember  what  Ardy  told  you  when  Kttle 
Malan  died  last  year?" 

"  Yes,  Ardy  told  me  death  was  a  jotimey  to  another  world, 
that  he  had  gone  where  God  lives,  that  we  were  all  travelling 
the  same  way^  and  none  can  tell  how  long  we  may  remain  on 
earth." 

"  Good  child  to  remember  so  well.  It  will  not  be  so  sad 
to  move  up  the  valley  as  to  see  a  friend  laid  in  the  cold 
ground." 

**  Oh,  but  mother,  I  don't  want  to  go,  I  love  this  place — 
there  is  my  little  pink  bed,  and  my  little  garden,  there  iiB 
'grandfather's  home,  and  I  have  always  seen  him  in  his  comer 
ever  siince  I  can  remember." 

"  Grandfather  will  come  with  us,  and  you  shall  take  hold 
.of  the  bridle  of  his  mule,  and  you  will  like  that,  wont  you  ? 
There,  now,  offer  to  help  him,  and  tell  him  yoU  will  take  care 
of  his  horse  for  him." 

"Daughters,  daughters,"  said  Bodolphe,  to  Imcille  and 
Martha,  who  went  to  assist  him,  "it  is  written,  *  They  con- 
£es8ed  that  they  were  pilgrims  and  straugers  upon  earth.'  " 

"  What  shall  we  collect  of  yours,  father  ?  "  said  Lucille,  "  I 
hajve  put  your  Bible  on  one  side  for  you." 

"  Let  nothing  separate  me  from  my  best  friend.  I  akoH 
£nd  those  words  sweeter  than  ever,  cast  int(>  J^rightrrcdlef  by 
the  sombre  background  of  sorrow— my  BiWe^  taf  ^tafl^  a&d 
one  or  two  necessaries  arc  all  that  a  poor  ol4  i9W  m^qujl;;^,'/'^ 
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"  Here  they  ar6,  grandfather,"  said  Ardoine,  "  and  here's 
another  small  parcel  I've  arranged  for  you,  which  I  hope  will 
prove  useful." 

"  Blessings  on  thee,  thou  child  of  my  old  age  ;  may  the 
Lord  bless  thee,  and  guard  thy  young  steps  from  danger  in 
these  troublous  times !  we  must  look  at  the  bright  side, 
children.  Thank  God  we  have  a  place  to  which  we  can  go. 
We  shall  have  a  warm  welcome  from  our  friends  in  Bora, 
Villar,  Angrogna,  and  Bobi — their  homes  will  be  open  to  us. 
I  trust  none  of  us  will  feel  biting  poverty,  or  the  want  of  food 
and  the  necessaries  of  life.  *  I  have  been  young  and  now  am 
old,  and  yet  saw  I  never  the  righteous  forsaken,  nor  his  seed 
bagging  their  bread.* " 

"Ah!  father,"  replied  Martha,  "though  you  have  seen 
more  of  sorrow  than  we  have,  yet  you  are  the  most  thankful, 
and  you  support  us  instead  of  our  supporting  you." 

"  Daughter,  experience  has  taught  me  the  wisdom  of  Paul's 
advice,  *  In  everything  give  thanks,  for  this  is  the  will  of  God 
in  Christ  Jesus  concerning  you.'  " 

"*The  spirit  is  willing,'"  answered  Martha,  "'but  the 
fle^  is  weak,'  and  our  hearts  so  cleave  to  the  earth,  that  a 
severance  is  a  great  trial;  but  He  who  shed  the  tears  of 
nature  over  the  grave  of  Lazarus  will  forgive  us,  will  He  not, 
father?" 

"Yes,  dear  children.  He  has  sent  this  dispensation  for 
our  good,  and  it  were  no  trial  if  we  did  not  feel  it.  It  would 
be  a  reproach  to  us  not  to  mourn  at  leaving  this  bright  homo 
in  which  we  have  lived  so  many  years  in  such  singular  bliss.'* 

Rodolphe  was  interrupted  by  the  entrance  into  the  court 
of  a  man  seated  on  a  palfrey.  His  dress  was  that  of  a  person 
of  rank,  in  connection  with  the  Papal  Court,  while  his  bland 
manner  smoothed  down  the  caustic  expression  which  twinkled 
in  his  calculating  eye. 

"  Remember  what  I  told  you,"  whispered  the  Abbot  of 
iHgnerol,  who^  with  some  other  monks,  accompanied  him; 
"don't  be  too  lenient:   a  bold  stroke  just  now  would  bd 
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trtie  poEcy,  and  you  know,  Delegate,  it  may  help  the  Abbot 
to  Win  some  of  these  heretics  to  the  Apostolic  Church." 

The  person  to  whom  these  remarks  were  addressed  dis- 
inouiited  from  his  horse  and  approached  Eodolphe,  whom  his 
^ught6rs  were  assisting  at  the  other  side  of  the  conrt, 

'•* Friend,"  said  he,  "I  am  Grastaldo.  I  have  issued  an 
edict'  in  the  Duke's  name,  but  his  royal  highness  feels  for  his 
feilhfnl  subjects,  and  would,  so  far  as  his  conscience  will 
permit,  relax  the  terms  thereof." 

"We  thank  his  Highness,"  said  Rodolphe.  "It  would 
be  a  boon  if  he  would  permit  us  to  dwell  on  this  land,  which 
our  femily  has  owned  for  a  hundred  and  fifty  years." 

"He  knows  and  feels  all  that,"  replied  the  Delegate, 
"but  he  is  obliged  to  appease  the  Church  by  some  conces- 
sion:" 

"  It  is  a  cruel  act,"  retorted  Raynald,  sternly,  "  to  turn  us 
out  of  our  houses  in  three  days,  to  compel  us  to  sell  our  lands 
at  whatever  sacrifice,  and  this  in  the  middle  of  winter,  when 
the  very  voice  of  nature  intercedes  for  pity." 

"  This  is  true,"  said  Gastaldo,  "  but  have  you  not  read  the 
terms  of  the  edict?  Tou  speak  as  if  it  were  peremptory.  Is 
there  no  condition  attached  ?  You  can  avoid  your  sad  fote ; 
the  alternative  is  yours." 

"That  of  apostacy,"  answered  Janavel.  "Never!  The 
Duke  shall  command  our  lives,  but  not  our  consciences. 
Fealty  to  God  precedes  honour  to  the  King." 

"  The  condition  is  easy,"  continued  the  Delegate,  "  consent 
to  go  to  mass,  and  you  shall  retain  your  house  and  property; 
your  family  will  remain  united,  and  your  taxes  and  imposts 
shall  be  lightened." 

■  • "  The  old  leaven  lurks  beneath,"  replied  Rodolphe.  "  Ab« 
jtiration  or  persecution,  the  mass  or  exile,  are  your  alterna- 
tives. Then,  my  children,  I  say  exile.  Exile,  0  God,  if  thy 
providence  appoints  the  trial ;  but  God  forbid  that  wo  should 
batter  eternal  truth  for  the  dishonourable  satisfying  of  the 
ftfesh," 
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''TeSrthemassoresnle'!"  Bbonied  the  monks  in  one  fieica 
choms.  ) 

''  D^tb  rather  than  the  mass,"  meekly  replied  the  intrepid 
family  circle. 

'^  By  Pope  John  XXIIL,  who  agreed  to  sell  the  head  oC 
the  Baptist  for  fifty  thousand  ducats !"  exclaimed  Malvicinaf: 
"  the  Duke  is  right  to  oust  such  heretics,  and  to  give  their, 
lands  as  a  spoil  to  the  Church.  This  would  make  a  ziicA 
addition  to  our  convent,"  whispered  he  to  a  grim  monk  near 
him.  ^ 

"But,"  continued  Qastaldo,  "why  should  you  be  sa 
obstinate  when  your  interests  are  so  plain?  Look  at  iib0, 
snow  and  driving  rain ;  how  will  you  face  the  winter's  blast? 
Consider  the  women  and  children ;  why  make  them  beggwrs 
and  outcasts  when  compliance  is  easy  ?  Only  go  to  mass  ;• 
after  all  it's  shorter  than  your  sermons ;  we  will  not  ask  you 
to  chant  the  Amens,  but  only  to  show  yourselves  there." 

"  We  must  obey  God  rather  than  man.  Liberty  of  con- 
science is  our  birthright,  and  has  been  guaranteed  to  us  by, 
charters  innumerable.  Even  so  late  as  May  of  last  year,  the 
Duke  confirmed  our  privileges,  and  therefore  [our  religion  ia 
tolerated  by  the  law  of  the  land." 

"But  our  laws,  thank  Heaven !"  said  the  Papal  Delegate 
"  are  not  those*  of  the  Medes  and  Persians,  which  alter  not ; 
they  change  to  suit  the  times,  and  your  wisdom  would  be  to 
change  to  suit  them." 

"Eight  and  wrong  alter  not,"  replied  Bodolplie;  "our 
creed  is  right,  and  not  expediency ;  principle  before  interest^ 
tVe  are  forbidden  to  do  evil,  that  good  may  come." 

"  Then  you  refuse  the  ofier  of  the  Duke's  clemency  ?" 

"If  based  on  our  apostacy,  we  do.  We  would  rather 
imitate  our  fathers,  and  sufier  for  Christ's  sake,  than  itJk 
away  from  the  faith  delivered  to  us." 

"  Come,  my  daughters,"  said  Qastaldo,  addressii^  thtt 
women,  "  I  doubt  not  you  are  more  amenable  to  reason  than 
these  stubborn  men.     Ton  know  the  charm  of  home;  il.if 
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ytfi^'hrnreaL  What  ^^ire  women  vhesi  Vdgfaat Jikid  lidmer 
less?'*  '.  .1 

^f^Death  i^^ther  tbto  tibe  ihassP'  -replied  Maaiiba  and 
ICargnerite.  '^  We  ooncnr  with  onr  husbands,  and  -^e  will^ 
beg  da  bread  irom  door  to  door  rather  than  sell  onr  sonls  to 
Beottie  for  the  good  things  of  this  world.^ 

''^ Children/*  said  the  crafty  Inqnisitor»  "yon  do  not  want 
to  leave  this  dear  home.  Should  you  not  like  to  stay  here, 
my  boy  P"  said  he,  addressing  Etienne. 

**  Yes,  mother  knows  I  should,  I  don't  like  going  at  all." . 

**You  xieed  not  go,  dear  child,  if  you  will  say  *  Jesu, 
Maria.*  They  may  all  stay  if  they,  will  only  como 
with  us  to  our  Church.  You  will  come  with  me,  won't 
youP" 

"  No,  no,"  said  the  child,  "  I  will  do  what  mother  does ;  I 
will  go  with  grandfather;  I  will  do  what  the  Bible  tells  me 
to  do." 

"Well,  friends,"  said  the  Delegate,  "I  deplore  your 
miseries,  and  piiy  your  obstinacy.  You  will  not  let  the 
Chnrch  treat  you  as  a  tender  mother,  whose  heart  yearns  to 
welcome  back  the  wandering.  A  pleasant  journey  then, 
heretics,  to  you,  and  if  you  get  frost-bitten,  remember  your 
heresy  will  one  day  plunge  you  into  hell  fire.  A  curse  upon 
.{hem  and  their  obstinacy,"  said  he  to  his  colleagues,  as  he  turned 
.away.  "It is  surprising  how  Satan  has  kept  his  nest  here 
amid  these  rocks  and  valleys  so  long,  and  how  he  has  armed 
iihis  small  knot  of  people  against  the  thunders  of  the  secular 
power  and  the  terrors  of  the  Apostolic  Church.  Surely  this 
heresy  must  be  what  the  apostle  calls  *  mysterium  wipieiatia.*** 

"Well  but^  Delegate,  consider  my  plans.  Ha,  here  are 
some  of  my  faithfdl  soldiers.  By  Pope  John,  I  say,  whom 
£he  Council  of  Constance  deposed,  it  would  be  a  fine  thing  to 
carry  off  that  woman  in  black ;  I  doubt  not  it  would  mak^ 
the  rest  more  willing  to  treat  with  us;  and,  Delegate,  to  be 
^Donfidentialy  there's  a  girl  in  that  house  whom  I  would  &aM 
^iBr-ehe'll  give  way  when  her  mother's  oaughtt     Say  the 
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word,  for  the  coast  is  clear,  and  I  don't  see  that  onraed  ISftHi' 
in  the  way  just  now." 

Without  waiting  for  Oastaldo's  assent^  the  AUbot 
whispered  to  his  mercenaries.  Five  of  them  well  armed 
immediately  galloped  into  the  courtyard,  and  seized  Martha 
wiUiout  encountering  any  resistance  from  the  panio-strkiBBii 
group.  She  was  placed  on  a  saddle  before  one  of  them,  and 
the  whole  cavalcade  of  soldiers  and  ecclesiastics  set  tiiemo 
advos  in  motion,  and  marched  rapidly  to  the  capital  of  ih» 
valleys. 

Before  night  Martha  was  a  prisoner  in  the  dungeon  of  the 
convent  of  La  Tour. 


CHAPTER  XXIV, 

Nature  herself  seemed  leagued  with  the  Church  of  BcEmev  «n«l 
armed  against  the  children  of  the  valleys,  for  the  winter  of 
1055  was  unusually  severe,  and  violent  storms  added  to  tiie 
suflbrings  of  the  exiles, 

A  heavy  fall  of  snow  had  taken  place  on  the  previoag 
night ;  the  rivers  were  swollen,  and  the  plains  flooded  hy  &e 
recent  rains,  with  that  suddenness  which  »  a  natural  ] 
menon  in  a  mountain  country.  The  roads  from  St. 
li^cerna,  Bubiano,  Fenil,  6riqueras>  and  all  the  other 
outside  the  recognized  boundaries,  were  corercd  as  wiQt 
ftmeral  processions.  Amid  the  blast  of  the  mountain  stoms 
could  be  heard  the  bells  of  tlo  Romaa  Catho£b  churches^ 
annouBCtng  the  enforcement  of  Gastaldo^s  edict,  and  tolldii^ 
iei(  S|Ate  of  themselves^  the  dcath-^m^  of  broken  hearts  «ni 
jllBolate  homes. 

Qld  msa  totter  fiom  the  dwellings  of  tjieir  chUAooi^ 
%(Muiig  Qtt  th^  stafils;  the  sick  and  bed-ridden  are  bomaiito 
lilt  ll^slt  SMraaABin  Uiisi^  and  an  bid  dewn 
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nlMifi  tile  rocidag  pine  sheds  its  show-flakes  on  their  chilled 
limbs ;  moUiers  with  infants  at  their  breasts  wade  knee-deep 
incmaw,  mad,  and  water ;  women  with  diild  are  taken  from 
tbenr-faediBi  to  ford  the  foaming  torrent,  or  to  scale  the  crag* 
ilia:1iabe  mnst  he  rocked  to  sleep  in  its  languishing  mother's 
asms  an  the  dripping  cavern ;  little  children,  laden  with  heir- 
l6oms^  &int  by  the  way,  and  perish  in  the  snow ;  the  yoimg 
men'  atro  not  able  to  carry  away  their  properly,  because  they 
bwor  Hie  sick  and  aged ;  the  widow  leaves  her  blood-stained 
footprints  on  the  icy  stones,  clinging  to  some  relic  of  her  hns- 
ba&d,  from  which  i^e  will  not  be  separated,  even  by  death. 

The  band  of  exiles  are  moving  from  La  Baud^ne.  Ro- 
dolphe's  tottering  steps  are  steadied  by  his  four  daughters, 
^ho  place  him  on  his  mule,  and  aid  one  another  to  keep  him 
upright  in  his  saddle.  Turning  round  to  take  a  last  look  at 
iiis  old  home,  the  aged  patriarch  sighed  as  he  said  to  himself, 
.**  We  have  in  heaven  a  better  and  an  enduring  substance." 

Bertin,  Andre,  and  Laurent  carried  the  family  Bible,  one 
or  two  ornaments  of  old  silver,  and  the  silver  cup,  the  token 
of  thmr  loyalty  to  their  Sovereign,  and  of  his  approvaL  A 
band  of  little  children  followed,  while  the  fathers  who  accom- 
panied the  melancholy  detachment  came  in  the  rear»  They 
moved  in  sUence,  for  their  hearts  were  full  of  sorrow  beyond 
tha  compass  of  speech,  and  the  scalding  tears  which  fell  to 
tfa^  jpround  were  their  mute  appeal  to  the  God  of  the  father- 
lesB  and  the  widow, 

t  The  driving  sleet  almost  blinded  their  eyes,  and  the  snow 
blocked  up  the  road,  making  their  progress  slow,  Alas !  they 
wer^  not  alone.  Neighbours  whom  they  had  known  for  years 
preceded  and  followed  them,  and  the  road  was  strewn  &r 
milee  with  articles  of  dress  and  furniture. 

-::The  Moderator,  Leger,  observing,  not  long  after,  the 
bloody  traces  of  his  former  parishioners,  fell  on  his  knees  and 
thanked  Gtod  for  their  faith  and  constancy.  The  anticipation 
o£  jthe  fruit  of  this  cruel  edict,  which  afforded  a  gleam  of 
pkaewre  to  the  dyin^  Marchioness,  was  not  realized,  .  Oat  of 
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kindreds  Qf-&imaEm  not  ana  recantedio  relaui:  ifieir  pr9- 
fworty  and  fiye.  in  peace.  Out.  of  ware  than  two  thousand 
«z3esiion6  apostatized,  thongh  tbej  were  deprived  of  earth's 
inost  precious  gift — home — ^home — ^fiunt  image  of  Eden  past, 
jqmL  bright  pledge  of  heaven  to  come.  Their  obedience  and 
loyalty  to  their  Sovereign  were  proved  by  iheir  submission  to 
jtboB  merciless  edicts  thereby  confuting  the  specious  pretexts 
for  treating  thjom  as  rebels.  They  took  joyfdlly  tbe  spoiling 
lof  their  goods,  remembering  the  promise  to  those  who  forsake 
houses  and  lands  for  Christ's  sake,  for  many  of  that  band 
conld  tmly  say,  *'  Lord,  we  have  left  all,  and  followed  Thee." 
.   ^       .  ♦  ;.*  #  #     .  # 

<<  Mother,"  said  the  little  Aline,  as  she  lay  in  Madeleine^s 
jacms,  *'  I  am  so  cold,  and  you  are  wet  with  the  rain ;  why  did 
.!V6  leave  home  to*day  ?" 

,  Madeleine's  heart  beaved,  for  she  could  make  no  reply. 
Her.  eye  only  glanced  on  the  winding  procession  before  he^, 
«nd  she  felt  as  if  the  wounds  of  her  widowhood  were  torn 
open  afresji.  Covering  up  the  child  in  her  mantle,  she  walked 
j6n  with  difficulty,  as  her  feet  were  bruised  against  the  stones^ 
hat  from  time  to  time  she  was  obliged  to  sit  down  by  the  road* 
tnde,  and  to  re&esh  herself  with  a  handM  of  snow.  With- 
iirawing  her  hood  as  she  was  seated  on  a  stone,  she  looked 
cirith  a  mother's  yearning  at  her  helpless  charge. 

**  Oh,  my  child !  Sister  Marguerite,  look  at  my  child,  she 
is  so  cold.  Speak  darling,"  said  she,  clasping  Aline  to  her 
iiosom,  that  some  of  her  own  vital  warmth  might  be  imparted 
to  iiie  little  one. 

«  Aline  opened  her  eyes  slowly,  and  as  they  met  those  of  her 
'Bioiiier  a  fiiint  smUe  overspread  her  pale  features,  a  smile  sadder 
than  that  which  touched  the  mother's  heart  as  her  darling  lay 
before  her  in  the  cradle.  The  mother  rocked  herself  to  and 
ito  as  she  clasped  the  child. 

*'  Here  is  something,"  she  exclaimed  after  a  pause.  *^  Dear 
jLrdoine  has  given  me  a  little  bottle  of  wine ;  that  will  revive 
lier^  JLodk^  darlings  this  is  what  oossy  Ajdy  has  ^sent  ibp 


THB'J«)DUS.  123 

yoa.**  So  saying,  Madeleine  raised  the  child's  head  with  her 
lefb  arm,  and  ponred  a  lew  drops  of  £be  dordial  into  her  month. 
A  flnsh  as  of.. returning  life  overspread  her  face,  and  she 
appear^  refreshed.  The  mother  covered  her  from  the  scat- 
fi^  wiow  and  rain  Which  still  fblt,  and  moved  on  slowly^ 
lettning  Upon  Margnerite's  arm. 

■  •  ^*<Hi,  Matgnerite,"  said  she  after  a  little  time,  **my  child 
ftels  h^vier.  I  touched  it — it  is  so  cold !  Look,  its  eyes  are 
<d6sed  ;•  it  is—it  is  dead ! "  So  flaying,  Madeleine  feinted,  and 
A31  prontrate  in  the  snow  npon  the  body  of  Aline,  which  she 
«t31  ^ndroled  with  her  arms. 

Baynald  and  Janavel  rendered  what  assistance  they  could, 
ted  Marguerite' was  nnweaiy  in  chafing  her  sister's  temples. 
^Shb  ooifNie  was  carried  with  them,  for  they  were  loth  to  commit 
%  to  a  grave  hf  the  roadside.  The  child  lay  stiff  and  cold,  het 
da^  heat  enortisted  with  snow,  her  colourless  lips  half-opened 
and  h^  eyed  closed. 

Xb  is  painlnl  to  a  mother  to  weep  over  a  babe  taken  from 
]la^'^Bumd  every  alleviation,  but  much  more  painful  was  it  to 
6itffer  such  a  loss  as  a  bitter  first  fruit  of  enle,  and  as  a  pledge 
Cv  a  more  agonunng  future. 

«  #  #  •  » 

•*  O  Lord !  enter  ffiie  tears  of  ihy  servants  in  thy  book  of 
'rememlmmee.  When  thou  makest  inquisition  for  blood,  re^ 
iiiemb^  the  olent  griefs  of  broken  hearts  and  desolated 
fenmcfl,  asirell  tis  the  groans  of  those  who  have  perished  at  th6 
stake  or  on  the  remorseless  rack." 

"O  Lord,  to  whom  vengeance  belongeth ;  O  God,  to  whom 
<tite^geaBee  belongeth,  show  thyself !  Lift  up  thyself,  thou  Judge 
ti  the  eartifat ;  render  a  l*£ward  to  the  proud.  Let  the  heavens 
Ttri^iGe,  and  let  i^e  earth  be  glad ;  let  the  sea  roar,  and  the 
ftkesa  thereof.  -  Let  the  field  be  joyfdl,  and  all  that  is  therein ; 
then  shall  all  the  trees  of  the  wood  rejoice  before  the  Lord  • 
' iHdHe  cUmetlt,  i>os  Ht  oohbth  to  judge  the  eabth  :  He  shall 
laige  iiie  woild  with  righteousness,  and  the  people  with  hia 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

THE  MISSIONAEIES  OP  THE  VATICIH. 

The  arcliiepiscopal  town  of  Fignerol,  entrenclied  amoBg  V&ib 
offshoots  of  the  Alps,  and  situated  on  the  frontier  of;  tfa^ 
valleys,  is  not  without  its  memories  in  the  bloodstained  per- 
secutions of  the  Waldenses.  Its  dungeons  have  echoed  with 
the  screams  of  the  victim  and  with  the  prayers  of  thei 
saint,  and  its  square  has  been  illumined  by  the  lurid  flame^ 
the  fiery  chariot  of  some  martyred  soul  to  the  presence  of 
God. 

Its  institutions  were  peculiar,  and  worthy  of  that  religioijf 
which  tramples  upon  human  nature,  as  well  as  on  thingii 
divine,  when  antagonistic  to  her  despotic  sway.  A  hpspitd! 
existed  for  the  reception  of  Waldensiaa  children,  who, 
having  been  decoyed  from  their  parents,  were  compulsoriljr 
reared  in  the  Bomish  faith.  This  expedient  was  the  device  o^ 
Father  Bonaventure  and  the  Prior  Rorengo,  who  boasts  of  it 
in  his  historical  memoirs.  In  the  Patents  of  Grace  of  1655. 
the  only  protection  which  the  Waldenses  could  obtain  was^ 
that  boys  should  not  be  violently  taken  from  their  parient^ 
under  twelve  nor  girls  under  ten  years  of  age.  v 

Pignerol  had  also  its  Monte  de  Pieta,  an  establishment  for 
lending  money  on  pledges,  which  were  cancelled  only  in  times 
of  deep  distress,  on  condition  of  the  heretic  abjuring,  and 
giving  his  soul  in  pawn  to  Popery. 

The  abbey  of  the  Franciscan  monks  had  long  been  dis- 
tinguished for  their  rancour  against  their  heretical  neighbours^' 
and  they  retained  in  their  pay  a  body  of  armed  bandits,  who 
were  in  the  habit  of  making  incursions  into  the  valleys  €^' 
kidnap  the  children,  to  plunder  the  houses,  to  devastate  VhH^ 
country,  or  to  massacre  individuals.  •  -^ 

About  midday  on  the  twenty-eighth  of  January,  a  party  of 
monks,  accompanied  by  some  Piedmontese  and  Irish  8oldi«ril||' 
started  from  the  abbey  of  Pignerol,    An  expression  of  \fiar0O 
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joy  "wiftB  visible  on  the  countenances  of  ilie  monks,  as  they  con« 
templated  a  Incrative  campaign  among  the  heretics  on  this  day 
of  ejection.  Their  nproarions  mirth  was,  however,  suddenly 
arrested  as  they  passed  one  of  those  crosses  which  still  dis- 
^gfire,  i]^.  roadsides  of  Italy*  Opposite  to  the  cross  was  a 
^p^all  shrine^  where  a  lamp  was  hnming  before  the  picture  of 
ii^..y4rgin.  UncoveriDg  their  heads,  the  band  of  outlaws 
i^^eA  themselves,  and  falling  on  their  knees,  remained  for 
^)ine  moments  in  silent  adoration,  while  the  monk  at  their 
liead  mumbled  some  scraps  of  Latin. 

a. .  **,Bj  St.  Pathrick's  thumbscrews,*'  said  one  to  his  com- 
panion, as  they  approached  the  entrance  of  the  valley  of 
X^uci^a,  "what's  this  Goshen  we're  promised  here  to  make  up 
^,jOfdd  Ireland  ?  Shure,  then,  we  must  be  ready  to  labour 
jpjuiihe  extermination  of  heretics." 
,    **The  land  looks  well,  Misther  Donoghue;    those  high 

Cutains  are  bigger  than  our  Magillicuddys  Eeeks ;  but  I 
we  fihall  not  get  as  good  a  dhrap  of  oxdd  jpotJieen  here." 
4 ,  -*f  Well,  Michael  OTlanagan,  I  would  swear  by  Moran*s 
ctudxi,  I,  a  well-knit  Irishman,  who  trace  my  gintle  blood  right 
tap  ^urough  my  mother's  breed  to  our  first  parent,  if  I  get  a 
g^od  berth  herci  I'll  brew  as  good  a  dhrap  as  ever  you  dhrank 
with  Misther  O'Callaghan  in  your  cabin  on  the  turf  bog." 

:*^By  Saint  Pathrick's  shillelah,"  said  the  second  speaker^ 
^l^^ve's  a  roomy  shebeen  shop.  Halloa,  Fathers,  Patres  cori^ 
«r^^ii  as  my  young  masther  used  to  say,"  cried  he,  addressing 
the  monks;  "faith,  I  want  to  see  if  there's  a  jewel  of  a  girl 
h^re  can  dam  my  rags,  for  the  snow  sthrikes  could  right 
through." 

.  "  Ooh !  IGchael,  you  ould  sinner,  and  that's  the  game  you're 
lip  to  when  you're  alone.  You  niver  dare  give  the  top  o'  the 
morning  to  ony  if  your  ould  hen  were  within  spaking  dis<» 


%,.  "Well,  well,  O'Donoghue,  say  nothing  about  it,  but  tell 
aiB^t  how  you  got  here  into  this  counthry  P" 
V.  ^  Agragh !  you  know  what  took  place  in  '41  in  Ould  Ire-^ 
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land ;  jibt  fburteen  birHhdajs  ago  Fm  reckmattg.  We  G9/bh9>^, 
lies  seUJed  some  forty  or  fiAj  thousand  of  the  PftitesiazitdogB* 
Arrah !  ibin,  laye  me  alone  for  scrimmagin-— shore -mj  fiiigei* 
inds  were  rid  with  English  blood,  and  as  his  riverinee  foM  tis,; 
we  washed  our  footsteps  in  the  blood  of  the  ungodly.  GHoTf 
be  to  God !  Well,  we  knocked  up  and  down  for  some  UrnOf 
like  two  weathercocks  on  two  Catholic  and  Protestant  chvrchel^ 
on  opposite  sides  of  the  sthreet,  which  can't  agree  tc^ther  t9 
tell  jon  how  the  wind  runs.  We  knocked  abont,  says  I^  tiH 
this  Puritan — ould  Noll  they  call  him — stepped  over  to  the 
isle  sis  yeai^  ago— in  ^49  that  would  be,  for  Fm.  a  bit  <Jf  a 
Scholar — and  by  the  jawbone  of  Pathrick,  the  serpent-killer, 
he  thrashed  us,  and  he  then  told  us  wq  could  turn  out ;  and  Z 
heard  that  forty  thousand,  of  our  boys  have  left  the  ould  comi- 
thry.  There's  a  lot  of  us  here,  and  they  say  if  we  can  root  uf^ 
these  heretics^  ould  Savoy  will  give  us  their  places.'* 

''  Father !"  shouted  the  Irishman  again  in  a  loud  voice^ 
*'  amnte  sinistra^  to  the  right,  I  mean,  let's  visit  this  hounu 
Hark,  you  varmint  of  a  gossoon,  doesn't  he  ondersthand'his 
own  jargon?" 

The  monks,  in  compliance  with  the  man's  hint,  turned  tM 
the  road,  and  took  the  path  leading  into  the  farm  of  La  Boom 
dene.  The  Abbot  Malvicino  was  dismounting  in  the'coiui< 
yard,  having  returned  in  hopes  of  finding  Ardoine.  ' 

''  Soldiers  of  the  Gross !"  said  he,  addressing  his  liiggtf 
followers  as  they  entered,  "  the  Holy  Church  bids  you  welooma 
here;  spoil  the  Egyptians,  and  see  if  there's  anything  ymr 
would  like  to  take  home. as  a  keepsake  4*am  the  Pope  df 
Rome." 

"  Shure  aiid  be  g&wnies  I  can  find  a  8omethin^««o  Here 
goes — God  and  the  blessed  Mither,  and  the  thrue  OhuKhifiir 
iver."  ^  . 

The  soldiers  dispersed  over  the  farm,  and  began  the  wonkr 
of  pillage.  Most  of  thb  family  were  iBtway^  havihg  lefbeairl^  in 
the  day ;  but  Jean  and  a  few  children  had  r«nained  to  mini^ieK 
to  the  wantct  of  Mttioi  for  whose  removal  ian3^geipieBt8#etiD 


Ixbagxa^^.  :Tbe  soldiers'speedily  kmnd' Jean  hand  abd  fbot^ 
-while  the..£riglitened  children  hid  themselves  as  best  they  coiild> 
ja  the  QiMrhqildiiags,  After  eating,  and  drinking  what  they; 
Gonld  find,  the  rabble  began  the  work  of  demblitiom.  The  fiuv. 
aiture  of  the  house  was  broken  and  thrown  into  the  conrt- 
jard»  th^  windows  were  smashed,  the  woodwork  torn  fromthe^ 
^alls,  relics  of  affection,  mute  things  which  had  consoled  the 
moacner's.  heart,  were  cast  into  the  mire,  and  trampled  under 

The  revelry  and  oaths  of  the  bandits  reached  Mari^  who 
trembled  at  ihe  thought  of  the  indigtiitios  to  which  she  might 
1)6  subject^  by  a  brutal  soldiery. 

,  .  "Ooifl^rade.r'  said  O'Donoghue^  "we've  niver  been  up* 
stairs,,  j^ere  is  another  houses  with  rags  over  the  windows  ; 
perhaps  iQie  harhets  have  some  gowld  here.  I  can  do  a  jK)wer-. 
fol  sihroker  o^  busiaess  for  my  ain  beldngins." 

,.  /^JESTot  much  of  ihat,"  said  a  Piedmontese  soldier,  Cattalin; 
by  name ;  "  not  much  gold  or  silver  waiting  for  owners  in  thi* 
dan,Jtn)w." 

;  The  idea  of  plunder  acted  on  the  confased  brain  of  thre^ 
or  four  half-drunten  bystanders,  who  rushed  into  Marie's  room: 
1|0  search  for  the*  supposed  spoil.  On  entering  the  chamber 
^ey  were  involuntarily  startled  as  they  beheld  that  figure  so- 
white  and  motionless,  O'Donoghue's  superstitions  overcame^ 
tifn,  and  hastily  crossing  himself,  he  fell  on  his .  knees,  mutr 
tering — 

"Ave  Maria!  Besary  of  the  Vargin !  Holy  Bridget !  have 
marcy  on  me  and  purtect  us  I" 

{  "  By  the  rags  of  Peter  the  Hermit,  those  dogs  have  left. 
behind  them  a  corpse  for  us  to  bury,"  cried  Villalmin  .Boche^ 
a^VAncing  to  the  bed. . 

'  "Oh,  Pathrickr'  saidO'Donoghue^  "oh,  Pathrick!  take. 
cuce  of  my  sinM  body." 

^  ."  Way,  nay,  you  need  lorder  no  S€Cond4i%nd  coflins,"  cried 
Cattalin,  "he's  not  dead,  man ;  look  how  he  winces  under  ihlat 
joint^of  xnywo»d.V         '  /.   V.  • 
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.  ^  It's  a  woman,  by  tite  middle  Inmckle  of  St.  ntttLGk!  ** 
cried  O'Donoghne,  his  conrageTetnining.  ^IfsnotyoOfTOiuig 
gallant,  will  huit  the  ladj.  Convert  her  now,  and  lead  her  to 
the  Blessed  Vir^n." 

-  ^'I  say,  old  lamb  of  Beersheha,''  said  CattaHn,  1)ending 
over  her,  *'  the  Pope  of  Kome  has  sent  ns  to  save  yonr  taosL 
Be  qnick,  and  say  jonr  prayers ;  say  *  Jesa  Maria ;  *  lift  np 
yonr  hand  here,  old  annt,"  continned  he,  moving  the  snffiacer's 
arm,  "  and  cross  yourself  this  fashion — ^here  right,  left — ieft, 
right." 

**Come,  be  qnick,'*  shonted  Villalmin  Boche,  "or  weTl 
tiirow  you  into  the  conrt-yard  for  an  airing,  and  then  ponr 
yon  out  some  hot  toast  and  water.  If  not.  Father  MalviciBO 
win  speak  to  his  confessor  widi  horns,  and  hell  give  yoa 
some  hot  toast  without  the  water." 

This  sally  was  received  with  a  burst  of  brutal  laughter, 
and  the  floor  of  the  room  trembled  und^  the  stamping  of  the 
soldier's  feet. 

"  I  say,"  pursued  Cattalin,  "  lend  me  her  night  cap  ftr  our 
drummer-boy.  I  should  like  to  see  her  in  my  helmet,  that  I 
may  see  how  I  look  myself." 

^'  Cotpetto  !  leave  the  old  dame  alone,"  said  Villalmin,  *^  I 
want  to  do  the  spiritual  thing.  You'll  not  be  long  in  this 
world,  mother;  St.  Francis  is  beckoning  yon  into  Paradise; 
will  you  go?  Gall  out  *  Jesu  Maria,'  and  then  cross  your- 
self, for  Peter  can't  be  kept  standing  outside  waiting  for  yon.** 

^'Lord  Jesus!"  gasped  the  sufferer,  *^ receive  my  spirit. 
Is  the  chariot  of  fire  waiting  for  my  soul  ?  but  a  breath,  and  I 
shall  be  with  Thee  &ce  to  &ce  in  heaven.  Lord  Jesus !  come 
quickly." 

**Halt!  no  harangues,  old  woman;  pray  to  the  Virgin. 
Kow,  boys,  we  must  have  a  toast: — ^Yiva  la  Santa  China 
SomanaV" 

The  ehoms  of  voices  brake  forth  into  one  unearthly  roar  at 
{he  given  signaL 

^Enva  la  sanUfedeP^  continued  the  speeikeri  and 
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Hw  Flopie*8  disciples  strained  their  lungs  in  sending  their 
Toiees  to  heaven. 

^  **B  guai  agli  BarhetH^'*  once  more  pealed  harshly  on  the 
snfferer's  ear. 

**  Now,  mother,"  continued  Yillalnun,  "  if  you  won't  pray 
we'll  make  you." 

"  You  can  do  what  you  will  with  my  hody,  it's  a  poor 
emmbling  tabemade,  long  fitted  for  the  tomb ;  but  my  soul  is 
tele  in  the  hands  of  my  Saviour,  whose  blood  has  washed  me 
from  all  sin,  and  on  whose  death  and  merits  I  can  cahnly 
rely  now  and  in  the  hour  of  death." 

^  Come,  come,  old  fellow,"  said  Lemna,  '^it's  a  shame  for 
»  man  to  vex  a  woman,  and  you're  too  ugly  to  convert  her; 
the  look  of  such  as  you  would  make  her  take  an  oath  not  to 
be  on  the  same  side  with  you ;  the  sight  of  you  would  save  me 
t^n  Boudi  a  year  in  making  vinegar." 

^*  Mind  your  own  business^  you  Bologna  cat-throat,  don't 
you  see  I  mean  the  woman  good  P  I  want  to  get  her  soul  into 
heaven,  and  you,  you  haven't  grace  enough  to  wish  her 
there,  as  you  know  you'll  never  have  a  pass  to  get  there 
yourself." 

**CJome,  mother,  say  *Jesu  Maria,'  and  cross,"  cried 
O'Donoghuej  "I'm  hoarse  with  hallooing — quick,  or  I'll 
give  you  a  dig  with  my  sword  to  brighten  your  wits.  I'm 
listening,"  aiid  the  man  bent  his  head  to  catch  her  words, 
presenting  a  strange  contrast,  with  his  huge  shock  of  red  hair 
'  and  ragged  garments,  to  the  death-like  foxja  that  lay  on  the 
bed. 

His  patience  was  on  the  wane;  his  eyes  sparkled  with 
religious  frenzy,  and  he  was  about  to  proceed  to  some  act  of 
violence.  He  seized  the  sufierer ;  but  the  icy  touch,  and  the 
lightness  of  the  body  appalled  him,  and  he  released  her  from 
his  grasp. 

**  How  now,  sons,"  said  the  Abbot  Malvicino,  entering  the 
room,  "  what's  this  plunder  you've  got? — ^is  it  a  living  soul?— 
then  that's  for  me.    Away  ye  lads,  look  after  your  stomachs. 

K 
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Leave  ber  to  xne,  and  by  Pope  Benedict  IX,  who  sold  St^ 
Peter's  chair,  I'll  soon  make  a  disciple  of  her,  aaid  add  another^ 
member  to  tbe  Holy. Catholic  wd  Apostolic  Church." 

That  rough  Franciscan  when  left  alone  felt  for  a  momeaot^ 
the  associatians  of  si^erin^— <in  the  presence  of  that  &male 
whose  look  was  so  nnearthlj,  and  whose  unnatural pal^iess  waa 
deepened  by  her  feais* 

^*  Holy  Pope  Gregory,"  said  Malvicino,  crossing  himself 
'^she  looks  like  a  corpse  stolen  &om  some  cainpo  santOf,.^ 
sister  it  may  be  of  the  cadaverous  Borengo.  JBut  methinks  it 
will  not  be  difficult  to  make  a  convert  of  this  weak  vessel,  and 
women's  souls  make  up  one's  score  as  well  as  men's.  Motheiry'* 
said  he,  advancing  towards  her,  "  I  hope  I  recognize  in  you  d^ 
sister  in  the  fiiith,  one  who  is  in  the  fold  of  the  Church,  out  of 
which  there  is  no  salvation." 

"  I  trust,"  replied  the  sufferer,  "  that  I  am  in  the  Church, 
of  which  Christ  is  the  chief  comer-stone." 

**  But  I  mean,  do  you  belong  to  his  visible  Church,  the 
Holy  Boman,  which  God  established  by  St.  Peter,  and 
governs  by  his  Vicar  the  Pope." 

"  No ;  I  do  not  belong  to  the  Eomish  Church,  but  to  that 
sApostoHc  branch  which  has  always  existed  in  these  valleys." 

^'  Will  you  imperil  your  soul  ?  Unless  you  are  a  believier 
in  the  mass,  your  salvation  is  impossible." 

"  I  rely  upon  the  Word  of  God ;  I  read  nothing  there  about  - 
the  mass,  so  I  can  do  without  it.    Jesus  Christ  is  my  rock, 
aad  on  lus  death  and  merits  I  securelly  rest.    I  have  lain  here 
for  twenty-one  years,  and  I  can  trust  my  Saviour  to  the  last.'? 

"  Oh,"  said  the  monk  aside,  "  we  have  a  controversialisfc 
here.  These  iaarhets  seem  to  instruct  their  people  with  their 
lying  sophistries,  so  that  they  are  able  to  perplex  even  the 
CMlvooates  of  tmth." 

"Woman,"  said  he,  raising  his  voice,  "I  have  come  to 
save  you.  If  you  will  not  let  me  do  it  by  persuasion,  I  shall 
«ECommunicate  j(m^  and  hand  you  over  to  the  soldiers  of  the 
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the  Jlout  o^  (dtea&  bold  mj  n^t  hand,  saying  tmio  mo,  Pour 
not,  I  am  with  thee.' "  •: 

'  ^  WoAiau,  wfll  yo*  lepent?    Will  yea  aljuve  yottrkferesy? 
84r  'ATe  Majna^^  and  then  I  will  befriend  you  and  yd^ 

^^Yon  speak  to  one  who  is  at  the  point  of  death; 'fliaA 
,a}ii»O0i  sees  tte  tetter  oify;  worldly  motives  aa»  wdx4^ess 
.vh#iiwea{>proaohthegtaTe;"   . 

^^WhaV'  «aid  *1»  monk,  "are  yo«.  ohsthifrteP  Here, 
•X!aiiher  Placido  C(»r80,  lend  tis  your  apiritnal  aid  to  drag  thik 
^angli^  into  the  IcmgdonL"  .      .      ^ 

^G^%,.Ai)bot>"  rejoined  the  other;  ^ihe  poor  thing  is 
weak  and  ill,  treat  her  gently.  It  is  no  credit  to  our  DeBth  t6 
ase  violence  mtb.stk^  feeble  Tessels.'' 

"  There's  no  other  way  with  them  bat  dedsion.  -  Ifyod 
can't  bend,  yon  mnst  break ;  at  least  that  is  the  teaching  of 
ihe  Holy  OflBce.*'  ... 

"  To  convince  her  argue  with  her,  and  tell  her  what  the 
Holy  Fathers  have  edi" 

^*  She  doesn't  cai)^  for  the  Fathers  nor  the  Councils. 
fHiese  heretics  put  their  faith  only  in  what  the  Bible  teaches." 

**  Then  argue  with  her  out  of  the  Bible ;  yon  know  enongh 
of  xt>  don't  yon,  to  Tiodioate  our  doctrines  ?^ 

**  I  don't  think  I  do ;  I  only  know  some  of  those  parts  I 
ebant  by  heart;  and,  if  it  oomes  to  bandying  t^sts  of 
Scripture,  by  P<^  Celestin  HI.,  who  kicked  the  Emperor 
Henry  VI.'s  crown  off  his  head,  I  shall  come  off  the  worst: 
But  go  and  look  afler  your  belongings,  and  leave  me  with  my 
erring  daughter.'' 

Malvicino  .went  |ip  to  Marie,  and  holding  the  crudfisr^ 
against  her  lips,  said*^ 

**  So  you  refuse  to  belong  to  the  Holy  Roman  Church,  and' 
talk  about  your  cursed  heresy,  which  has  dung  to  these  infernal 
▼alleys  so  long.    Thea  the  devil  take  yonr  soul  and  body.'* 
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'  Bending  over  the  bed,  he  spit  in  that  wan  fieice,  and  raised 
his  hand  as  if  to  inflict  a  blow.  A  fierce  glare  passed  over 
his  featares,  which  suddenly  relaxed  into  a  smile,  as  if  some 
happy  thought  had  suggested  itself. 

"  Good,"  said  he,  aloud,  **  that  will  be  a  work  of  superero- 
gation, and  the  blessed  Bridget  will  intercede  for  me  after 
this.  I  will — ^I  will  save  her — I  will  baptize  her  into  the  true 
Church." 

With  these  words  he  began  to  search  about  the  room, 
and  at  last  found  some  water,  which  he  poured  into  a  cup. 
Kneeling  by  the  bedside,  and  making  the  sign  of  the  cross, 
he  chanted  in  a  monotonous  tone,  ^^  JBaptizo  te  in  nomine 
Domini^  et  Filii,  et  SpiritHs  Sancti,  Amen."  Then  maHnjg 
the  sign  of  the  cross  on  her  forehead,  he  emptied  the  contents 
of  the  cup  upon  Marie's  head. 

"  I  have  saved  her — I  have  saved  her,"  muttered  he  as  he 
quitted  the  apartment. 


'   '  "^T  CHAPTER    XXVL 

THE   IRISH   SOIDIEB. 

DoBiNG  the  monk's  interview  with  Marie  the  rabble  held 
possession  of  the  building,  without  any  check  upon  their 
wanton  brutality. 

Among  the  soldiers  Michael  O'Flanagan  was  conspicuous 
for  his  violence,  his  Celtic  passions  having  been  aroused  by  the 
work  of  destruction  and  plunder. 

"Och,  was  there  iver  sich  a  place?"  he  shouted:  "tis  a 
sore  day  with  me  since  I  brathed  this  air,  but  I'll  smash 
somebody's  head,  as  we  do  at  Donnybrook.  There's  no 
ehillelahs  here.  Wisha,  an'  ye  may  travel  many  a  long  mile 
afore  ye  get  the  likes  o'  me.  Be  geminy !  give  me  that 
picthure  of  that  milky-haired  man — I'll  put  his  eye  out." 

With  these  words  he  dashed  an  earthenware  jug  against 
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^e  wan,  wiicli  was  sMvered  to  pieces.  He  then  leaped  npon 
ifie  table,  and,  drawing  Ms  sword,  harangued  the  bystanders. 

"Brother,"  said  Placido  Corso  to  Malvicino,  "this  mad 
Irishman  may  strike  onr  noses  with  the  end  of  that  sword  he^s 
wjjiirling  about.  You  seem  as  if  you  were  looking  for  some 
one." 

"By  Pope  Leo  X.  and  his  holy  indulgences,  I'm  looking 
for  a  girl  I  saw  here  the  other  day.  Ah !  now  I  think  of  it," 
continued  the  Abbot  to  himself,  "  I  must  be  careful.  Echard 
hJBs  the  enforcement  of  the  edict,  and  he  might  come  in  h«?o 
and  spoil  my  plans.  I  must  keep  him  out  of  the  way.  In 
this  case  I  had  better  return  to  La  Tour  or  Pignerol. '  I  have 
fold  my  people  to  keep  their  eyes  about  them  and  capture 
her.'* 

"Ah!"  said  O'Flanagan,  addressing  Malvicino,  "Ooh» 
holy  Abbot,  you  look  frightened.  Be  aisy ;  though  my  bones 
ache  from  the  beggarly  mat  you  gave  me  to  lie  on  last  night.. 
Well,  well,  forgive  and  forget.  Here's  hurrah  for  the  Pope  of 
Rome!  I  know  he'd  like  to  sip  a  glass  of  Irish  whisky. 
Shure  how  could  he  keep  his  throat  up  to  the  work  of  blessin' 
if  he  did  not  wet  it  ?  He's  right,  the  Vicar ;  here,  boys,, 
you're  for  the  Pope.  Is  there  none  of  the  rale  stuff  here,  to 
give  his  Holiness  a  dhrap  ?  Hurrah  for  ould  Ireland.  I  say,, 
inavoumeen,  what's  in  there  ?     I  want  to  look  in  this  cellar." 

O'Flanagan  rushed  into  the  courtyard,  tumbling  over  the 
xmna  that  lay  in  every  direction.  He  vowed  vengeance 
against  all  heretics,  and  swore  that  he  would  run  the  man 
through  who  would  not  cross  himself. 

"  Cross  yourself,"  shouted  he,  addressing  Jean,  who  was  a 
prisoner,  "  are  you  cowld  ?  Ah !  well,  ye  see  these  monks 
are  lighting  you  a  blaze  with  yer  own  sticks.  Faith,  get  out 
of  the  way,  and  you'll  see  we  Irish  of  the  ould  blood  are  as. 
tivme  to  the  Mother  of  God  on  this  side  the  Channel  as  on  the 
other." 

Seeling  about  O'Flanagan  reached  the  staircase  which  led. 
io  Marie's  room. 
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"  We'U  go  up,"  said  he,  "into  this  den.  If  I  don't  find 
any  dhrink  here,  I'll  git  np  a  blaze  on  my  own  account." 

With  his  rongh  fist  he  shattered  the  panel  of  Marie's  door. 
The  mfi&an  sbood  npon  the  threshold  of  the  sick  room,  where 
all,  before  this  day,  had  entered  with  bated  breath  and  heart- 
felt sympathy,  and  he  pealed  forth  a  stanza  of  his  Bacchana- 
lian song,  in  a  spot  where  nonght  but  prayer  and  praise  had 
been  heard  for  years.  Pushing  the  door  aside  he  entered  the 
tooxiLy  and  his  eye  rested  npon  that  image  of  death.  He  was 
riveted  when  he  saw  that  blanched,  fisuse,  shaded  by  her  dark 
hair,  and  whose  dimmed  eyes  appealed  to  the  sympathy  of 
those  who  enjoyed  the  blessing  of  nnclonded  sight. 

The  Irish  fanatic  stood  speechless ;  there  was  silence  in 
that  sick  room,  only  broken  at  intervals  by  the  shonts  and 
tamnlt  of  the  soldiers  in  the  conrt. 

A  change  of  expression  softened  O'Flanagan^s  features, 
and  reprodnced  that  look  of  innocence  which  was  once  the 
ornament  of  his  boyish  days.  The  maddened  glare  of  that  eye 
had  relapsed  into  one  of  melancholy  thonghtfiolness,  as  if  me** 
mories  bonnd  deep  within  his  heart  had  been  toadied,  and  Ua 
soul  was  brooding  over  an  awakened  past.  Eor  sometinia  ha 
stood  without  moving,  and  gazed  on  ilarie  until  terirs  sLolo 
down  hia  weather-beaten  checka. 

It  was  a  triumph  due  to  the  calm  majesty  of  aufferiiJgf  i 
proof  of  that  axiom  that  under  the  bandit's  rough 
there  beats  a  human  heart — that  heaii  through  Tfhich  wc!  ta::^tii 
more  than  a  solitary  osiBt^nce, 

»  Thank  Heaven !"  gaid  he^  "  that  I  hsfo  Bot  tpi 
and  that  I've  not  let  those  other  ruffians  holt  lifff . 
wonldnot  touch  one  hair  of  her  headi    Jkhl  *hi' 
mavonnieen*    Js  it  herself  that  I  aee,  or  md  ^ 
No,  I  see  the  white  body,  the  haij 
mother !    Ohf  mother  t    I  tli 
that  looks  o'er  the  pool 
most  be  herself ;  the  paV 
brings  her  before 
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his  head  in  his  hands  and  bnrstizig 
was  thin  \    Mj  dear  mother,  jcm*7e  a  knr 
now ;  och !    I  know  not  if  jovi're  iicv«:  n 
soldierin',  and  saw  the  rough  adt  a£^St.  I  -m 
hoy.     Shnre  at  my  very  wont  time  I 
tears,  aad  when  I  was  lavin'  yon  aaa 
your  bedside,  looking  jist  the  saae  » 
ihin,  as  yon  were  blind,  yon  axed 
yon  pnt  yonr  thin  hand  on  his  heM 
did,  you  did.     Oh,  if  you  are  deac.  i 
me  with  your  dying  breath.    Hozice. 
yon  again  so  far  off" 

"LordJesnsr  said  a 
Thou  art  my  anchor,  whi^ 
me  not,  or  if  the  honr  has 
waiteth." 

"Harm  yoa!  is  tint  i 
tongue  P  I  wan%  iliOB|^ 
on.  nipnrteetyoaftrfc 
last  words  were^ '  Atid^^ 
katyoo.*" 

Thegiiilolw 
from  the 
'  changed  the  na' 
of  mystery,  ha> 
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Standing  at  the  door,  he  drove  back  the  rioters,  who. 
attempted  to  mount  the  stairs,  and  kept  guard  nntil  the  bugle 
Bounded,  when  the  soldiers  and  the  monks  proceeded  to  the 
oonvent  of  La  Tour,  taking  with  them  Jean  as  their  prisoi^ery 
and  the  children  who  had  not  escaped  at  their  first  approach. 

"Farewell,  mavoumeen,  and  may  the  Holy  Vargin  kape 
yon  and  have  marcy  on  ye  for  my  ould  sick  mother's  sake !  '* 

So  saying  he  joined  his  companions,  whose  oaths  and 
ribaldry  fell  more  harshly  on  his  ear,  &om  the  purer  associa- 
tion which  had  been  revived  within  his  breast. 

"Flanagan,"  said  Malvicino,  addressing  the  Irishman, 
"  Fve  a  small  commission  for  you.  Gallop  to  Pignerol,  and 
you  will  meet  an  officer  of  the  Duke's,  Echard  by  name,  who 
has  authority  to  enforce  the  edict ;  he  will  be  accompanied  by 
some  soldiers.  I  don't  want  him  to  come  to  this  farm,  for 
reasons  connected  with  the  interests  of  the  Holy  Church. 
Either  send  him  at  once  to  La  Tour,  because  Gastaldo  wants 
In'm,  or  else  back  to  Pignerol  to  the  abbey  to  meet  me.  Do 
you  understand  ?  ride  with  him,  but  keep  him  from  going 
into  the  farm  on  any  account." 

With  these  instructions,  O'Flanagan  left  his  companions, 
and  rode  back  alone  in  the  direction  of  Pignerol. 


CHAPTER  XXVUL 

DAGOT. 

The  tramp  of  the  horses,  and  the  roar  of  human  voices  gradu- 
ally died  away,  and  silence  reigned  throughout  the  farm  of  La 
Baud ene,  broken  only  by  the  distant  murmuring  of  the  Pelice. 
It  was  an  ominous  silence,  akin  to  that  of  the  grave,  a  con- 
trast to  the  previous  riot,  and  to  the  former  joy  of  that  social 
hearth,  upon  which  Gtistaldo's  signature  had  begun  to  wreak 
its  desolation. 

Malvicino,  who  was  obliged  to  return  to  Gastaldo  at  La 
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Tbur,  bad  sammoned  bis  soldiers  to  accompany  bim,  boping 
ta  be  able  to  return  to  La  Baud^ne  later  in  tbe  day.  In  bis 
rev^e  bow  to  carry  out  bis  purpose  in  case  O'Flanagan 
sbould  disappoint  bim,  be  met  Dagot  and  some  otber  soldiers 
going  in  tbe  direction  of  tbe  farm. 

"Friend  Dagot,"  wbispered  the  Abbot,  addressing  tbe 
soldier  apart,  "  I've  a  little  affair  wbicb  I  will  entrust  to  you, 
wbereby  you  can  win  your  Holy  Father's  blessing.'    Go  to  La 

Baudene,  and  if  you  can  find  a  girl,  witb  golden .    Ha, 

you  were  once  quartered  there,  and  therefore  you  know  ber 
well.  Secure  the  girl  for  a  friend  of  mine,  and  Til  sborfcen 
your  time  in  purgatory.  Above  all,  take  care  of  that  officer 
Eehard,  and  keep  ber  out  of  bis  way,  sbould  be  chance  to 
come  to  tbe  farm  in  tbe  fulfilment  of  bis  duties — do  you  un- 
derstand ?  there's  a  ducat  to  toast  the  Pope." 

** Thanks,  holy  Abbot,"  said  the  man  witb  a  grin,  "I'll 
cater  for  tbe  flesh,  and  you  for  the  spirit.  What  a  fool  be 
must  think  me ! "  continued  be  to  himself,  as  he  rode  away, 
"  if  be  thinks  I  don't  see  through  him,  and  am  going  to  do  bis 
work.  No,  Dagot  must  look  after  his  own  interest  if  fortune 
gives  him  the  chance.  Ab !  I  see  the  old  place  again ;  111 
run  that  fellow  Baynald  through  if  I  can  and  make  us  quits." 

"  Comrade,"  said  Dagot,  addressing  Berru,  "  I  see  tbe 
farm  before  us  where  we  were  quartered,  Now's  the  time  to 
see  if  we  can  pick  up  any  spoil  there,  for  I  believe  the  edict  of 
Gastaldo  tumS  them  out." 

"  Ha,  ha !"  replied  Berru,  "  you  still  keep  up  old  memo- 
ries. I'm  a&aid  that  girl  is  entering  into  your  calculations, 
but  take  my  advice  and  don't  bum  your  fingers." 

"  Halloa ! "  said  Dagot,  as  be  saw  Ardoine  entering  the 
court-yard,  "there's  my  old  flame;  I  hope  I  shall  have  better 
luck  this  time.  Pity  we've  left  our  priest  behind,  or  be  could 
have  earned  bis  fees  before  vespers." 

Ardoine,  wbo  bad  left  ber  mother  for  a  short  time,  to  assist 
in  finding  a  litter  for  ber  removal,  bad  returned  witb  the' 
promptitude  of  affection  as  soon  as  possible,  and  bad  preceded 
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atkd  soldiers  Yrham  she  had  not  n<Meei  m  tlie  distance.  Her 
Iiearii  trembled  as  dbe  entered  ^e  court-yard,  and  saw  the 
signs  of  havoo  on  all  sides.  It  -was  evident  that  ti  pariy  of 
sdidiers  had  beea  tibyere  in  the  absenoe  of  the  fkmdj,  though 
from  the  silence  which  reigned  thronglKmt  the  place,  they 
and  evctrybody  else  scCToied  to  have  departed. 

With  eagerness  she  flew  to  her  moUier's  room,  and  was 
ireHeved  to  find  her  in  her  accustomed  place.  Wiping  her 
forehead  she  gently  pressed  her  hands,  and  kissed  her  parched 
lips. 

"  Mother,  mother,  my  heart  upbraids  me  for  having  left 
you  at  all ;  but  uncle  thought  I  could  best  arrange  about  the 
litter.  I  hope  you  are  safe  and  well,  and  have  not  found  my 
absence  long.    I  have  come  back  as  soon  as  I  could.'' 

'^I  am  so  glad  to  see  you,  beloved  child.  God  deals 
gently  with  me ;  my  heart  overflows  with  love  to  Him,  and  is 
kept  in  perfect  peace.  I  cleave  to  Jesus  without  a  murmur 
or  a  doubt.  You  don't  know  with  what  delight  I  look  for 
his  coming,  for  the  sting  of  death  has  been  taken  away  by  his 
precious  cross." 

"  You  look  pale  and  frightened,  dear  mother.  I  fear  from 
what  I  see  that  some  of  the  roving  bands  of  soldiers  have 
been  here,  many  of  whom  are  to  and  frt)  on  the  road.  Thank 
God  they  have  done  yon  no  harm.  How  unfortunate  that 
our  brave  men  are  away ! " 

"  Some  soldiers  have  been  here,  daughter,"^  said  Marie, 
not  wishing  to  excite  Ardoine's  fears,  "but  the  conduct  of 
one  of  them  was  indeed  stranga  Gt)d  must  have  touched  his 
heart:  he  burst  violently  into  the  room,  and  I  thought  I 
should  have  been  killed,  when  his  whole  manner  was  sud- 
denly changed,  and  he  moistened  my  lips,  and  did  all  he  could 
to  protect  and  cheer  me." 

"  How  strange ! "  said  Ardoine,  musingly. 

"  Blessed  be  God ! "  continued  Marie ;  "  He  does  not  leave 
US  in  our  trials,  but  is  able  at  all  times  to  give  us  out  of  his 
fulness  what  we  need*    Oh  how  sweet  to  have  a  Saviour's 
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liofioia  to  lecUzie  on!  I  Ixmg  to  T)e  wkh  Him,  ^t  tint  efSxig 
pS  ^eaXk  16  gone,  and  even  bott  I  Hre  beneath  hia  smileX 
paagbter,  you  don't  know  with  wli»fc  deHgfat  I  look  for  bis 
{^^roach ;  bat  thanks  be  to  Hun  I  have  BtiH  pawnee  given 
^^to  wait  his  tiflcie." 

"  Mother,"  said  Ardoine,  after  a  pause,  "  I  wonder  ihsb  1 
4o{i'i  soe  Uncle  Jean  and  any  of  the  diildr^  about  Where 
can  they  have  gone?  I  feel  quite  frightened.  Oh,  Jioiavd 
p^d  Bc^aldy  wheire  are  you  ?  " 

^  My  daughter,  cakn  yourself.  Take  my  Bible,  child,  and 
i^ead.to  me  fiom  its  bleai^  page^" 

"  I  will,  mother ;  shall  I  read  at  any  pttrticular  |dftee  ?  ** 

*'  Bead  something  my  Saviour  said,  for  comfort  flows  to 
me  from  every  page  of  GtedV^ord,  but  especially  from 
Christ's  words ;  they  make  my  soul  bum.  I  love  a  chapter 
though  it  be  full  of  names,  for  I  know  ft  is  from  God.  Oh, 
nothiQg  in  the  world  is  so  dear  to  me  as  God's  Word  !  it  is 
dearer  than  thousands  of  gold  and  silver ;  it  imparts  such  a 
Ueisedness  to  the  soul.  I  have  tasted  it^  and  know  it  is  bo 
sweet  from  experience.  I  wish  to  feel  Christ  in  the  Bible 
speaking  afresh  to  me,  and  then  when  I  cont^nplate  Christ 
in  his  Word,  and  what  He  has  done  for  me^  my  sbul  wants  to 
burst  its  bcmds,  and  soar  on  wings  above,  beyond  ihiB  presenft 
world." 

Marie  was  interrupted  by  the  door  being  burst  open,  and 
the  dreaded  mercenary  Dagot  rushed  into  the  room.  He  flew 
towards  Ardoine,  who  was  on  her  knees  by  her  mother's  bed- 
side, with  her  hands  clasped,  and  her  head  resting  upon  tbef 
Qpen  Bible.  At  ^e  sound  of  those  footsteps  terror  paled  her 
cheek,  making  it's  hue  almost  as  l^anched  as  that  of  the  wan 
snflerer.  As  she  &11  at  Dagot's  feet  and  besought  pity  for 
herself  and  her  mother,  she  might  have  given  Raphael  a 
model  of  an  un£Allen  angel  supplicating  to  a  fidlen  world. 

''Ah,  I  have  f<»ind  you  at  kust,  azid  a  long  search  I  haV0 
had  for  yon.  I  thought  you'd  not  be  for  off  ihat  old  hag, 
^ho  J  heard  Uj  groasung  hare.    Ton  lefb  n&e  in  (he  river  last 
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time,  did  yon,  when  yonr  lover  was  by?  Bnt  now  it  is  my 
turn,  and  by  the  Virgin  I'll  have  my  revenge.  Well,  don't 
be  a&aid,  my  little  bird,  Til  treat  you  gently,  I've  b^n  a 
bachelor  this  five-and-forty  years,  bnt  this  is  the  girl  for  the 
Frenchman  Dagot.  What,  won't  you  come  qtdetly  ?  Then 
I  must  help  you." 

So  saying,  he  seized  her  in  his  arms,  and  dragged  her 
downstairs  to  another  side  of  the  building. 

Ardoine  screamed  and  struggled,  but  it  was  of  no  avail. 
She  was  in  the  grasp  of  one  whom  plunder  and  passion  had 
aroused  to  madness,  and  the  blackness  of  despair  seemed  to 
have  sealed  her  fate- 


CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

THE  BESCUE. 

EcHABD  had  been  appointed  by  the  Marquis  of  Pianesse  to  con- 
duct some  troops  from  Turin  to  La  Tour,  to  be  used  if  neces- 
sary for  the  enforcement  of  Gastaldo's  edict. 

It  was  not  until  the  afternoon  of  the  28th  that  he 
approached  the  scene  of  his  mission.  He  had  fallen  somewhat 
behind  his  detachment,  when  he  was  met  by  the  Irish  soldier, 
Michael  O'Flanagan,  whom  Malvicino  had  sent  to  intercept 
his  route. 

**  Och,  in  troth  there's  jist  the  man  Pm  saking.  I'll  be 
aflher  telling  him  all  about  it.  Plase  yer  honor  there's  been 
a  great  row  in  the  farm  hard  by  on  yonder  road,  and  if  you 
could  do  them  a  sarvice  I  should  be  obleeged  to  you.  In  one 
of  the  rooms  there's  one  like  the  ghost  of  my  mother,  poor 
sowl.  She's  one  of  them  six  sisthers,  and  ould  father,  the 
Abbot,  sint  me  to  tell  you  not  to  come  there ;  and  I'll  dis- 
charge my  mission,  desoinded  as  I  am  from  the  kings  of 
Connaugbt,  by  my  mother's  side.  But  ye'd  do  a  power  o* 
good  if  you  did  go,  and  might  save  some  poor  girl.    If  tbdlse 
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^bo  yoi2r  soldiers,  some  of  them  have  gone  in  there,  for  I  saw 
^Qme  cattle  standin'  about.  0  misther,  go  and  see  if  ye  caai 
dp  anj  good,  but  remimber  I  towldyou  what  the  Abbot  towld 
ine„  to  tell  ye  not  to  go  there.  I  did,  I  did,  as  Vm  the  last 
^znimber  of  the  race  of  the  kings  of  Connanght." 

Echard  did  not  wait  to  hear  more,  for  his  humanity 
prompted  him  to  do  all  in  bis  power  to  mitigate  the  horrors 
which  would  inevitably  attend  this  wholesale  and  sudden  evic- 
tion. Seeing  some  of  his  men  near  the  farm  of  La  Baud^ne, 
he  concluded  that  it  was  the  house  to  which  O'Flanagan 
referred,  and  on  entei'ing  recognized  it  as  the  place  where  he 
had  been  three  days  before.  The  little  he  had  then  seen  of 
the  family  had  interested  him,  and  he  remembered  the 
romantic  account  of  their  patriarchal  union  and  singular 
habits  of  life.  The  scene  of  devastation  in  the  court  that  met 
his  eye  needed  no  interpreter,  while  the  curses  and  oaths  of 
the  soldiers  attested  the  riot  of  the  messengers  of  death.  He 
hastened  to  find  the  sufferer  to  whom  O'Flanagan  referred. 
From  the  Irishman's  directions  he  soon  found  the  outbuilding, 
and  mounting  the  stairs  advanced  to  Marie's  bedside,  threading 
his  way  amid  the  broken  furniture. 

"  Good  lady,"  he  whispered  in  a  gentle  voice,  "  do  not  be 
afraid,  I  am  an  officer  of  the  Duke ;  I  will  take  care  that  none 
of  these  soldiers  hurt  you.  I  will  stand  at  your  door  and  pro- 
tect you  myself." 

"My  daughter,"  articulated  the  sufferer  with  difficulty, 
"  my  Ardoine,  save  her !  Oh,  sir,  a  mother's  heart  beseeches 
you!  They  have  taken  her  away.  My  daughter,'  my 
daughter !     Hasten  and  save  her." 

After  the  first  burst  of  grief,  Marie  appeared  to  recover 
herself,  and  clasping  her  hands  together  whispered,  "  Father, 
forgive  me.  I  will  drink  the  cup  that  my  Father  puts  ittto 
my  hands  to  the  dregs.  The  more  I  suffer,  the  more  I  re- 
joice in  Christ  my  Saviour.  All  flows  from  infinite  love,  which 
I  feel  through  the  power  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  *  God  is 
lore  I'" 
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.  **  Gbrisi's  tsgliteaasneBS  is  seatnless,**  contintxed  &e  stif- 
S^iper,  after  a  paii8«»  wxth  maeaftl  emphasis ;  **  I  hare  ho  fears 
of  death,  for  Chrifli  is  all-Btifficiont.  He  is  myatichDr.  He 
h9M  paid  all  my  d^s,  and  therefore  I  hare  peace.  I  have  no 
hope  in  myself.  His  merits  are  my  plea,  and  "with  iJbaM  I  can 
<^almly  enter  into  eternity.  'Thanks  be  unto  Qod  for  his  nn- 
iq>eQkable  gift  I     Ood  is  km  1'" 

The  officer  stood  silent,  as  if  debating  how  he  coxild  assist 
her,  and  evidently  struck  with  the  warm  heart-breathings 
which  issued  from  that  corpso^like  form,  while  his  lips  me- 
chanically repeated  her  la^t  words,  '*  G<>d  is  lore  V* 

He  had  hardly  left  the  room  before  several  of  his  yldiers, 
with  fearful  uproar,  began  to  mount  the  stairs. 

"  Back,"  cried  Echard,  in  a  tone  of  command ;  **  soldiers, 
yon  know  your  officer,  back ;  sound  the  bugle ;  •  to  horse,  for 
wa  must  on  to  La  Tour.'' 

Abashed  at  this  unexpected  order,  the  men  descended  the 
wooden  staircase  with  heavy  tramp,  muttering  oaths  against 
him  who  had  marred  their  jdans. 

Echard  turned^  and  lifted  the  latch,  in  order  to  reassure 
the  sufferer.  He  went  to  the  conch,  and  exhorted  her  not  to 
iaiemble,  for  he  would  protect  her  at  the  risk  of  his  life.  Be- 
ceiving  no  answer,  he  bent  over  the  body,  when,  to  his  sur- 
prise, he  found  that  she  was  a  corpse.  Marie  had  silently 
fallen  asleep  in  Jesus,  in  the  midst  of  the  tumult  and  blasphemy 
that  had  desecrated  that  once  peaceful  home.  The  longed-for 
moment,  which  summed  up  her  twenty-one  years'  captivity, 
had  come  at  last.  It  had  come  suddenly  and  swiftly.  For 
years  the  vigils  of  love  had  been  kept  by  her  bedside,  but 
when  death  came  she  was  alone.  None  heard  h^  sigh  of 
severance ;  none  bowed  to  catch  her  farewell  speech.  None 
learned  her  last  experiences,  nor  marked  the  glaring  film 
overspreading  her  eyes.  A  smile  lingered  on  her  features,  as 
if  at  the  last  some  bright  foretaste  of  heaven  had  flooded  her 
heart,  a  smile  more  plaintive  because  begotten  in  death,  and 
leaving  its  impress  upon  that  forlorn  body  to  typify  Victory 
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0]^er  iix^  p»r0,  '.Edbard  paused  as  he  gaaed  cm  ibat  spectral 
face,  and  imprinted  its  ezpressiaii  upon;  hia  memory.  He  had 
beheld  ^alh  on.  the  field  of  battle,  in  its  varied  shapes  of  hor- 
ror, but  he  felt  a  thrill  as  of  a  mystic  spell,  a  calm  walKan^  of 
hi^  owiioonliolfiBaTexijashe  came  in  contact  with  the  ^ng 
of  TeiT^i^.so.i|oisdiEk8s,ao  traaqiul,  and  apparently  so  welcome 
in  that  lone  chambec 

Thefioene  of  the  last  deatib-bed  he  hadwknessed  a  few 
weeks  jbefpre  reonrred  to  his  mind.  Ha  had  there  seen  004$ 
endowed  with  rank  and  fortune,  and  noted  for  h«r  religious 
zeal,  Btrug^ing  wii^  the  last  eaemy^  Yet,  what  were  her 
experianee^  ? '  FearMnessy  a&d  a  horrible  dl'ead  OTerwh^med 
her;  imprecations. and  cries  of  agony  came  from  those  lips 
on  wid/ek  &e  last  woid  was  ''  blood !"  Her  heart  was  filled 
with  dissatisfaetian  and  lear ;  the  proud  Marchioness  trembled 
before  her  Judge,  and  the  osual  appalling  adjuncts  of  dea<^ 
had  been  Jbeightened  in  the  case  of  her  he  called  mother*  Birt 
in  this  obscure  chamber  peace  itemed  to  hallow  death ;  and 
bright  desire  had  £boded  that  sfnrit  whose  last  utterance  wae 
*■  Grod  is  love  V"  His  breast  heaved,  ae  he  contrasted  the 
scenes,  and  heard  thcToiee  of  conscience  su^esting  which 
was  the  most  worthy  of  God  and  of  pure  religion. 

"Strange  ntterance I"  saidEchard  to  himself ;  ^*Godii 
lQ?e  r  when  things  look  so  mudi  the  reverse.  The  vriigion 
which  oaa  produce  .such  fruits  casmot  be  so  thorooghly  bad 
as  our  Church  represents." 

Laying  his  hand  on  that  cold  forehead,  and  closing  his 
eyes,  he  breathed  a  prayer  as  he  murmured  her  last  words, 
*  God  is  love.' 

In  the  midst  of  hie  reflections,  he  was  startled  at  hearing 
piercing  cries  in  the  court-yard ;  they  were  the  voices  of  pur- 
suer and  pursued.  He  listens :  he  hastens  to  the  stairs.  The 
cries  approach;  the  pursued  flies  across  the  court-yard,  the 
pursuer  followB.  Ardoiae's  feet  scarce  iouch  ilie  ground ; 
Dagof  s  hand  ail  bat  gnu^  her  garments,  in  unreasoning 
despair  she  mi^Ees  fiir  iMr  mother's  room;  ehe  sees  some 
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one  before  her.  He  has  on  the  nniform  of  Savoy ;  honour 
may  Inrk  in  his  breast :  she  mnst  trust  him. 

'*  Oh  save  me !  save  me !  Oh,  mother,  mother,  save  me, 
save  me !" 

A  glance  at  the  girl  was  enongh  to  interest  Echard  in  her 
fate.  It  must  be  the  daughter.  To  draw  his  sword  and 
intercept  the  soldier  was  the  act  of  a  moment. 

"  Back,  villain !"  shouted  Echard,  addressing  Dagot,  who 
was  mounting  the  stairs;  "stand  back,  and  leave  the  girl 
alone.    Back,  or  1*11  hurl  you  back !" 

"Will  you?"  growled  Dagot,  whom  drink  and  fury  had 
half  maddened.  "Will  you?  then  take  that!"  .  So  saying, 
he  seized  his  arquebus,  and  £Lred  at  Echard. 

The  gathering  twilight,  and  Dagot's  unsteady  aim,  saved 
the  officer.  The  shot  grazed  his  thigh,  causing  him  to  reel 
backwards.  Dagot  pressed  on,  but  Echard,  whose  sword  was 
drawn,  made  a  lunge  forward,  and  drove  it  through  the 
wretched  man's  breast.  There  was  an  awful  groan;  a  stream 
of  blood  deluged  the  stairs,  and  the  red  drops  trickled  from 
the  sword  as  it  was  withdrawn  from  the  body. 

"  Mother  of  God ! "  said  the  man.  "  Fm  killed.  Holy 
Virgin,  save  me!"  and  the  soldier  fell  heavily  backwai*ds, 
and  lay  motionless  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs. 

Casting  one  contemptuous  glance  upon  the  fallen  man, 
Echard  entered  Marie's  chamber  to  reassure  the  object  of  his 
pity. 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

THE   CHAMBER  OF  DEATH. 

Abdoine  had  fallen  senseless  near  the  door;  Echard  bent 
over  her  with  the  feelings  of  a  protector,  and.  his  gaze  rested 
for  the  first  time  upon  her  countenance.  The  eyes  were  shut, 
the  cheek  pale,  the  golden  hair  dishevelled|  but  a  mystic 
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charm  environed  her,  and  fascinated  Ecliard*s  heart.  He 
needed  not  the  inspirations  of  death,  yea,  of  the  mother's, 
corpse  to  prompt  him  to  be  the  daughter's  champion,  for  tho 
sanctity  of  innocence  and  the  silent  advocacy  of  beauty 
stirred  his  generous  nature.  He  placed  her  gently  on  the 
sofa,  turning  her  so  that  she  should  not  receive  a  shock  from 
beholding  that  lifeless  form.  It  was  some  time  before  con- 
sciousness returned.  Did  he  find  those  moments  tedious? 
He  would  have  hastened  her  recovery  had  he  been  able,  but 
did  he  regret  having  the  opportunity  of  gazing  upon  that 
face  without  causing  it  to  quail,  and  of  imprinting  its  features 
upon  his  heart  ?  He  felt  what  he  had  never  felt  before — a 
strange  interest  riveted  him ;  an  unbidden  passion  seized  his 
soul,  and  he  was  no  longer  the  same  as  when  he  first  entered 
that  room. 

After  some  time  Ardoino  recovered  and  opened  her  eyes. 

"Where  am  I?  Alas!  I  remember.  Is  it  a  dream? 
Mother,  dearest,  I  am  with  you;  are  you  safe?  Oh,  sir, 
forgive  my  wanderings ;  fear  has  almost  deprived  me  of  my 
senses.  Was  it  you  upon  whom  I  cast  myself  to  escape  the 
soldier's  grasp  ?  How  have  I  been  saved  ?  You  look  as  if. 
your  heart  were  not  iron,  and  as  if  a  woman's  tears  might 
touch  you." 

Grasping  his  hand,  she  pressed  it  to  her  lips.  She 
dropped  it,  however,  when  her  modesty  realized  her  position, 
and  caused  her  to  restrain  her  expression  of  gratitude ;  but 
their  eyes  had  met,  their  hands  had  touched,  and  an  electric 
thrill  caused  Echard  to  tremble  throughout  his  frame. 

"  Calm  yourself,  sister,  calm  yourself;  you  are  safe  under 
my  care — it  was  I  who  rescued  you  on  the  stairs ;  I  have 
punished  tho  villain  in  a  way  he  will  not  forget, — ^if  he  lives," 
added  he  in  a  lower  tone,  "  to  remember  it." 

"  I  hope  you  have  not  killed  him.  What  is  that  by  your 
side  ?  It  is  your  sword ;  it  is  red.  0  heavens,  what  scenes 
are  taking  place  in  our  beloved  home!  Grandfather  and 
aunts,  where  are  you  all?" 

L 
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"Do  not  excite  yourseli^"  replied  Echard,  softly.  "1 
will  shield  you  and  yours;  I  swear  to  you  that,  though  I 
wear  this  uniform,  and  differ  from  you  in  creed,  your  life  and 
honour  shall  be  as  safe  as  that  of  my  own  sister." 

"  Oh,  sir,  what  troubles  are  coming  upon  us !  this  is  the 
day  of  Gastaldo's  edict.  Our  home  is  broken  up,  our  family 
is  scattered,  and  from  what  I  saw  below,  the  veiy  place  seems 
sacked.** 

**  God  will  support  you ;  we  worship  the  same  God,  and  I 
think  He  will  be  more  ready  to  console  you  under  these  trials 
than  to  bless  us  for  causing  them,  though  they  are  done  in 
the  name  of  religion." 

"  Thank  you,  sir,  thank  you  for  protecting  me." 

"  Thank  me  not  for  doing  what  my  heart  prompted,  and 
what  will  be  the  choicest  act  of  my  life.  May  I  ask  in 
return  that  you  will  remember  me ;  my  name  is  Echard,  and 
if  the  day  comes  when  I  can  befriend  you,  I  will  gladly  do  so. 
I  came  into  this  room  before  I  saw  you,  and  spoke  kindly  to 
your  mother." 

"  Oh,  mother,  my  darling  mother,  let  me  console  her ;  let 
me  tell  her  there  is  a  generous  stranger  here,  who  wlQ  pro- 
tect us.  Oh,  mother,  I  feel  better ;  let  me  rise  and  comfort  her." 

Echard  was  silent,  for  he  was  loth  to  add  to  the  sorrow  of 
one  whose  beauty  and  artless  manner  had  touched  his  heart. 
He  knew  that  she  was  an  orphan,  but  delicacy  forbad  his 
interfering  with  the  sacredness  of  a  daughter's  woe. 

"  Mother,  dear  mother,"  said  Ardoine,  approaching  the 
bed  and  kneeling  beside  it ;  "  I  am  here,  speak  to  me.  I  only 
left  you  for  a  moment ;  I  could  not  come  back  sooner ;  I  am 
here,  don't  be  frightened.  Speak  to  me,  dearest  mother ;  it 
is  Ardoine." 

She  paused :  no  wonted  smile  of  welcome  overspread  those 
pale  features ;  no  blessing  bade  welcome  to  the  child.  Stretch- 
ing out  her  hand,  she  placed  it  on  her  mother's  forehead ;  it 
was  cold.  The  truth  flashed  upon  her,  as  she  cast  an  inquir- 
ing look  of  helplessness  at  Echard. 
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'"  An  orptan ! — alone !— an  orphan !  '* 

The  realization  was  too  much ;  the  daughter  sank  beside 
the  couch,  apparently  as  lifeless  as  the  pale  corpse  which  hf  ~ 
thereon. 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

THE   STRUGGLE. 

Ratnald,  who  had  been  escorting  some  of  the  family  to  Villaar,  ^ 
returned  to  La  Baudene  in  the  evening.  As  he  approached 
the  farm,  he  was  startled  by  the  marks  of  desolation  and  rninJ 
The  meadow  was  torn  np  by  horses'  feet,  and  the  court  strewn 
with  fragments  of  furniture,  clothing,  books,  and  household 
articles,  half  buried  in  mud  or  snow.  His  thoughts  instinc- 
tively turned  to  Ardoine.  Had  she  returned  ?  Was  she  safe  T' 
Where  was  Aunt  Marie  ?  Oppressed  with  fear  he  rushed  to- 
her  room,  but,  in  his  haste,  fell  over  something  that  blocked  * 
up  the  stairs  leading  to  the  chamber.  Raising  himself  he 
drew  near  to  the  entrance,  and  held  up  his  hand  in  the 
ebbing  moonlight.  It  was  wet  with  blood.  In  mad  frenzy  he- 
leaped  over  the  corpse,  and  pushed  open  the  shattered  door. 
The  fitful  light  of  the  moon  and  the  glare  of  a  torch  in  the 
court-yard,  enabled  him  to  distinguish  objects.  His  aunt  lay 
in  her  accustomed  place.  His  senses  reeled  as  he  turned  and 
beheld  Ardoine  lying  motionless  near  her  niothor,  while  an 
officer  in  uniform  was  bending  over  her,  and  pressing  her. 
hand  to  his  lips.  A  streak  of  light  flitted  across  the  stranger's 
features,  and  Raynald  recognized  him  as  the  bearer  of 
Gastaldo's  edict,  who  had  announced  this  cruel  order  only 
three  days  before,  and  with  whom  he  had  that  altercation. 
Jealousy  and  indignation  fired  the  heart  of  Raynald  like  the  - 
flame  upon  the  western  prairie.  This  officer  and  his  soldiiers 
must  have  glutted  their  vengeance  in  the  destruction  of  the 
iaxm.    He  might  be  the  betrayer  of  Ardoine,  as  he  was  the 
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murderer  of  him  "who  encumbered  the  stairs.'  Without  doubfc 
it  -was  the  corpse  of  Uncle  Jeau^  who  had  been  left  in  charge 
pf  Aunt  Marie  and  the  children. 

A  sword  dripping  with  blood,  whose  jewelled  handle  glit- 
tered as  the  light  fell  upon  it,  lay  upon  the  floor.  He  remein- 
bered  having  seen  it  in  the  officer's  hand,  and  it  gave  cruel 
confirmation  to  the  dreadful  suspicions. 

"  Wretch  !  "  cried  Raynald,  rushing  upon  Echard,  "  do  I 
meet  you  again  in  this  once  blessed  home,  as  a  destroyer  and 
bandit  ?  Have  you  shed  the  blood  which  stains  this  sword, 
you  who  are  found  alone  amid  this  ruthless  havoc  ?" 

In  the  delirium  of  passion  he  grasped  Echard  with  the  hand 
of  a  giant,  and  threw  him  on  the  floor,  while  his  eyes  flashed 
with  rage,  which  recks  not  whether  Hfe  or  death  trembles  in 
the  balance,  Echard,  though  taken  unawares,  was  not  power- 
les&  Coiling  his  legs  round  those  of  Baynald,  he  caused  him 
to  fall  forwards,  and  lose  his  grasp.  Their  hands  seek  each 
other's  throats,  they  struggle,  they  writhe,  they  strain  with 
the  energy  of  passion  and  youth. 

Eaynald  is  uppermost ;  he  plants  his  knee  upon  Echard's 
Yi^reast,  and  passing  his  hand  across  his  own  forehead  to  throw 
back  his  hair,  and  recover  his  senses  and  sight,  gropes  for  tho 
Bword,  which  he  had  observed  on  the  floor ;  grasping  it,  he 
brandishes  it  in  the  air,  before  plunging  it  into  his  adversary's 
breast. 

"  Young  man,"  gasped  Echard,  "  murder  not  the  guiltless, 
nor  outrage  the  dead.  Look  at  that  pale  corpse ;  it  has  not 
sufiered  violence." 

The  noise  of  the  struggle  had  meanwhile  aroused  Ardoine 
to  consciousness,  and  with  woman's  intuition,  she  compre- 
hended the  complex  and  dangerous  misapprehensions.  The 
sword  was  still  in  itaynald's  hand,  and  the  gripe  with  which 
he  held  Echard  was  stem  and  avenging. 

"Oh,  Raynald,  Raynald,"  cried  Ardoine,  "stay;  he  is 
not  the  man ;  he  saved  me !  he  saved  me !  He  spoke  kindly ; 
I  had — ^I  had  perished  but  for  him.    It  was  the  soldier  of  the 
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Hrer — Dagot  you  called  bim ;"  and  the  agonized  girl,  spring- 
ing £nom  tlie  bed,  under  the  imparted  strength  of  feaTi  flnn^ 
herself  between  the  combatants. 

*  *'0h,  Raynald,  Raynald — ^my  mother,  my  mother!  She 
is' gone  at  last.  She  was  alone,  and  none  of  us  with  her  to 
bloge  her  eyes.    My  mother  dead — dead !  ** 

"O  Lord  of  heaven,"  exclaimed  Baynald,  **are  ihesd 
dreams  ?  are  we  exiles  ?  Does  murder  stain  this  threshold  P 
SEas  death  invaded  this  room  ?  Aunt  Marie — art  thou  gone  P 
— Oh,  it  is  too  much — ^I  am  bewildered.^ — ^Pardon  me,  sir,  if 
you  are  guiltless.  If  you  have  rescued  this  sister,  you  have 
earned  my  gratitude,  and  saved  me  from  another  woe.  Your 
heart  must  plead  for  the  frenzy  of  sudden  and  crushing 
grief." 

''  Raynald,"  said  Echard,  disengaging  himself  and  rising, 
**  Raynald,  for  such  I  hear  is  your  name,  I  can  pardon  the 
i^avings  of  a  broken  heart.  I  appear  to  you  as  a  Papal  foe, 
Hfi  one  who  has  abetted  the  ruin  which  you  see  around,  but  I 
rejoice  to  say  that  I  have  saved  your  sister ;  and  I  was  ready 
to  risk  my  life  to  preserve  the  sanctity  of  the  sick  room. 
That  corpse  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs  is  proof  of  my  words. 
He  is  one  of  our  soldiers,  whose  blood  you  see  on  my  sword. 
Ijet  that  witness  that  I  have  been  your  friend." 

"Forgive  me,"  said  the  young  peasant,  extending  his 
hand,  "forgive  me  if  I  have  acted  hastily.  Appearances 
were  against  you,  and  you  see  enough  around  to  fire  any 
man's  blood,  especially  when  I  thought  that  both  were 
corpses." 

"  Thank  God,"  said  Ardoine,  "that  further  bloodshed  has 
been  spared,  but  it  is  miserable  to  weep  over  my  lost  mother. 
I  thank  you  again,  generous  sir,  I  thank  you,  and  should 
these  troublous  times  bring  any  of  us  into  danger,  oh  befriend 
us,  I  beseech  you,  if  it  lies  in  your  power.** 

"I  will,  I  will,  I  solemnly  swear  it!  Farewell,  young 
mistress  !  £arewell|  Raynald !" 

Echard's  feelings  made  him  loHi  to  leaver    He  could  have 
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lingered,  anywhere  if  Ardoine*s  sliadow  might  but  cross  his 
paih ;  bnt  duly  sammoned  him  elsewhere.  He  left  the  house 
with  a  sigh,  as  he  went  to  search  for  his  horse,  from  time  to 
time  peering  into  the  darkness  under  the  vain  hope  that  ho 
might  catch  another  glimpse  of  her  he  began  to  love, 
l^ough  he  felt  the  mockery  of  the  thought,  it  was  like  a 
jspell  upon  his  heai^t — ^for  the  wish  was  father  to  the  thought. 
]>riying  his  spurs  into  his  horse's  side,  he  plunged  into  the 
gathering  darkness,  and  rode  off  after  his  soldiers  in  the 
'direction  of  La  Tour. 


OHAPTER  XXXI. 

THE  ABSOLXmOH. 

"  Oh,  mother,"  cried  Ardoine,  after  Ephard  had  left,  "  how 
can  I  forgive  myself?  Alas,  was  I  away  when  your  last 
summons  came  ?    Mother,  are  you  gone,  gone  for  ever  ?  " 

"  Dearest  Ardoine,"  said  Raynald,  "  do  not  give  way  to 
your  feelings  ?  It  will  make  you  ill,  and  you  will  need  your 
strength  and  nerve  for  what  may  lie  before  us." 

"  Oh,  Eaynald,  what  shall  we  do  ?  we  are  here  alone ; 
more  soldiers  may  come ;  I  feel  distracted." 

"  I  think  the  best  thing  is  for  m©  to  esco^  you  to  Villar, 
where  Father  Janavel  and  most  of  our  femily  are.  I  expected 
some  of  them  back  again,  but  they  must  have  been  longer  on 
the  road  than  they  anticipated ;  and  now  that  the  darkness 
has  come  on  with  the  rain  and  snow,  I  should  doubt  their 
returning.  I  know  fiither  will;  his  kind,  brave  heart  will 
bring  him  back  to  protect  Axmt  Marie,  and  keep  Uncle  Jean 
and  the  children  company.  But,  on  the  other  hand,  we  can- 
not tell  what  misfortunes  may  have  happened  to  them  like- 
wise. But  where  are. Uncle  Jean  and  the  children — ^have 
they  gone  ?    I  see  nothing  of  them." 

''  Oh,  mother^  I  cannot  leave  yooi*'  czied  Ardoine^  whose 
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grief  macle  her  for  a  moment  heedless  of  her  cousin.  "Will 
yon  not  speak  any  more  ?  Are  you  gone  at  last  ?  Dead-r 
dead.    My  heart  is  broken.*' 

"  ArdoinOy  dear  Ardoine,  yon  will  not  derive  any  benefit 
from  staying  here,  but,  on  the  contrary,  you  will  expose  your- 
self to  danger.  I  feel  that  it  is  painful  for  you  to  leaye,  but  if 
you  will  follow  my  guidance,  we  will  join  the  rest  of  our 
friends.  I  will  place  you  in  safety,  and  then  return  and  pay 
honour  to  the  dead.  You  are  not  afraid  to  trust  yourself 
alone  to  my  escort,  are  you  ?" 

"Raynald,"  replied  Ardoine,  weeping  bitterly,  "how  can 
you  ask  such  a  question  ?  Can  I  be  safer  than  under  the  pro- 
tection of  one  who  is  dear  to  me  as  my  own  brother  ?  " 

**  Alas,  only  as  a  brother,"  murmured  the  young  man,  as 
he  arranged  the  room,  and  waited  whilst  Ardoine  fastened 
her  hood. 

"  Mother,  do  I  thus  leave  you  ?  Oh,  think  me  not  selfish 
nor  unkind !  Your  soul,  I  know,  is  in  heaven,  with  the 
Saviour  whom  you  loved  so  much.  Alas,  this  will  be  the  last 
time  that  I  shall  see  you,  the  last  time  I  shall  look  at 
that  dear  face,  which  I  have  watched  and  loved  all  my  life 
long;"  and  the  bereaved  daughter  threw  herself  on  the 
bed,  and  covered  the  cold  fisice  with  burning  tears  and 
kisses. 

On  descending  the  stairs  Baynald  was  startled  at  hearing 
a  groan. 

"  Water,  water,"  cried  a  feeble  voice. 

It  proceeded  from  the  unfortunate  Dagot,  in  whom  life 
still  lingered.  Following  his  generous  promptings,  Baynald 
lifted  up  the  wounded  man,  and  carried  him  across  the  court- 
yard into  a  lower  room,  where  he  tried  to  stanch  his  wound, 
while  Ardoine  ran  to  the  fountain  to  fetch  some  water  to 
moisten  his  lips.  The  sword  had  pierced  his  breast,  and  as 
he  had  fallen  backwards  the  blood  had  trickled  down,  and 
clotted  his  matted  hair.  After  receiving  the  water,  he 
ntiiered  a  convulsive  groan,  and  relapsed  into  his  previous 
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Sisensibility.  The  cousins  then  lefb  tlie  farm,  and  took  tibe 
•road  tbat  led  to  Yillar,  intending  to  make  a  circnit  to  avoid 
La  Tonr,  which  was  filled  with  soldiers.  They  had  not  pro- 
^^eeded  far  before  they  heard  yoices  in  the  distance. 

"  By  Pope  Hadrian  IV.,  the  English  beggar  of  St.  Alban's// 
'teid  a  gruff  voice,  "  this  28th  of  January  is  a  night  to  be  re- 
membered in  these  valleys.  This  edict  is  a  noble  work  of 
faith,  and  will  effect  a  good  clearance.  What  were  you  tell- 
ing me,  Placido,  about  that  farm  that  lies  on  the  way  where  I 
was  this  morning  ?  " 

"I  hear  it  has  been  sacked  by  our  soldiers,"  replied 
.  Placido  Corso,  a  Romish  priest  who  accompanied  the  Abbot, 
"  and  I  fear  they  have  ill-treated  its  inmates.  I  heard  a  report 
that  one  of  them,  who  was  thinking  more  of  Venue  than 
Mars,  has  got  into  trouble." 

"Ah,"  replied  Malvicino,  "Til  bet  the  tongue  of  St. 
Anthony  he's  been  after  the  girl  that  I  saw  there,  who,  I 
dare  say,  turned  up  directly  I  left.  I  must  keep  her  out  of 
old  Simond's  way,  or  he  and  I  may  clash  when  we  chant  our 
Nunc  dimittis  next  time. 

"  Simond,"  said  the  Abbot  aloud,  addressing  another  of  his 
companions,  **  you're  late ;  the  army  has  been  before  the 
church,  and  you'll  not  find  much  left  at  this  farm  for  your 
comrades.  However,  let  me  strip  it  of  anything  worth  having, 
before  you  smash  and  bum  everything,  as  you  did  in  that 
Vaudois  temple  the  other  day." 

"Down  with  the  ha/rhetSy*  shouted  Simond,  brandishing 
his  large  gilt  crucifix.  "  Why,  wasn't  it  with  some  of  this 
cursed  nest  that  I  had  the  argument  one  day  at  La  Tour  ? 
.  Argue  with  them !  pull  them  up  root  and  branch,  knock  them 
down  with  your  crucifix;  that's  what,  if  I  recollect  my  classics, 
Aristotle  might  call  an  arffumentum  ad  hominemy 

"We're  rather  late,"  soliloquized  the  Abbot.  "It  must 
be  eight  o'clock ;  the  Church's  work  is  penitential  this  cold 
find  dark  night." 

"  I'll  warrant,"  replied  Simond|  "  we'll  soon  kindle  soiao 
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'  ttdiia  %U»,  and  be  able  to  read  vespers  out  of  onr  missals  by 

-^^Ibeaid  of  the  bonfire  these  heretics  shall  give  ns.    Would^" 

added  he,  *'  that  we  had  their  bodies  on  the  gridiron,  and  ndt 

tiie  refose  of  their  goods,  which  our  military  apostles  have 

Irfbbehind." 

*  *  ^*^ Spirits  in  purgatory!"  said  Placido  Gorso,  as  he 
^entered  the  farm,  ''  what  have  we  here  ?  Father  Malvicino, 
•here's  a  wounded  soldier;  the  man's  dying — ^he's  dying! 
iQuick,  we  must  absolve  him,  or  it  will  be  too  late." 

"You  can  do  so,"  replied  Malvicino,  "if  you  are  charitably 
^disposed ;  for  myself,  I'm  too  poor  to  work  for  nothing.  I 
don't  transact  business  for  the  next  world,  save  on  present 
commission.  Confound  the  girl !"  added  he  aside;  "  I  fear 
I've  lost  her." 

"  Filthy  lucre,  worthy  Abbot,  should  not  keep  you  from 
benefiting  a  man's  soul ;  if  his  hours  in  the  flames  of  purgatoiy 
^^  can  be  shortened  by  your  prayers,  charily  bids  you  not  be 
^«ilent.  Besides,  he'll  have  something ;  you  can  take  his  sword 
.'■and  helmet;  he  got  his  wound  in  fighting  heretics,  and  a 
plenary  absolution  is  promised  by  the  Pope  to  all  who  assist 
in  this  holy  work.'* 

•I :  "  (Jive  me,"  said  Malvicino,  "  give  me  what  he's  got,  we 
r«hall  get  something  for  them  at  the  Monte  di  Fieta." 
.  "Poor  fellow,"  said  Placido  Corso,  "his  life's  ebbing; 
111  do  what  I  can  for  him,  as  I  would  for  one  of  these  heretics; 
I  would  rather  convert  them  by  love  than  by  fire  and  sword, 
but  De  La  Mena  thinks  that  the  uprooting  heretics  is  agree- 
able to  Moses,  and  well  pleasing  to  Grod." 

Malvicino  taking  his  crucifix  from  his  girdle,  held  it  t^ 
•  before  the  glazing  eye  of  the  dying  man. 

"  Gnaffe ! "  exclaimed  he  suddenly,  as  he  saw  the  man's 
countenance.  "  By  Pope  Gregory  Vll.  who —  it's  the  man  I 
1  8eot  to  catch  the  girl.  There's  foul  play  here;  some  harhet 
:  :ha8  run  him  through  in  the  discharge  of  his  duty,  and  per- 
:  haps  rescued  the  girL  I  must  absolve  him,  and  send  him  into 
^'lifiaveD  at  onoof* 
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Taking  two  pieces  of  wood  and  tying  them  in  the  form  of 
ft  cross,  he  placed  it  in  Dagot's  liand,  and  hung  a  small  image 
of  the  Virgin  round  his  neck.  Drawing  from  his  pocket  three 
wax  tapers  and  lighting  them,  he  placed  two  of  them  on  either 
side  of  Dagot's  head,  and  the  third  in  his  right  hand.  The 
dying  man  was  unable  to  hold  it  upright.  The  scalding 
wax  dropx>ed  upon  him  as  he  lay  upon  his  back,  and 
the  taper,  slipping  from  his  grasp,  was  extinguished  on 
the  floor. 

The  Abbot,  without  loss  of  time,  fell  upon  his  knees,  and 
hegan  chanting  the  Litany  for  the  dying.  He  dipped  a 
feather  into  a  phial  of  oil,  and  making  the  sign  of  the  cross 
on  Dagot's  forehead,  said: — 

"Holy  Mary,  holy  Abel,  holy  Abraham,  all  ye  holy 
martyrs,  St.  Sylvester,  St.  Gregory,  St.  Augustine,  St.  Bene- 
dict, St.  Francis,  pray  for  him." 

**  There,  Father  Placido,"  said  Malvicino,  "I  think  we 
have  shriven  him,  and  may  now  attend  to  the  wants  of  the 
ilesh.  I'm  afraid  our  sons  will  have  forgotten  their  spiritual 
fidhers,  and  have  left  them  nothing  to  drink." 

The  dying  man  groaned  heavily;  beckoning  with  his 
hand  to  Malvicino  to  approach,  he  turned  his  gory  hco 
towards  him,  and  with  difficulty  gasped  out^  ^^  It  was  the  man 
you  call  Echard — ^he — he — ^ran — ^me — ^through; — the  girl — ^I 
had  caught  her — ^revenge — ^me."  A  ghastly  glare  shot 
.tiirough  his  eye,  and  the  wild  look  became  fixed.  It  was 
stamped  in  death. 

"Ye  popes  and  anti-popes!"  said  the  abbot  aside,  "he's 
spoken  to  some  purpose ;  the  time  may  come  when  this  know- 
ledge may  prove  useful,  for  I  have  a  grudge  against  that 
half-hearted  fellow ;  he  seems  much  changed  since  he's  been 
to  Rome.  Though  I  was  confessor  to  the  late  Marchioness, 
he's  been  very  slow  in  coming  to  confess,  as  if  he  suspected 
mj  intrigues.  I  must  be  careful  though,  for  he  stands  well 
with  the  Marquis,  and  has  responsible  posts  given  him.  But 
this  may  get  him  into  trouble.    I  may  as  well  be  off  noWf 
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.^d  leave  my  broiher  to  finish  the  work.  Oh !  Tengeanoe  to 
him.  if  he  has  supplanted  me,  and  carried  off  the  heretic 
Delilah  r 


CHAPTER  XXXll. 

LA  BAUDENE. 

SiMOND  was  followpd  by  several  monks  from  the  convent  of 
La  Tour,  who  arrived  at  the  farm  bearing  the  implements  of 
destruction  to  finish  the  work  which  the  military  had  begun. 
He  placed  himself  at  the  head  of  the  ecclesiastics,  whose 
passions  little  needed  the  incentive  of  his  own  fanaticism. 
Some  broke  down  the  doors  with  pickaxes  and  crowbars, 
others  threw  the  contents  of  the  rooms  into  the  central  court. 
The  pile  increased.  Tables,  chairs,  beds,  articles  of  clothing, 
books,  were  hurled  into  the  general  chaos.  Tearing  the 
leaves  out  of  the  Bibles,  the  monks  inserted  them  into  the 
crevices  to  quicken  the  conflagration.  The  very  floors  were 
torn  up,  and  added  to  the  wreck. 

"  Now  then,"  said  Simond,  "  give  me  a  light." 

**  Take  care,  man,  the  rain  will  quench  it." 

"  Then  1*11  fire  this  ha/rbeVs  manuscript.  I'll  make  a  bon- 
fire that  shall  warm  those  that  are  shivering  up  there  on 
Angrogna's  hills." 

"  There,  look  out.  Irishman,"  cried  Villalmin,  addressing 
O'Donoghue,  whose  native  instincts  had  brought  him  back  to 
the  scene  of  plunder,  "  look  out,  or  this  chair  will  hit  you  on 
the  head.  Tbere,  set  it  on  the  top.  It's  dry  wood,  and  will 
bum  like  tinder.^ 

It  was  Rodolphe's  chair.  Age  and  piety  could  invest  it 
with  no  charms  in  the  eyes  of  these  outlaws.  The  cot  in 
which  the  two  little  ones  had  slept  the  night  before  was 
crackHng  in  the  blaze,  and  the  toys  of  Etienne,  Susamie,  and 
Aline  were  fuel  to  the  fire.  The  vines  were  uprooted,  and 
the  trees  of  the  avenue  felled  and  cast  into  th^  pile. 
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The  rolling  flames  from  this  ftimace  in  ilie  yard  tioiir 
towered  aloft,  lighting  up  the  naked  walls,  and  fonning,  witl^ 
the  intervening  masses  of  smoke,  a  contrast  to  the  snow-dad 
hills  which  the  moon  revealed  beyond.  The  monks,  with 
fiendish  exultation,  danced  round  the  pile,  singing  in  one 
chorus — 

**  Gantet  nnoc  lo. 

Chorus  Angelorum 

Cantet  nimc  aula  coelestium, 

Gloria 

in  excelflis  Deo." 

The  fire  was  lighted  in  those  parts  of  the  building  which 
happened  to  be  standing  or  had  escaped  gutting.  The 
children,  consisting  of  Susanne,  Claude,  and  Bevel,  who  had 
hidden  themselves  away  among  the  firewood  and  casks,  had 
remained  there  for  some  time  half  dead  with  fear,  trusting 
that  Uncle  Janavel  or  Jean  might  come  to  their  rescue.  Bat 
they  began  to  feel  the  approach  of  the  flames,  and  were 
driven  from  their  retreat. 

"  Father  Simond,"  exclaimed  Cattalin,  as  he  saw  them  in 
the  distance  and  heard  their  screams,  "  here  are  some  of  the 
young  vipers.  The  Holy  OflGlce  would  condemn  them  to  the 
flames ;  here  you  must  turn  Inquisitor;  the  stake  is  all  ready." 

*'  Come  here,  my  children,"  said  Cattalin,  calling  out  to 
them ;  "come,  and  we  will  save  you  from  the  flames." 

Revel  hesitated.  He  stood  with  his  flushed  face  and  black 
hair  conspicuous  under  the  arching  flames  which  showered 
down  the  flaking  sparks  upon  him;  and  he  looked  doubt- 
fully upon  the  charred  masses  which  had  intercepted  his 
path. 

"  Come,  sister,"  said  he,  taking  hold  of  Susanne's  hand; 
"  I  don't  understand  what  is  happening.  Father  and  mother 
are  gone ;  the  house  seems  broken  and  on  fire,  and  it  is  so 
very  hot  here.  Oh  can  I  not  pray?"  said  the  child;  "  Qod 
sees  me.  *Our  Father,  which  art  in  heaven,  hallowed  bo 
Thy  name.*    .vGomei  sissy,  can  yon  say  that  prayer  which 
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iLx^me'tatig&t  you  ?  There,  stand  near  m^.  See !  that  wood 
Ik  hpTi^hig  fend  going  to  drop  i  Take  care — ^it  just  missed  us ! 
^!er6  now,  don't  scream  so,  clasp  your  hands  as  Ardoine 
taught  you ;  perhaps  we  can't  get  out,  and  are  going  to  die." 
*  "  Oh,  Ardy,  cossy  Ardy,  where  are  you  ?  "  said  the  child, 
weeping,  and  heedless  of  her  brother's  words. 

"  Come,  sister,  pray  as  you  do  every  night  before  you  go 
to  bed.     Say  *  Our  Father.' " 

"  *  Our  Father,'  "  whispered  the  child. 

The  gathering  flames  now  drove  them  more  forward,  and 
Cattahn,  seeing  them,  cried — 

"Sayou  have  crept  forth,  you  heretical  cubs.  I'll  break* 
your  bones  if  you  don't  cross  yourselves    and  say  *  Av^- 

..  "'Our  Father,  which  art  in  heaven/'*  said  the  two 
children  together  in  the  music  of  childhood,  sweeter  amid 
the  roaring  crash  of  their  burning  home. 

"  Do  you  hear  ?"  said  the  rufl&an,  raising  his  sword  over 
Bevel's  head.     "  Quick,  or  I'll  cut  you.    One — ^two — three — " 

"*  Our  Father,' "  replied  the  child. 

The  sword  descended.  The  boy  fell  backward  on  the 
ground,  and  his  gashed  face  was  turned  upwards.  The  white 
froth  mingled  with  the  dark  blood  encrusted  his  lips,  but  the 
epmt  had  taken  its  place  before  the  God  whom  he  had  lately 
addressed  as  his  Father  in  heaven. 

..  "Come  here,"  said  Simond,  catching  hold  of  Claude. 
*'  Here,  Cattalin,  help  me  to  hold  the  wriggling  eel.  Now,  say 
*Ave  Maria,^ — ^He  won't  ?  Eh  ?  There,  give  him  a  dig  with 
yonr  dagger. — Say  it ;  do  you  hear  ?  He  won't ;  then  give 
him  a  prod.  Here,  lend  it  me  ;  I'll  give  him  one  each  time 
he  won't  say  it,"  said  the  minister  of  religion,  in  a  paroxysm 
of  rage.     "  Ah !  the  little  beast  is  dead  now." 

:  Susanne  had  little  time  to  mourn  her  brother,  for  the 
ruffian  monk,  regardless  of  the  sanctity  of  childhood,  seized 
k^r  with  both  his  hands,  and,  bringing  her  into  the  court- 
r9Ki^  flung  her  with  all  his  might  on  to  the  funeral  pile.    The 
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little  girl  is  luxrled  aloft ;  Her  head  strikes  against  the  frag- 
ments of  her  mother's  bed — ^her  garments  are  in  a  blaze.  The 
little  voice  screams,  **  Oh,  Ardy,  Ardy,  what  is  this  ?  Ardy, 
where  are  you?"  and,  as  if  the  last  impression  recurred 
in  the  spasms  of  death,  repeats  the  last  words  of  her 
brother. 

The  power  of  God  was  seen  in  perfecting  praise  in  the  lips 
of  babes ;  for  He  who,  in  His  greatness,  condescends  to  accept 
the  homage  of  Archangels,  in  His  greatness  accepts  likewise 
the  praises  of  infant  lips. 

The  fire  raged  in  the  court ;  every  now  and  then  a  heavy 
crash  was  heard,  indicating  that  some  wall  or  chamber  was 
added  to  the  wreck. 

"How  it  burns!"  cried  Simond;  "heap  on,  heap  on  I 
Thus  saith  the  Lord,  fire  and  the  sword,  for  the  worship- 
pers of  Jezebel.  These  flames  are  but  the  shadow  of  those 
eternal  ones  that  are  being  heated  seven  times  in  the 
funiace  for  heretics.  Ah,  I  only  wish  we  had  more  of  the 
brood  themselves  on  the  top.  This  is  what  the  *  Gongre- 
gatio  de  Fropagandd  Fide,  et  extirpandis  Sareticia '  should 
arrange." 

"  Oh,  misther  clargy,  what  are  you  afther  ? "  cried  O'Do- 
noghue,  addressing  the  ecclesiastic.  "  Shure  and  what  wark 
are  you  making.  Was  it  not  enough  to  turn  out  the  varmin 
without  destroyin'  their  houses?  This  was  the  place  that 
was  to  be  given  to  some  of  us  Irish,  and  I  had  set  my  heart 
on  it.  Arrah,  masthers  !  frinds !  Phelim,  Tracy,  Patrick !  ye 
earned  yer  wages  in  killin'  these  heretics,  but  they*re  now 
robbin'  us  of  our  purvision  for  life." 

"Stand  out  of  the  way,  you  mongrel  foreigner,"  said 
Simond,  brandishing  a  piece  of  burning  wood.  "  Here,  let 
me  get  inside  to  cast  a  light  among  that  woodwork.  Fire  the 
place ;  how  it  blazes !  Look  at  it,  you  dogs  of  Luther.  If  I 
could  only  get  hold  of  two  or  three  harhets,  Td  throw " 

The  avenger  was  near.  A  large,  half- charred  beam 
snapped  in  two  out  of  the  tottering  roof,  under  which  Simond 
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\  standing,  and,  strikmg  him  on  the  liead,  laid  hun  8eii8»* 
leoii.  Tlie  nnfortunate  yictim  was  not  seen  by  his  com- 
panionsy  whom  ihe  rage  of  the  fire  had  compelled  to  retreat. 
Hie  had  fidlen  not  far  from  where  Dagot  lay.  Gradnallj  the 
fire  draws  near;  the  heat  recalls  his  senses;  he  hears  the 
roar — ^he  sees  the  smoke :  he  feels  the  approaching  flame— he 
is  unable  to  move ;  he  groans  and  corses  in  the  midst  of  the 
place,  where  Eodolphe's  voice  faltered  in  prayer.  The  fire 
creeps  on ;  Simond's  hair  is  singed.  The  flame  advances ;  ii 
reeks  not  whether  it  be  hnman  flesh  or  wood.  There  is  a 
taint  on  the  atmosphere  as  of  burning  flesh. 

•  •  •  •  # 

The  flame  has  rolled  on;  that  ^edlen  monk  is  visible  no* 
more.  But  should  the  ashes  of  that  farm  be  sifted,  among 
the  relics  would  have  been  found,  besides  the  hidf-melted  gilt 
crucifix,  calcined  bones  and  fragments  of  skulls,  the  a^^fol 
testunonj  that  two  human  beings  had  perished  in  the  confla- 
gration of  La  Baud^ne. 


CHAPTER  XXXm. 

MIDNIGHT. 

Silence  once  more.  The  melancholy  night  of  the  28th  rolls 
on,  and  the  snow  and  rain  hiss  as  they  fall  upon  the  embers 
which  smoulder  inside  the  walls  of  La  Baud^ne. 

This  home,  in  which  the  band  of  sisters  dwelt  in  wedded 
harmony,  presents  a  mournful  contrast  to  what  it  was  at  the 
opening  of  the  year.  A  change  has  come.  No  waiting  wife 
will  stand  on  that  threshold  to  welcome  her  husband  after 
the  labour  of  the  day,  or  wiU  dance  her  child  to  catch  the 
first  glimpse  of  the  returning  father ;  no  husband  will  again 
count  his  homeward  steps  until  he  sees  his  wife  waiting  to 
embrace  him;  no  yearning  mother  will  again  marshal  her 
little  ones  to  receive  their  grandfather^s  blessing ;  no  blithe 
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iMmd  of  children  will  frolic  over  tHat  sward,  or  sport  wit^  tBe 
gnsliiiig  fountain ;  no  snatches  of  song  from  tlie  yonng  moinl« 
taineer  will  annoxince  his  step  over  the  quaking  pine  bridge ; 
no  daughter  will  read  the  old  man  his  evening  chapter,  or 
soothe  his  age  and  minister  to  his  wants ;  no  mothers  wffl 
again  yearn  over  their  sleeping  babes ;  no  sufferer  will  again 
call  fori}h  the  loving  tribute  of  a  patriarchal  household.  Deso- 
lation has  come.  Rome  has  offered  up  this  burnt  offering  to 
a  God  of  love,  madly  dreaming  that  the  God  of  peace  will  accept 
this  desecration  of  family  ties  as  moral  homage  to  Himself. 
They  think  that  He  is  such  an  one  ka  themselves ;  but  He  will 
reprove  them,  and  set  before  them  the  things  which  they  have 
dcme.  It  were  to  brand  heaven  itself  with  infamy  to  say  that 
it  must  be  peopled  by  the  sword,  or  that  eternal  bliss  is  to  be 
secured  by  the  mutilation  of  the  body,  or  the  desolation  of  the 
hearth. 

But  enough,  ^he  Vatican  has  its  triumph ;  and  the  a^bes 
of  that  blasted  home  are  the  trophies  of  that  pitiless  Church 
which  reigns  by  thunder  and  bloodshed,  and  leagues  together 
the  armies  and  felons  of  Europe  as  the  apostles  of  its  dis- 
figured creed. 

*  •  *  •  • 

Raynald  was  right  in  his  estimate  of  his  father's  character. 
Considerate  of  others,  and  fearless  for  himself,  Janavel  had 
remembered  the  precarious  position  of  Marie  and  her  band  of 
orphans.  Several  of  the  family  hoped  to  have  returned  early 
in  the  afternoon,  after  depositing  their  grandfather  within  the 
prescribed  limits ;  but  difficulty  after  difficulty  had  rendered 
it  impossible.  Janavel,  however,  resolved  to  return.  His 
sorrow  for  the  desolation  of  his  fathers'  home  passed  into 
horror  as  he  approached  the  place.  Before  him  gleamed  a 
light  which  tinged  the  outline  of  the  overhanging  clouds, 
while  fitful  shoots  of  sparks  indicated  the  progress  of  the 
flames.*  The  scene  which  burst  upon  him  was  enough  to 
paralyze  his  senses — the  buildings  inside  were  a  dismantled 
wreck,  the  charred,  half-consumed  rafter  stood  out  against  the 
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jdark  sky,  the  yard  wbs  blocked  with  the  scorched  dSbrh 
lof  the  house,  the  glowing  embers  of  which  were  every  now 
jEuidthea  fanned  into  a  flame  by  gasts  of  wind. 

,  JanaTers  thoughts  were  anxiously  turned  to  Marie,  and 
he  hastened  to  her  apartment,  greatly  fearing  lest  she  had 
^perished  in  the  flames.  The  out-building  was,  however, 
standing,  and  he  hoped  that  she  might  have  been  overlooked 
amid  the  general  riot.  But  when  his  eye  fell  upon  her,  he 
saw  that  she  was  a*  corpse.  His  lion-hearted  yet  child-like 
spirit  felt  this  second  shock,  for,  having  missed  Baynald  and 
Ardoine  on  the  road,  he  was  unprepared  for  these  revelations 
of  pillage  and  death. 

She  was  alone.  She  lay,  as  before,  in  unruffled  calmness, 
unscathed  by  the  flame.  It  seemed  as  if  the  very  fire  had 
respected  that  saintly  relic,  and  the  memories  of  that  dim 
chamber.  She  lay  in  the  midst  of  crashing  timbers  and 
glowing  embers,  the  type  of  peace  upon  a  battle-field,  of  hope 
apon  a  bed  of  death. 

Janavelfell  upon  his  knees,  and  gazed  fixedly  at  the  corpse. 
No  murmur  escaped  his  lips.  He  was  riveted  to  the  spot. 
His  grief,  like  that  of  Job,  was  too  intense  for  the  outlets  of 
common  wailing.  How  time  passed  he  recked  not.  The  dis- 
tant beU  of  the  convent  rang  out  the  midnight  hour,  and 
summoned  its  inmates  to  nocturnes.  He  heard  steps  approach 
him ;  he  heeded  not  whether  it  were  friend  or  foe.  It  is  his 
son.  Raynald  having  conducted  Ardoine  to  a  place  of  safety, 
and  finding  his  father  absent,  concluded  that  he  had  returned 
to  the  farm.  Janavel  spoke  not  to  his  son,  and  Raynald 
iBilently  knelt  by  his  side  to  supplicate  support  in  the  hour  of 
trial. 

After  some  time  Janavel  beckoned  to  Raynald,  and  they 
went  into  the  garden  to  a  large  old  cypress,  still  standing 
amid  the  general  wreck.  Underneath  its  dark  shadoW  they 
began  digging.  Their  labour  proceeds  without  exchange  of 
words.  They  return  to  Marie's  chamber,  and  Janavel  places 
his  hand  on  that  cold  browj  which  he  now  beholds  for  the  last 
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time.  Carefully  shrouding  the  body  in  the  coverlid,  he  carries 
it  down  the  stairs.  It  is  one-and-twenty  years  fdnce  Marie 
was  carried  to  tiiat  chamber,  appartfitly  stridden  unto  deaths 
and  she  had  never  since  descended.  She  is  borne  at  last  by 
the  feet  of  iliem  who  camr  her  to  the  gra^e. 


CHAPTER  XX  XIV, 

THE  BtTBIAI. 

Mabguebite  and  Kenee,  who  had  heard  of  Raynald's  and  Jar 
navel's  departure,  returned  that  same  evening  to  La  Baudene, 
under  the  escort  of  David,  accompanied  by  two  or  three  of  the 
children. 

"  Oh,  Marguerite !"  cried  Renee,  hastening  to  their  sister's 
room  from  the  outer  approach,  "  where  is  Marie  ?  Look,  her 
bed  is  empty!  Has  someone  carried  her  off?  MercifuJ 
Father,  our  griefs  are  coming  in  upon  us  like  a  flood !" 

*'  Hush,  sister ;  do  not  give  way  to  grief;  you  know  that 
Janavel  and  Baynald  were  bringing  a  litter  to  remove  hen 
Something  unforeseen  has,  doubtless,  hastened  their  plans. 
Should  this  be  so,  the  sooner  we  return  the  better,  for  we  can 
be  of  no  use  here,  and  may  only  expose  ourselves  to  danger," 

Little  Michel,  who  was  with  his  mother,  could  not  under- 
stand what  had  happened.  He  crept  upon  the  foot  of  the  bed, 
and  looked  for  his  aunt. 

"Aunty,  aunty,  where  are  you?"  cried  the  child;  "I 
have  not  seen  you  away  before.  Mother !  has  aunty  got  weli« 
or  has  she  at  last  gone  to  heaven  ?  I  shall  be  sorry  to  miss 
her,  for  I  have  seen  her  here  all  my  life." 

"Marguerite,"  cried  Madeleine,  "what  is  this?  The 
stairs  are  wet ;  the  yard  seems  full  of  broken  things,  the  main 
dwelliag  has  no  roof,  and  looks  as  if  it  had  been  burnt.  Oh^ 
leister !  this  is  a  scene  to  make  us  mourners  for  the  rest  of  our 
Kves." 


THE   BURIAL^  ICS" 

"Aunt  Marguerite,"  said  Etienne,  who  met  her  at  the 
door,  ^'I  thought  I  saw  somebody  like  uiide  Janavel  and 
Bajnald  in  the  garden,  near  the  old  cypress ;  I  saw  them 
moving  something  white,  and  then  I  did  not  see  it  any  more,, 
as  if  they  put  it  into  the  ground." 

The  sisters,  joined  by  some  other  members  of  the  family 
who  had  arrived,  went  down  to  the  spot.  The  scene  needed 
no  explanation.  Janavel  and  Raynald  knelt  by  the  side  of  a 
grave.  A  form  lay  in  that  narrow  cell.  It  was  Marie  !  The 
sisters,  the  brothers,  and  the  little  ones  fell  on  their  knees  on 
the  cold  ground,  and  in  silence  wept  before  God.  They  were 
exiles  in  the  heritage  of  their  fathers ;  and  their  home  was  a 
mass  of  ruins. 

The  tears  of  the  sisters  fell  into  the  grave.  The  one  they 
had  cherished  lay  there,  a  prey  to  the  ruthless  storm.  Those 
lips,  so  eloquent  of  Christ  and  his  salvation,  are  sealed  for 
ever,  and  the  martyred  body  is  committed  stealthily  to  the 
ground,  for  fear  of  insults  to  the  dead.  The  scenes  of  past 
joy  floated  before  the  minds  of  the  mourners,  who  felt  the  sad 
presage  of  a  disastrous  ftiture.  But  mark  !  there  is  sympathy 
in  nature  for  human  grief.  The  rude  blast  which  moaned  at 
intervals,  and  swept  over  the  face  of  the  dead,  has  become 
hushed ;  and  a  bright  symbol  of  purity  and  beauty  is  sent 
them  from  heaven. 

The  snow  falls  into  the  grave.  Marie  is  being  entombed. 
The  outlines  of  a  form,  under  the  covering  of  snow,  indicates 
that  a  human  body  reposes  there.  It  is  unscathed — a  con- 
trast to  the  bodies  which  the  fire  entombed.  The  snow-flakes 
fall  fast;  the  eyes  of  all  are  bent  on  the  grave,  when  the 
voice  of  Janavel  is  heard  repeating — 

"  *  Though   your  sins  be   as   scarlet,  they    shall    be    as 
white  as  snow:*    our  beloved  sister  had  washed   her  robes  . 
and  made  them  white  in  the  blood   of  the   Lamb,  beforei, ' 
whom  her  spirit  now  stands  with  joy  unspeakable  and  full  of 
glory." 

White  as  the  light,  floating  from  heaven,  like  the  down  of 
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an  angel's  wing — softly,  silently  did  the  snow  fall,  nntil  it 
covered  the  dead.  It  was  a  winding-sheet  which  neither  art 
nor  affection  conld  snpply,  bnt  God  alone.  Marie  can  be  seen 
no  more.  She  is  bnried !  It  was  Nature's  lamentation,  and 
Nature's  funeral,  like  herself,  sublime,  yet  beautiftil — simple, 
yet  grand. 


BOOK  II. 


THE    CONVENT. 


"Taldenses  liceat  mibi  Teteris  Christiasee  pnrioris  ecdesite  semen  Tooare.' 

BXZA,  A.9.  1560. 


CHAPTER  I. 

THB  CHUBCH  OP  CEITTTIRIES. 

Church  of  the  Motrntains,  Chnrcli  of  the  Valleys  f  God  set 
thy  sanotnary  among  the  rocks,  and  for  thy  worship  Nature 
reared  a  shrine.  Wondrous  in  thine  antiquity  and  purity! 
Wondrous  in  thine  evangelists  and  martyrs !  Wondrous  in  thy 
littleness  and  invincibility !  Wondrous  in  thy  solitude,  amidst 
the  apostacies  of  nations ! 

Had  an  apostle  surveyed  Europe  in  the  twelfth  century, 
his  eye  might  have  rested  with  complacency  on  the  crysiid 
pinnacles  of  Monte  Viso,  whose  snows  and  crags  would  faith- 
fully have  typified  the  purity  and  steadfastness  of  the  Vestal 
Church,  which  worshipped  at  its  base. 

When  the  last  of  the  ten  Gothic  kingdoms  became  sob*' 
servient  to  the  See  of  Borne;  when  superstition  and  error 
deluged  the  Western  Empire ;  when  Germany  was  a  blaok^ 
forest  from  Savoy  to  the  Baltic ;  when  the  Moor  held  the 
vineyards  of  Andalusia ;  when  Islam  received  its  check  ontho 
plain  of  Tours ;  when  the  Saxon  bowed  before  his  images,  thia 
hidden  Church  of  the  Valleys  breasted  the  flood  of  Bomo'fl 
oorruptiona ;  for  the  troths  which  had  first  echoed  in  Jeru- 
salem and  Antioch,  and  had  there  waxed  faint,  rang  with  no 
uncertain  sound  upon  the  slopes  of  the  Alps,  from  generadoit 

to  generation  :-^ 

<*Bxti«inap«rilloai 

Jvstitia  eaccedens  terris  vestigia  fecit." 
Slother  of  the  rtfonned  Ohnrcbios  of  Europe,  thyself  wacm»i 
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formed,  thou  dost  wed  ns  to  antiquity.  In  the  year  1100, 
thou  hadst  thy  protest,  before  Luther  convulsed  Europe,  or 
the  technical  term  was  begotten  at  Spires. 

The  Churches  of  the  Val  Louise,  Barcelonnette,  Saluces, 
Provence,  Calabria,  Pragela,  have  been  destroyed  by  that 
Church  whose  olive  wand  is  the  sword,  and  whose  rubrics  are 
written  in  blood.  But  thou  hast  triumphed  over  the  onslaughts 
of  ages,  abiding  as  a  witness  for  the  Almighty. 

Let  us  unroll  the  map  of  Europe.  Monte  Viso  is  but  a 
speck,  and  these  valleys  are  not  visible ;  but  they  have  wielded 
an  influence,  and  challenged  an  interest  that  kingdoms  could 
not  boast.- 

This  mountainous  district  is  little  known  to  the  explorers 
of  the  comers  of  the  earth,  yet  its  glens  have  been  the 
treasury  of  truths  which,  when  divulged,  have  con- 
vulsed  the  myriad-peopled  city  with  the  throes  of  spiritual 
life. 

The  banks  of  the  Rhine  and  the  Danube,  the  remote  pro- 
vinces of  Spain  and  Calabria,  the  plains  of  France,  have  felt 
the  power  of  the  truth  which  lay  hidden,  like  the  grain  of 
mustard  seed,  in  the  secluded  valley  of  Lucema. 

Church  of  the  Alps,  thy  history  may  be  collected  from  thy 
crags ;  thou  art  a  proof  that  the  foolishness  of  God  is  wiser 
than  men,  and  that  the  weakness  of  God  is  stronger  than 
men! 

Ye  Cottian  Alps,  ye  have  a  lustre  beyond  the   Graian 
Maritime,  Pennine, *Rhetian,  Noric,  and  Julian  groups,  because 
your  shattered  pinnacles,  though  red  with  blood,  have  been 
the  shrine  of  truth. 

Truth,  Love,  and  Liberty — inspirations  which  descend  from 
heaven,  where  your  great  Original  dwells — the  virtuous  soul 
yields  homage  to  your  omnipotence.  United,  ye  can  move  a 
world ;  your  triumphs  are  moral,  and  therefore  glorious ;  ye  can 
arm  the  widow  against  the  inquisitor,  and  cause  the  child  to  smile 
upon  the  frowning  executioner.  Glorious  relics  of  the  past, 
let  the  past  bequeath  you  to  ub  from  the  ashes  of  our  fathers^ 
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:ftiid  we  stand  free  men  in  the  sight  of  heaven  and  earth !  GIo- 
Tions  heralds  of  the  fatnre,  in  your  triple  nnion  we  discern 
earth's  millennial  renovation,  and  in  the  world  to  come  a  true 
eternity  of  bliss  1 


CHAPTER  n. 

CONSILIIIM:  DE  propaganda  fide  ET  EXTIRPANDIS  HiEBETICIS. 

The  scenes  with  which  Jannary  closed  had  become  matters  of 
history,  and  the  edict  of  Gastaldo  had  brought  desolation  into 
its  limited  sphere,  when  the  Council  of  the  Propaganda  de- 
tfflnnined  upon  farther  efforts  for  the  extirpation  of  the  heretics 
in  the  valleys  of  the  Alps. 

It  was  about  the  middle  of  April,  1655. 

In  the  palace  of  the  Archbishop  of  Turin,  an  assembly  of 
nobles  had  met  on  urgent  business.  It  consisted  of  ten  per- 
sons— ^the  Marquis  of  Pianesse,  the  Archbishop,  the  Grand 
Chancellor,  the  Papal  Delegate  Grastaldo,the  Count  Christopher, 
J)e  la  Mena,  Confessor  of  his  Eoyal  Highness  the  Duke  of 
Savoy,  the  Prior  Rorengo,  and  one  or  two  other  signori  excel' 
leniissimi. 

"My  Lords,"  said  the  Marquis  of  Pianesse,  who  presided 
ttt  the  head  of  the  table, ''  I  need  not  occupy  your  time  by 
stating  the  object  of  our  meeting.  The  name  of  this  blessed 
brotherhood,  instituted  by  Pope  Gregory  XV.,  in  1622, 
declares  our  mission,  while  its  last  clause,  added  since  the 
year  of  jubilee,  is  a  pledge  of  our  increased  zeal.  You  are 
aware,  my  lords,  that  I  have  lately  lost  the  Marchioness," 
and  as  he  said  this  his  voice  faltered ;  '^  I  received  from  her  a 
dying  charge  to  propagate  our  holy  faith  in  those  neighbour* 
ing  valleys,  or  to  uproot  that  cursed  race  of  heretics.  It 
would,  indeed,  be  a  source  of  glory  if  we  could  tear  them 
from  those  rocks  to  which  they  have  clung  from  time  imme* 
morial,  despite  all  our  efforts." 

*'  Our  duty  to  the  Church,  and  to  our  laws,"  rejoined  ih6 
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AzchHshop,  ^nrge  hb  forwarcte.  I  need  bardlj  remind  yon 
of  ilie  passage  in  &e  Siaiuta  Saibaudia^  nxider  ilie  title  de 
ILsretieU  et  tortUegU.  Perii^s  the  ddegftte  will  read  tibe 
extract. ' 

Gastaldo  then  read  as  follows : — 

"  Judices  Ecclesiasticos  Ordinarios. 

•  •      .  •  «  « 

UnSi  cum  suis  in  hac  parte  fautoribas  et  receptoribus,  con- 
Biliariis  et  adjntoribus  viriliter  proseqnantnr,  eos  capiendo, 
incaroerando,  et  pnniendOy  predbnfi,  pretio,  iimcnrey  amore, 
etc.,  totaliter  pn^termissia. 

*'  Et  ne  defeotn  impensanmiy  dx&  Inqniaitores,  pnetendaai; 
remissina  agere,  Yohunna  et  ordinamns  qnod  de,  et  super, 
bonis  Heereticorum,  expensa)  suppeditentnr,  etc." 

(Statute  Book  of  Savoy !  Thy  faded  ink  is  still  legible, 
and  bears  witness  in  the  sight  of  heaven  and  earth  I) 

^'  Ah,  that's  what  I  like,"  said  Eorengo  to  himself;  ^  oof 
expenses  are  to  be  paid  at  their  cost,  and  oar  little  patzimooj 
zi^sreased  by  the  confiscation  of  the  heretics'  property.  Good; 
it  shall  not  be  the  Prior's  fiinlt  if  he  can't  scrape  something  to 
increase  his  pension  for  old  age." 

"  My  lord,"  said  De  la  Mena,  raising  his  voice,  "  this  is  not 
only  the  law  of  the  land,  bat  the  express  command  of  the 
Ecriptures,  to  which  the  heretics  are  always  referring*  There 
is  tiie  verse  as  expounded  by  onr  holy  Father  Bdlarmine-*-^ 
*  Bise,  Peter,  kill  and  eat' '» 

"Again,"  added  the  Delegate,  ** there  is  the  decree  of  ihe 
Council  of  Trent,  in  the  ^  Damnatio  Erromm  Wideffi,  Hnt  e^ 
LntherL  Damnamns,  reprobamns  atqne  omnino  rejicimii8» 
Eaareticos  combnii  esse  contra  Tolnntatem  Spiritiis.'  '* 

^  Thanks  for  your  quotations,"  replied  the  Marquis,  smiUng  ; 
^now  to  leave  the  abstract,  and  to  turn  to  the  practical  W# 
have  come  to  discuss  the  best  means  of  uprooting  those  heietieai 
we  have  tried  stratagem  and  cajolery  to  little  purpose." 

"  Then  we  must  try  a  more  violent  plan,"  interrupted  the 
Gtand  ChanceUor;  ^we  tenet  see  if  wo  cannot  sweep  thea  oif. 
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M  cmm  man.    Can  we  not  make  use  of  the  Freadh  sdbdiers  of 
Cfaranoej,  who  are  quartered  in  tiie  ralkyB  ?" 

^^Onr  stratagem,*'  answered  the  Marqnit,  ^MML  before, 
Granoey  was  mstmcted  to  take  up  his  quarters  theare^  and 
they  were  secretly  told  that  it  wodLd  be  an  act  of  treason  to 
admit  him ;  they  were  prepared  to  resist,  and  the  ccdlisiou 
had  nearly  taken  place,  when  that  fellow  Leger  interposed : 
and  when  the  written  order  of  Madame  Boyale  came,  th^ 
leceived  the  troops  quietly  enough." 

"A  cnrse  npon  those  Apostolicals,"  growled  EorengO| 
*^ihe  fixing  of  the  Convent  of  Yillar,  tibat  also  came  to  no- 
tivng.  We  had  a  better  handle  in  &b  assassination  of  the 
pnest  at  Fenil." 

"  Bat  that,  likewise,  failed ;  it  was  done  hj  the  mnrderer 
Berm  at  the  instigation  of  Count  Bessan." 

"True;  but  these  charges  are  religious  capital  for  us. 
You  make  a  strong  accusation  which  thousands  hear,  and  not 
ft  tosth  of  them  hear  the  refutations,  so  that  there's  a  balance 
in  our  favour.  Now  i^s  last  charge  against  them  is  current 
WL  Italy,  and  tiiere  is  a  general  odium  felt  against  ihem,  so 
that  it  has  served  onr  turn  in  a  great  measure.  You  know 
tiiej  are  popularly  charged  with  sorcery,  wifcchcraflb,  and  child- 
murder." 

''Doyou  believe  the  crimes  you  heaar  of  thein,  &ther ? ^ 
i^niqpiNred  Placido  Corso  to  Bor^igo. 

''  Of  these  apostolical  dogs  ?  'No^  I  can't  say  I  do,  though 
I  live  among  them,  and  hate  them  like  the  deviL" 
..  ^  I  widi  that  I  were  as  good  a  Christian,"  replied  Placido 
OoTso, ''  as  the  generality  of  them.  You  know  what  Louis 
XTT.  of  France  said  to  his  officers  about  the  branch  on  the 
other  side  of  the  Alps — '  By  the  Holy  Mother  of  GK)d,  these 
bnretios  whom  you  nrge  me  to  destroy,  are  better  than  you, 
Gr.tnyeel^  or  any  of  my  subjects.'  And  you've  heard,  I  dare 
sfty,  the  proverb  in  HoUand,  'He  does  not  swear,  he  is  a 
LnftheiBn;  he  does  not  live  riotously,  (xr  drink,  he  is  of  the 
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"Hush !"  said  Rorengo,  with  a  knowing  smile,  ".speeohe# 
like  these  want  a  wrench  of  the  thumbscrew ;  we  must  oicLejr 
your  sarirhenito  if  you  vindicate  the  heretics.  But  I  allow/' 
eontinued  he,  *'  that  in  morals  and  life  they  are  good,  true  in 
words,  and  unanimous  in  brotherly  love,  but  their  faith  is  in^ 
corrigible  and  vile." 

**  I  pity  the  devil  if  he's  on  the  rack,  and  youVe  <ih0 
handle,"  retorted  the  other,  with  a  sneer.  "  You  should 
explain  how  it  is  that  their  faith  is  so  bad,  and  their  fruits  qq. 
good." 

"What  about  your  edict,  GastaJdo?"  inquired  the  Mar- 
quis. "  We  thought  that  would  have  given  us  a  pretext  £09 
crushing  them,  but  they  obeyed  it,  I  hear.  Did  they  not  tuig^ 
Out  in  the  middle  of  January  ?  " 

"  They  did,  my  lord ;  they  left  their  property  within  -^ho 
three  days." 

"And  how  many  came  over  to  us?" 

"Not  one  out  of  two  thousand  exiles  has  recanted ;  stM% 
obstinacy  is  positively  a  phenomenon  in  morals."  ;    ^ 

"  It  must  have  been  cold  work  if  the  fros^  pinches  th^ 
Apostolicals  as  it  does  us,"  interposed  Borengo. 
•  **  Serve  them  right,"  said  the  Marquis,  twisting  his  wiiy 
moustache.  "Murder  is  a  crime  we  could  forgive,  but  zial 
Protestantism,  for  heresy  is  the  catechism  of  the  deviL  •  But 
the  pretext  we  must  keep  before  the  world  is  their  rebellioi^ 
H-that  they  refuse  submission  to  the  Duke's  orders,  and 
resist  his  troops." 

"  I  fear  no  one  will  believe  this.  The  world  knows  thaife 
they  have  been  always  loyaJ,  if  the  Duke  leaves  them  liberty 
of  conscience.  *  Show  us  the  Duke's  order,'  said  L^ger,  *  and 
you  may  march  over  our  bodies.'  " 

.  "Hook,"  replied  the  President,  "to  the  unlearned,  who 
are  the  mass  of  mankind.  Few  have  time  or  patience  to  go 
into  hair-splitting  questions.  State  a  thing  positively,  and 
lUne-tenths  will  believe  it,  and  never  hear  it  contradicted* 
Bebellion  is  the  charge  which  we  must  keep  before  the  world^ 
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itt  fiase  any  of  the  other  states  are  inclined  to  interfere.  We 
had  hoped  they  would  have  resisted  Gastaldo's  order,  and 
have  given  ns  a  pretext  for  crushing  them." 

"What  course  do  you  propose,  Marquis?"  inquired  Dela 
M^^na. 

"  Don't  consult  me,  consult  my  learned  friend,  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Turin,  he  will  give  us  sound  counsel,  tempered  with 
godly  charity.  Ask  the  Holy  Fathers,  the  Delegate  Gastddo, 
and  the  Grand  Chancellor." 

"  Innocent  VIII.  and  his  blessed  Bull,  that's  my  weapon," 
exclaimed  the  Dominican  Prior.  "  Monks,  to  your  crucifixes ! 
attd  soldiers  of  the  cross  to  your  swords !  as  Pope  Julius 
would  have  said." 

"  How  can  it  be  done,"  asked  the  Chancellor,  '^  so  as  no^ 
to  need  repetition  ?  " 

"  We  have  Grancey  and  his  troops,  wo  can  use  them,  and 
they  will  bear  the  blame.  Then,  Archbishop,  there  is  a  bri^ 
gade  of  Irishmen,  Catholics^  whom  Cromwell  has  turned  out 
of  Ireland— they  would  be  just  the  men  for  this  sort  of 
Work." 

**  So  I  ween,"  said  the  Archbishop,  with  a  twinkle  in  his 
eye,  '^  they  have  an  innate  love  of  breaking  heads,  and  they 
kave  already  had  some  practice  at  home  in  killing  heretics  i 
they're  furious  for  the  Pope ;  his  Holiness  should  have  them 
m  his  body-guard — they  would  make  the  Vatican  safer  than 
it  has  been." 

"  I  can  have  Galeazzo  and  his  city  guards,"  continued  the 
Marquis,  "  and  a  number  of  regulars.  Altogether,  I  could 
gather  fifteen  thousand  men;  and  plenary  indulgence,  and 
AUdsion  of  profits,  will  bring  us  a  good  band  of  outlaws,  or 
wo  can  open  the  prison  doors,  and  let  Barabbas  earn  his 
Cicpiatibn." 

^'  *^  *  JPlenariam  jpeccatorum  indulgeniiam^  ^*  said  the  Arch- 
"bwhop,  "  are  the  words  of  Innocent  VIIL  in  his  Bull  for  all 
*imicc0  sUjnaiis  ao  contra  hoBreUcos  pugrumfihvas*  ^hvL%  Marquis, 
what  would  be  your  tactics  ?  "  C 
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"  The  thing  is  to  quarter  onr  Bcddiers  in  ewety  houses  and 
0n  the  appointed  day " 

"Excuse  my  intermpting  yon,"  Kud  the  ArchlMsliop; 
^  how  are  we  to  locate  them  P  " 

"  Appeal  to  their  loyalty.  Tell  them  the  Dnke  needs  this 
proof  of  their  fidelity,  and  I  think  they'll  receire  our  troops." 

*•  What  then?" 

**  Why,  then  having  blessed  your  banners,  give  your  sig- 
nal, and  let  your  soldiers  do  their  duty." 

**  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  asked  Flacido  Gorso,  with  alarm, 
"  that  they  should  massacre  them  ?  " 

**  Precisely  so.  Your  Catholic  soldier  will  not  need  much 
education  in  that  line — give  him  the  sword,  show  him  the 
victim,  and  let  l^e  friar  cry,  God  speed,  and  I  will  engage 
that  he  nnderstands  the  signal." 

"  Good,"  said  Rorengo,  rubbing  his  hands  together. 
"  Destroy  this  apostolical  brood,  and  those  wretched  Calvin^ 
ists  can  boast  no  connection  with  the  primitive  Church." 

"But  you  foi^et  Europe,"  interposed  De  la  M^na. 
"What  will  Europe  say?" 

"  We  must  shut  the  mouths  of  Europe  by  showing  that 
they  are  rebels,  and  that  ihey  have  earned  a  little  paternal 
chastisement.  A  document  or  two  will  be  all  they  will  do  on 
the  subject." 

"I  can't  say  I  like  the  scheme,"  added  the  corpulent 
Placido ;  "  I  think  I  shall  have  a  broken  night's  rest  to  the 
day  of  my  death ;  I  shall  be  hearing  them  screaming  in  the 
night." 

"Nonsense,  father,  look  to  history.  Why,  a  hundred 
years  a^o  we  had  the  Count  de  la  IMnite  doing  the  same 
thing." 

"  Yes,  but  this  cold  butchery  is  different  from  war." 

"The  Inquisition  knows  no  leniency  to  heretics,"  said 
Borengo.     "  Bead  our  rubrics,  remember  our  precedents." 

"  When  do  yon  think  of  cairjing  oat  your  programme, 
Marquis  P" 
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**  Easter  would  be  a  good  time.  We  mnst  make  a  regnlar 
Bartholomew  of  it  again.  That  was  a  glorions  victory,  Chas^ 
cellor.  How  many  perished,  my  Lord  Archbishop,  as  you  aro 
well  versed  in  £eicts  and  figures  ?" 

"  In  France  alone  there  perished  sixty  thansand.'' 

"  We  can't  quite  eqnal  that,  for  these  hOTctics  only  mnnber 
about  twenty  thousand ;  but  stiH  I  think  by  my  measures  we 
knight  extirpate  tiiem  like  those  in  the  Marquisate  of  8aluEzd, 
in  Calalnia,  and  elsewhere.** 

**  Have  yon  seen  their  deputies.  Marquis  f* 

"  No ;  what  use  is  there  in  reading  protests  and  answering 
ihem  ?  To  save  appearances  and  to  gain  time,  I've  kept 
them  in  Turin,  but  I  shall  give  them  the  slip,  and  be  off  to 
the  valleys,  while  they  are  knocking  at  my  gate.  Did  you 
give  them  an  audience,  Signer  X3ustaldo  ?** 

"  Ko,  I  have  kept  out  of  their  way.  I  told  my  servant  te 
Bend  them  back  to  you,  or  to  our  friend  the  Archbishop." 

"Well,  gentlemen,  are  you  agreed?  Do  you  see  any 
better  plan  than  that  which  I  have  had  the  honour  of  sub- 
mitting to  your  notice  ?  K  so,  I  should  be  glad  to  hear  it  on 
its  merits.'* 

**  No,  yours  carries  the  palm,  Marquis.  What  day  will  you 
say,  ilien?" 

**  Holy  Saturday,  if  we  must  name  a  definite  date.** 

**  How  will  the  soldiers  know  ?'* 

"We  can  initiate  a  few,  and  tell  th^n  to  k)ok  out  for  a 
signal,  pro  conversione  hcereticomm.  Ha,  ha !  you  see.  Bishop, 
Tve  not  quite  forgotten  my  Latin,  have  I?*' 

The  door  had,  during  the  confOTcnce,  heea  guarded  by  ai 
young  officer,  who  had  heard  what  passed,  and  whose  troubled 
£eu»  betokened  the  emotions  of  his  souL 

"  Holy  Clement,  fun  for  you,  young  man,"  said  Rorengo^ 
as  he  went  out ;  "mind  you  prick  the  heretics  as  Hildcbmnd 
would  have  had  y6u.  You  must  run  tli^B  tJirough  the  liver, 
although  they  were  yokr  own  kith  and  kis.*^ 

"Archbishop,"  said  tho  Maarquis,  ^as  yowr  Grace  graats 
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your  blessing  to  otip .  Jboly  war,  will  you  conseorato  our 
l>anners?"  .  .;   ^..i> 

Several  military  banners  were  brought  out  and  pjfe^^ 
before  the  Archbishop,  with  another  large  flag  ot,^L(f^ 
peculiar  workmanship  than  the  rest.  In  the  centre,  ;^^ 
figured  a  cross,  on  wldch  the  rough  knots  of  wood  appea^  tp 
stand  out.  On  the  lefb  an  olive-branch  was  gra^cefulty 
arranged,  while  a  sword  placed  vertically  oQCupied  the,  TJ^fyt 
side  of  the  oval  space.  On  the  margin  to  these  devices  w«;« 
the  words,  ^^  Exstirge^  Domine,  et  judica  causa/in  tuam^* 
Psalm  Ixxiv. 

"  These,  my  lord,"  said  the  Archbishop,  laying  his  hand 
on  them,  "these  will  be  your  emblems  in  your  crusade  of 
faith;  we  will  lay  our  episcopal  hands  upon  them,  and 
sprinkle  them  with  the  holy  water  that  comes  from  the 
Baptistery  of  St.  John  Lateran."  .  _^    . . 

" Thanks,  Holy  Father:  with  the  Church's  benedictiQi^^e 
cannot  err." 

"  Fear  not,  the  Immaculate  Virgin  will  shield  you ;  and  for 
yourself,  Marquis,  take  with  you  as  a  safeguard  this  preysiofis 
relic — ^it  is  the  little  finger  of  St.  Martin.  It  will  have  gimt 
effect  both  in  keeping  your  faith  warm,  and  your  body  from 
danger.  The  blessed  Saint  will  guard  one  who  carries  part 
of  his  own  person  about  with  him,  and  it  will  be  proof  agamst 
heretical  bullets.  We  will  also  send  our  brother  Rorengo  to 
the  square  to  publish  plenary  indulgence  to  all  who  shall  aid 
our  efforts." 

The  Archbishop,  the  Delegate,  the  Marquis,  the  Chancellpr, 
and  the  Priests  then  fell  on  their  knees  and  began  chanting,  in 
a  melancholy  tone : — 

''Nisi  Dominus  eedifioaverit  doxnum,  in  vanum  laborayerunt  qui  cedifiqont 

oam. 
*'  l^isi  DominuB  custodierit  oiyitatem,  froBtara  vigilat  qui  custodit  earn.**' 

The  Primate  then  sprinkled  the  banners  with  water  out  of 
a  phial,  and  incensed  them  with  a  burning  censcri  which  he 
received  £rom  one  of  the  attendants. 
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^  We  conseerate  these  banners,**  said  he,  ^  to  the  i6r?ibe  of 
the  Holy  Yirgin  and  her  Church.  May  they  be  like  the 
liaimtaS  raised  against  the  Tnfidels  in  old  time ;  may  they  lead 
tb  victory ;  may  they  float  over  the  desolated  valleys  in  wfaidi 
fi^resy  shall  be  extirpated,  and  nothing  bat  CathoUo  godline^i 
Hourfeh!" 

''Amen!'*  said  the  Marqnis  of  Pianesse,  gazing  witii 
veneration  at  the  relic  which  he  had  taken  out  of  its  jeweUed 
casket^  and  held  in  the  palm  of  his  right  hand* 


CHAPTER  m. 

THE  ENVOY, 

Qh  the  day  follo^nng  the  deliberations  of  the  Connoil  of  tfa# 
!^!i^typaganda,  an  officer  might  have  been  eeen  riding  slowly  on 
t}ie  high  road  from  Turin  to  La  Tour. 

^  I  wonder,"  muttered  he  to  himself  as  he  threw  tiie  reins 
'^^essly  on  the  horse's  neck,  **  what  commission  the  Marquis 
IaS  given  me  now  P  I  am  to  deliver  this  sealed  packet  into 
the  hands  of  the  Superior  of  the  Convent  of  La  Tour.  I 
iremble  when  I  conjecture  what  the  contents  may  be.  I  &ar 
it  18  something  like  Gastaldo*s  edict  which  I  was  ordered  t9 
execute,  and  that  edict  appears  to  be  a  first-fruit  of  thS 
presents  I  brought  in  January  from  our  Holy  Father  ta  the 
Duke  of  Savoy  and  the  Council  of  Turin.  O  God,  how 
agonizing  are  doubts !  Why  am  I  forced  to  take  part  in  acts 
against  which  my  natnre  rebels.  I  am  a  persecutor.  I  have 
heard  the  deliberations  of  that  Council  of  Blood.  Would  that 
1  knew  the  right  course  to  pursue,  whether  blindly  to  obey  my 
superiors,  or  to  follow  the  promptings  of  my  conscience 
Ah,"  said  he,  with  a  deep  sigh,  *«if  9he  knew  the  part  I'm 
playing,  she  would  hate  me.  But,  alas,  in  very  truth  they 
have  suffered,  and  she  must  jasily  hate  me  as  one  of  her 
persecutors.*^ 
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'i .  All  -^qaxi^Bttni  ,«f  H^eny  jpaAsad  ^wr  ibo  yaiuig^)pHKu!s 
ftilla9B%  wdrlMrajed.  the  warvtliat  was.Tipiiged/witli^.liJt 
4Mri{  ior  ^6  ^oiee:^  nfttare  und  the  -reUcft  of  lug  moral  bqb^ 
atmggM  mft.  9ectiieat£oiiy  {m^udioc^  aaid  creed.  The  ratfajl^sa 
dabaaoiaaamlaaaB  of  tbe  Gotiacil  irore  ^ahhocreKit  io  bis  &elij)^ 
of  humanity,  and  to  his  honour  as  a  •  soldier.  Considered.  Ji| 
titasmsehres  thoM  furcgects  onimged  cvexy  natoral  feeling,' ibat 
ifcicf  jwemed  tcM^  heimenA  .«b  jneasin:es  ibr  the  propi^atk^ 
of  a  faith  whiob  p]x)fes8ed  to  embrace  temporal  and  etesualv 
happiness. 

Educated  in  the  Romish  -Cluuch,  Echard  had  received  its 
^dogmas  with  listless  acquiescence,  and  it  was  not  until  he  had 
been  to  Borne  that  his  fti£h  bad  r^oei^ed  its  £rst  weakening 
shock.  He  had  found  that  morality,  conscientious  faith,  oxii 
religion  decreased  as  he  a))proached  the  capital  of  Christei^ 
4tfKi:  ISieiaiitaMtef  <ef  ihe  P<^M»iheAq)Otism  af  the  Cou^ 
Ite'^aadiitiOBi,  huniry^  and  ostentation  of  4:he  Cardinals,/^ 
immoraliiy  of  the  monks  and  priests,  had  impressed  Taxm, 
mM  xiil&^oiit«b]y,  and  disB^>ated  that  enehantment  m^ 
vfakb  clistMnoe  etmrons  unfamiliar  oljects.  The  syst9^ 
•eemed  votton  «t  its  c^re,  and  the  propagation  of  truth  at  t^f 
jjknat  lof  the  sword  was  a  satire  on  ihe  Church's  authorizod 
waickward,  "  Peace  cm  earth,  good  will  toward  men**^  J^ 
fiasttakmg  Christ  a  iMabomet,  and  the  Bible  a  Koran.  B^ 
iiif  was  i^nitoidy  aad^BtLl^ect  to  mental  laws.  To  regulate  x^ 
weckanioal&y  by  tte  sword  or  the  rack  was  a  contradiction 
iaiaerms.  laa  tb«  sddst  of  iheae  reflections  bis  eye  fell  on^ 
livge  crooifiK  whtcit  was  placed  near  the  road;  and  Ixe 
•wnembervd  the  cbaivkot^  of  ihat  .Saviour  who  HimseU 
4ni£fered  9tr  ma&kind»  SAd  the  glory  of  who^  kingdom  cozi^ 
rats  in  the  }9berfy  4f  lofve*  J}id  Paul  ever  oontemplate  « 
jwhnlegale  <ma8sa;irBe  P  Would  h^  ^ot  bav^e .  be^  cast  upon 
itili*  Aok  biittsd^  ftrlau^  pore,  life  and  ^octriii^  by  the  modern 
't^eros?  Had  jnel  Hko  Mmter  rebuked ^is  two ' disciples  wb^ 
mmM  haye  inist^t^  Mi^  ostein  JSljjalv  ^  caDed  down  £rf 
from  heaven  to  revenge  some^i^vial  insultT  and  .did  Be  not 


«MBe.«fv.'fi>r  >thiit  tke  Son  fi€  Man  Imd'  txp^  comiovto  ch^kfe^ 
lHte%  KraB  ^  /to  «n^  %liont"?  -sEdfttnd.  dMoornCi^i .aaoml^ 
orer^  the  influence  wliicli  human  nature'has  in  i«l%iom 
fitfie^tii»ns,  iand  thOib  «mq  %afe  ^iiitif|^i^  tbeir  «eo2rapt 
|i>iifioia  when  thej  think  thttt  tkey:a«e  4i<xbig  Qo/i  mnmeft 
Infe^sis^d  by  thiase  meditations  Dcd^eurd  rode  alosg^nntiKte 
0fAiEM  withon  sight  of  the  Tmns  of  iok  Baiidene,  wfaiiob  lio^ 
iiUMi  tt  gloomy  ^mbodiaEKent  of  ihis  trouMed  re^eotioit^/  Ji 
1fuoiBa%  of  love  »&d  ibfunksgiving  had  i^ood  where  those  ^mfai^ 
iiihes  lay  heaped  togethi^^  the  mextj  ^r  pf  ohilsdipc^  hii4 
teilg  wi^iti  those  blasted  waJlsc;  nsi  original  and  patnarphsd 
tt^n^^  of  whose  singularity  ev^evi  Italy  migkt  boast,  h^ 
flwdt  Jiere.  Where  were  they  vow  f  They  were  .scattwedrrr 
liMl  bfa«t)6d  raiftecs«  strewn  over  ommUing  bndc  a^d  c^l^ 
coders,  were  their  sad  memorials.  Deaolati<m'w&fi  fita,9^p0i 
•fcte^^he  45cc^e,  and  like  i^ery  earth  was  uideo:!^  with  rnin. 
iM  tiiese  the  triuaa^hs  ^  the  Holy  Mother  Church  F  i^ 
Ibis  the  reqnital  ito  difference  of  creed  P  Is  this  done  i^  tii^ 
•ih^oe  of  Earn  wh^  stretohod  ont  his  luuid  and  kealqd  4li^ 
«rt>fMalehii8? 

r  -  iEcfaard  saw  xm>  Uving  thing  about  iheplaoe  exo^t  la  tei^)^ 
,  Who,  by  his  fiuieieai  note  nitered  JSTatu^re's  ine^onol^ 
[  chanted  her  4ii^  <frer  this  shivered  shrine.  .  3Jhe  aettiifg 
;  g^ced  on  the  mins,  and  served  only  to  he^ten  i^ 
ihelancholy  feeling  pfrodnoed  by  the  sc^m.  Tl^  «ov<^i^^ 
iyps  idMnoee  forth  m  th^^venixig  light,  afresh  with  their  tet^rnal 
«|iows,  whoiiB<chaste  hne,ihe  symbol  ef  Heaveiv-s  pw^^rrm 
ifi^knM  protest  against  the  blood  that  tin^d  thair  Mhs^  when 
maJHtdin  tba  kwlavid:  s^beeam.  The  jdvo*  aniu^mpred  gai^, 
althongh  no  langhing  childx^^d  weoit  te  «09^p  their  Uttle  h^c^ 
in  the  bank,  or  to  sip  the  gashing  tide.  They  are  exiles— 
andles  upon  those  frowning  crags  that  appear  so  softened 
in  the  waning  lights  and  jet  are  beaten  by  the  surging 
tempest. 

SoYT  different  was  the  scene  some  months  back  when  last 
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lie  siood  there,  before  Gastaldo*s  edict  had  done  its  hellisb 
work*  Borne  might  again  strike  a  medal  to  commemorate 
Jier  sacrilege  of  human  nature  and  her  triumphs  over  ibib 
senctityof  home! 

Echard  stood  silent  and  downcast,  for  distrust  of  s^j^ifj^ 
Church  which  wields  such  weapons  to  promote  her  xs^Q^ 
became  more  poignant  amid  the  ashes  of  the  sisters'  ho^c^ 
His  personal  feelings  added  bitterness  to  his  reflections  whc^ 
ho  remembered  her  whom  he  had  rescued  from  danger  inthif 
place,  and  whose  image  had  haunted  him  ever  since  by  d^ 
and  night.  This  had  been  her  dwelling-place  ;  but  she  was 
now  an  exile,  and  he  dared  not  reflect  on  the  sufferings  tha^ 
must  have  attended  that  sudden  ejection.  His  lips  moved^M 
he  breathed  a  prayer  for  her  safety,  and  allowed  his  memoi^ 
far  the  thousandth  time  to  recount  her  every  word  and  look 
during  their  brief  meeting.  ,  r,^./ 

In  vain  did  his  reason  warn  him  of  the  treacherous  nati^ 
€f  his  thoughts,  considering  the  diflerence  of  their  positicw 
«nd  creeds.  The  heart  is  an  eloquent  sophist — ^yea,  a  thought^ 
less  suicide — and  will  indulge  the  pleasurable  dreams  of  the 
present,  though  it  may  thereby  enhance  its  future  sorrowi^ 
He  could  not  forget  her,  yet  he  hardly  dare  cherish  the  hope 
that  she  had  remembered  him.  The  scenes  of  grief  in  whick 
they  had  met  would  be  enough  to  stifle  all  other  feelings,  aod 
it  appeared  blasphemy  to  think  of  love  over  the  corpse  of  * 
mother,  or  amid  the  desolation  of  a  home. 

Echard  was  startled  from  his  reverie  by  the  distant  sound 
of  a  human  voice.  He  listened ;  it  seemed  to  him  like  the 
wail  of  a  woman.  It  must  be  one  of  the  scattered  family 
weeping  upon  their  ravaged  home;  it  might  be  she  whon) 
image  was  engraven  upon  his  heart* 
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^i.jxo,.i     .  CHAPTER  IV, 

ME  mother's  GEAYB.  * 

IB^ABDwasnoi  alone;  another  mourner  whose  throes  were 
dh^^^oignant  wept  over  the  samescene.  Prompted  by  affeetioni 
ASrCbine  liad  braved  the  perils  of  leaving  Yillar  to  revisit  the 
)^M668  dear  to  her  from  infancy  and  to  weep  over  her  mother -a 
I^Ve.  Having  passed  throngh  the  conrt-yard  in  whieh  the 
If^kta  fountain  still  poured  forth  a  scanty  stream,  like  all 
ttrpltbHa-s  tears,  pure  and  enduring^  she  ascended  the  tottering 
Mifos,' which  bore  marks  of  fire  and  blood,  and  once  more 
i/kibd  within  her  mother's  room.     She  cast  a  half-expecting 

tide  at  the  accustomed  place,  though  convinced  of  its  fruit-^ 
Her  mother,  whom  she  had  tended  for  years,  and 
who  had  lain  there  since  she  was  able  to  remember,  had  gonel 
fi&6^tood  alone  in  that  home  of  infancy.  Overcome  with 
tteiab  feelings,  she  rushed  to  the  broken  framework  of  the 
1i^  and  fell  by  its  side. 

->/i.j  a  uiy  mother  I  thou  art  indeed  gone !  It  seems  like  a 
^HftLtH  dream.  What  will  become  of  thy  helpless  child  ?  Is 
Ukak  voice  silent  which  taught  me  so  lovingly  P  0  my  mother  I 
X>kiieel  where  once  I  knelt ;  but  I  see  thee  not,  I  hear  thee 
^ti^.far  thou  art  dead ! "  With  these  words  she  cast  herself 
<^ii  the  bed,  and  wept  bitterly. 

After  the  paroxysm  of  grief  had  subsided,  Ardoine 
Ittfitened  to  the  spot  where  her  mother  had  been  buried.  She 
lltud  trodden  those  paths  from  childhood,  she  had  played 
beneath  that  aged  cypress,  now  the  sole  ^inereal  record  of 
%e  past ;  but  never  had  she  anticipated  that  she  should  seek 
it  as  an  orphan,  and  kneel  under  its  boughs  over  her  mother's 
f^ve.  The  broken  earth  and  the  disjointed  sod  were  the  mute 
Temembrancers  of  woe.  Ardoine  knelt  down*  Her  mother 
was  beneath.  She  had  often  knelt  by  her  side ;  to  kneel  or&p 
her  grave  was  a  solemn  change.  Well  might  such  a  realizib* 
tion  thrill  tiiie  daughter's  sooU 
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"  O  mother,  mother,  thou  hast  been  taken  from  me !  Has 
the  end  come  at  last  ?  •!  ^hold  Hk^  again  lying  peaceful! jF 
in  thy  bed,  I  see  thy  gentle  sinilei,  and  hear  thy  voice.  Wher6 
am  I  ?  Mock  me  not,  memory,  for  thou  art  true  yet  &lse^ 
litovr  art  a  oonkforter  aoid:  yet  a  to?meiilBr;  Bdir«ad;in]9lbeif  t 
if  i^y  happy^  i^iriii  sees  thy  miserabiie  orphoii^raiili^  thoooiink 
gi^mi^one^ thought  (^sympathy,  if  the  brightL  Bpariiks  aboT4 
tKOi  feel  for  the  sorrows  of  eavth?  Oh,  H  mer  I  offeoidQd  tii^ 
if  over  I  negieoied  the  least  expressioa  of  thy  wkhesv  if  fiparl 
IboH^ht  of  my  own  pleasure,  or  grieved  ihee  by  my  yoicti&fel 
tcHS&eti,  forgive  me,  oh  forgive  me !  I  always  strove  to  ^Leaio 
ihee,  but  thon  art  goae,  and  my  little  omissiona  become  mJinim 
ftHi.  I  will  seek  to  be  like  thee.  Thy  God  shall  be  n^  Gc4g 
tilij  Saviour  shall  be  my  oomfort and  stay !  I  will  thdnk  oiih^ 
fti£th,  thy  hope,  thy  love,  thy  patience !  I  will  treasure  np  Oktf 
words,  and  put  them  into  practice!  Mother,  the  tears  of  ;tb# 
Iffphan  are  bitter!-  Bat  I  weep  for  myself.  Why  akonhiil 
Weep  fov  iikee  ?  thon  art  in  heaven.  Thou  ha8l>  what  thM 
desirest.  Thou  art  with  Christ.  O  easrth,  let  the  tears  of  ik^ 
daughter  consecra^  the  grave !  Yet  is  there  no  ho^e  ?  Yea^ 
iihis  cypress,  green  though  gloomy,  is  an  emblem  of  spring 
even  amid  the  snows  of  winter.  Lord,"  said  she^  looking 
upwards  as  her  face  shone  in  the  dying  rays  of  the  son  whicK 
Vroke  through  the  clouds  and  oast  a  passing  light  upcm  iHm 
grave — "  Lord,  give  me  thy  HoLy  Spirit,  that  I  may  act  up  to 
the  pure  faath  of  my  fathers  f  Let  mo  live  to  tiliee,  and  amidst 
the  sorrows  of  this  life  may  my^  happiness  be  in  thee ;  mfuf 
heaven  be  my  home,  asaSt  Christ  nvf  friend  I  O  Lord !  bkflS 
Imn  who  saved  me  in  this  plaee,  and  torn  his  heart  to  theel 
6od  of  the  Fatherless^  pity  and  protect  me  I  &r  the  sake  ^ 
Christ  eur  mediator.    Amen." 

Thai  Amen  rang  npon  the  evening  aai%  and  it  was  not  mir 
lieaird  on  earthy  for  it  caused  £e}iasd'&  heart  to  tremble  under 
'Undefined  emotbns.  Heihad  bekeU  hes  &ee  lit  up  with  the 
lu^gnsh  ^  sundbine,  and:  heard  her  Tsie^  Mtecing  with  tbd 
accents  of  sorrow.    He  felt  the  tineitt  €£  ]wf%  £ar  he  had  jO^ 


4fiPBLhtB  overcast  his  joy.  He  liad  passed  before  her  minf  (Mig[ 
ly'ilR^'ites^atioiis  e^  Dneii^  ainir  (^  fpmtlStmi^f  iiilLiclLix&iisii 
IhMlpiayfr  of  il»t^gen^r«HAllefti%.i^  ;  x.fs 

As  Echard  gazed  upon  her  he  felt  that  xmbidden  hamagi 
ifhkUlb  liie  hearir  yieli^  to  iik&  btontiftil sa^  f^oi,  -Beliad 
inraded  the  privacy  of  her  grief.  He  had  heard  the  filial  aai 
religions  feelings  with  which  her  soul  o^t^xdoJif^^flitd  this 
ksMrlbdge  of  her  dumbter  deepefned  ihb  imjpt»^m»exi»  which 
he»  Ipeaaity  had  made,  and  kitensified  his  lolre  wMk  ackmieatMib 
mmI  esBeeni;  Bchaard  f eM  th6'  deliearf  of  his  poAittioiii,  and  tibe 
difficulty  of  addressing  her,  for  her  grief  seemt^d  to»  gMaifcor 
^j^pxesence  of  a  stsranger.  IBi^eo^er^  shewemld  itaturally 
mistrust  him,  for  he  bore  the  uniform  of  Savoy,  and.  iWMr.iBl 
BMinber  of  that  Gl^urcl^  w&ldi  had  brought  desolatioii  tfpon 
Hkeif  past  homo.  » 

^  '  irresolute  what  t^  do,  ho  advanced  into  the  ebbizig  lighfc» 
imd  taking  off  hi»  mc»nbii  knelt  down.  ^'  liord'  of  hosts,"  cried 
%ki  '^  bmd  up  yon  bi^oken  heart,  and  -^sit  net  upon:  ms  the  sins 
wMdIi  have  brought  mui  upon  this  household.** 
V  /  -Ardoino  heard  the  voiee^  and  started  to  her  IMi.  Taming 
round  she  beheld  the  kneeling  figure,  aadi  a  glanoe  assiure^ 
kdr^^t  it  wats  her  protector,  Echard.  Sh#Beedied  uio  length- 
Mlied  Bwevej  to  reoatt  hep  deliverer,  j^  hi»  knage  wiw  stamped 
<«m.  her  heart.  Tho  naeixoet  of  the  sowowing  daughter  had 
striven  to  repress  iho  unbidden  auction,  bixt  a  woman's  gvai- 
il^bide  ba^  welcome  to  her  deMver^.  Shs  trembled,  fbr^  she 
Ikktr  a  thriH  wkk^  BMyjueidC^  preseAcs  had  nsvei"  exqited* 
**  Sir,"  said  she,  addressing  Echard,  "  you  find  me  as  beseems 
li;  weeping  danxghtes.  I  reooHeot  yobr^  ftoe^  and  should  mingle 
gratitude  with  my  grief^  when  I  thank  him  wlid^  presew^d  11:9 
itfe  at  the  ride  of  his  own.^ 

'  ^Naj;  speaknot  of  it,^  Idid  h^t  foUiGiw  tho  pvoonptingtf 
tt  my'  heart,  and  woaM  brave  greatoy  dea^Q]^  Ibr  ^smtuaad 
lkol]r  obgeet.  I  should  apologieo  for  ibiis  mmpti^mQ  yeki 
Imit  {he  words  of  fashion  seem  a  moekerf-finmhiih/i^  fMM# 
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Lei  me  raiher   avow   thai  I   thank   God   I  have   found 

Jou." 

**For  what  purpose  woiUd  you  see  me  P"  asked  Ardoine, 
as  the  colour  left  her  cheeks ;  ^'  do  you  not  know  that  I  am  a 
heretic  P" 

"  I  know  it,  but  I  would  do  a  brother's  part^  and  give  you 
iNraming." 

"Warning  of  what?" 

*^  Of  something  which  threatens  the  destruction  of  you 
churches.    Having  saved  you  once,  I  would  render  you  an- 
other benefit,  so  that  I  might  keep  my  name  on  your  lips  and 
in  your  memory," 

"Sir,  J.  shall  rejoice  to  know  the  name  'Of  my  de- 
liverer." 

"  Have  you  forgotten  it  ?"  replied  the  officer,  in  a  tone  of 
disappointment.  "  My  name  is  Echard,  and  I  am  the  son  of 
the  Marquis  of  Pianesse.  My  heart  revolts  against  the  deeds 
of  my  father  in  the  service  of  our  Church ;  I  am  willing  to 
convert  by  persuasion,  but  not  by  the  sword.  You  have 
learned  my  name,  may  I  not  ask  yours  ?  But  the  scenes  in 
your  chamber  are  still  before  me ;  and  if  I  remember  rightly, 
your  name  is  Ardoine." 

"Yes,  Ardoine — call  me  Ardoine,  for  the  circumstances 
under  which  we  have  met  have  made  us  friends,  notwith- 
standing the  difference  of  our  stations,  and  I  fear  of  our  creeds. 
You  said  that  you  sought  me  with  words  of  warning." 

"It  is  so.  In  speaking  to  you  thus  I  am  risking  my 
prospects,  and  indeed  my  life ;  were  I  betrayed  I  should  be 
ruined." 

"  God  can  protect  you ;  He  will  not  forget  your  succour  to 
a  helpless  orphan," 

"  Ardoine,  my  position  has  placed  me  behind  the  scenes. 
The  Marquis  has  been  deluding  your  deputies  at  Turin.  They 
have  only  been  referred  from  one  Council  to  another,  so  as  to 
blind  them  and  to  gain  time.  Your  grievances  have  neveir 
been  laid  befoi:e  the  Duke." 


"  I  fear  this  official  seal/'  continued  he,  showing  her  his  despatches, 
*  conTeys  instructions  of  blood  and  death." 

Page  185. 
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^  Oh !  and  my  dear  uncle  Janayel^  I  fear  he  is  there,  and 
perhaps  my  cousin  Baynald.'* 

*' Ahy  Baynald !  Is  he  your  cousin,  the  young  man  whom 
I  met  in  your  mother's  room;  I  thought  he  was  your 
brother  ?"  and  Echard's  voice  faltered  as  he  gave  utterance 
to  his  doubt. 

*'No;  Raynald  is  my  cousin;  we  have  been  playmates 
bam  childhood,  and  I  love  him  as  I  should  my  own  brother." 

*'  Only  as  a  brother !  then  my  heart  may  still  cherish  hope. 
Oh,  Ardoine,"  continued  Echard,  drawing  nearer,  ^'  let  me  tell 
you,  standing  as  we  do  on  your  mother's  grave,  that  if  you 
need  a  friend  hereafter,  Echard  is  yours.  Let  not  my  creed 
nor  position  make  you  doubt  me.  My  sympathy  with  your 
grief  veils  my  feelings,  and  forbids  me  doing  justice  to  my 
heart ;  but,  Ardoine,  you  are  an  orphan." 

"Enough.  I  will  trust  you.  Your  manner  and  your 
deeds  prove  your  sincerity.  I  accept  your  offer  with  grati- 
tude, but  I  await  your  information." 

*^  The  Marquis  is  assembling  a  large  body  of  troops,  and  I 
fear  this  official  seal,"  continued  he,  showing  her  his  de- 
spatches, "  conveys  instructions  of  blood  and  death." 

**  But  we  are  not  rebels  against  the  Duke." 

"No,  but  you  are  heretics,  and  he  purposes  to  carry  out 
the  Marchioness's  dying  request  for  the  extirpa.tion  of  heresy. 
His  means,  I  fear,  are  fire  and  the  sword." 

"God  forbid!"  said  Ardoine;  "can  man  conceive  such 
wickedness  ?  Do  you,  sir,"  she  continued,  addressing  Echard, 
steadily,  "  do  you  consider  this  worthy  of  ffim  whose  name 
we  both  profess  to  worship  ?  Would  Christ  have  sanctioned 
this  when  He  bade  Peter  put  up  his  sword  into  its  sheath  ? 
Oan  you  believe  that  such  acts  can  be  pleasing  to  a  God  of 
mercy  who  sent  his  Son  to  bear  our  sorrows,  and  to  teach  ua 
to  love  one  another  ?" 

**  My  conscience  is  sorely  perplexed  at  times,"  replied  the 
officer  gravely;  "my  heart  revolts  against  cruelties  in  the 
name  of  the  Universal  Father  and  Bedeemer.    I  have  felt  that 
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doeteines  "w&ieK  ttutstWonlbfeed^  ii^ii^  inves- 

tigation, are  suspicious."  '"-'  '•  ': 

^ThxakMQ&Vfdnlthtthyq^  Oh,  ht'me 

ZBotfiorft  yoa  t»  g«pairat&  yoais^lf  firMd'  that^  C%iiii»h  wkDsi 
ereod  k  falee,^  aad  wlios»  fkifts*4uroi.1»U»B.  :W«  taJra  ^id 
Scriptures  as  our  rule  of  faith.  Examine  tliem.^  see  i£  ovtf 
teaching  does  not  eommend  itself  to  yoav  lieart  and  Bead. 
Our  graad  yet  simple  doeiarine  is  sakvatna  by"  faith  uitiid 
hlood  of  Jesus,  prored  by  sazLctifiGation  of  Hf%  i^roagif'the 
Holy  Spirit*a  indwelling.  Is-  not  this  brighter  £»*  maa  add 
more  worthy  ef  God?  The  Seriptare  says^  *The  l^oodr  "iif 
Jesus  Christ  cleanseth  i^oni  9Sl  sixu'  <  is  not  this  more  cofti 
soling  than  your  puygatory?"  t 

''•Fair  instructaress !  "  saidBchwdi  refleciikg  on  the  two 
death-beds  he  had  lately  witnessed,  '^  if  I  listen  muck  longea?^ 
you  will  make  me  alJgnre  th&  Church  which  has  reared  me ;  I 
shall  recant  both  from  regard  to  you  an<^  to  your  statemeidsi 
I  do  not  know  what  is  in  this  packet,  but  my  suspicions  ax<d 
what  I  have  stated.  I  must  now  hasten  to  La  Tour,  and'dis- 
eharge  my  commission  ;  and  I  wiU  endeavour  to  learn  what  is 
to  happen,  •  and  to  meet  you  here  again  in  a  few  daysL  I  will 
thrust  my  sword  into  the  ground,  thus,  and  when  you  see' the 
sign^  you  may  venture  forth.  Circumstances  may  enable  me 
to  befriend  you ;  trust  in  me,  and  pray  tc>  God  for  me*.  Though 
absent,  let  me  at  least  hopa  I  shall  not  be  forgotten,  if  yoa 
win  remember^  me  as  ene  who  has  served  yon,  aasd  who  "will 
do  so  again,  you  will*  confer  upon  me  the  gi$atest  rewaord  Icaa 
«sk.'^ 

The  maiden  blushed,  and  tuwsiBd  away  her  eyes,  thougb 
she  did  not  withdraw  the  hand  which  the  young  man  seized, 
and  pressed  to  his  lips.  Nor  couM  she  refrain  from  a  sigh,^  «al 
she*  stole  one  last  glance  at  tho  setreating  figurev 
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•Othflrs^wQw  toKtuied,  not  acoeptixig  deluteranc^'* 

Aftee  EcLard  had  delivered  liiis  unssrv©-  on:  tfee  fottowmg^^&j^ 
te^iW  anikoriii^  al  La  Tour,  Ite  wa[S^i3xlb^Bed  i^a€  be  was  to 
l?ernain  on  duty  at  the  convent,  and  to  assisftthe-Hofy  IRaihert 
fc-cartying  out  ^hemtentibnsof  the  '*'(X)««7i»i»vc2e^^wpflW7awd[^ 
Fi^  ti  extirpandis  HeereHcis,^      •  ^  ^  •  * 

Having  been  conducted  to  the  chamber  of  the  Intjuisitiofij 
he  saw  two  men  stanffing  bound  b^^o^e  the  twbmiai,  a*  which 
aaife  (jftstoldo,  Ebrcinga,  Pktcido,  ancE  !%»  la  M^na^  wIkm&  cir- 
taBfltances  had  brought  firom  Tkrin  mc»e  speedy  than:  they 
liad  anticipated.  ^ 

'  "We  are  ready",**  said  JeanPrins,  wha  was  one  of  ifhe  pr?i 
9i9m&n,  *'not  onfy  ter  abjure,  but  -slso  to  be  subjected  to-  anjr 
penalties,  if  it  can  be  shown  to  us  from  H0I7  Scripture  tkat 
^ttuf^octrines  are  erroneous." 

''-   •*  Abjure  your  errors^  whatsoever  they  ma^be,**  said  Rgk* 
jr€ingo,  **and  I  wiH  hold  you  as  dear  as  I  now  hold  your  guilty  j 
if  not,  then  tremble  for  the  penalty  of  your  obstinacy  »** 
-f  '  *^  Would  your  Grace,'*  answered  Jean,  "  be  pleased  to*  tell 
OS  what  points  we  are  required  to  abjute  ?'"  -^ 

'N  •*Tt  is  needless, *•  said  Oatsialdo;;  •a  general  abjuration 
^wiH  satisfy  us.^ 

"  But  it  is  upon  our-  confession  of  fiiith  that  we  ought  to 
fteexammei" 

"  And  what  is  that  ?"  asked  Dela  Mena,  who  was  a  docfcoit 
jo£  divinity, 

Borengapresesfedl^tohiiaei',  sayuig,  **  See,  the  whole  thing 
Ib  lull  of  heresy/*. 

After  Echard  had  entered,  another  pMonerwtwr  teougM 
£a  by  some  soleKerv. 

''Holy  IMiMrr  exdi^inwd  Q&^kMa,  .nAte^  was'  aiif  "the^ 
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kead|  ^'  we  baye  canght  another  harbet  who  refused  ta  cross 
himself,  beloDging  to  that  cursed  nest  of  La  Band^ne.*'         --^ 

*'  Ah !  brother,"  said  David  addressing  Jean, ''  do  we  thns 
meet  ?  God  grant  ns  grace  to  imitate  our  Master's  exato^l^ 
and  to  witness  a  good  confession."  ^  "f* 

"  Abjure  your  errors,  and  you  shall  be  set  free,'*'  said  Gas- 
taldo,  addressing  the  two  brothers.  - -t 

^^  After  all,"  sneered  Eorengo,  ^^yoa  are  nothing  but  the 
bastards  of  Luther," 

^I  am  not  a  Lutheran,"  said  Jean,  ^'for  Luth^ 
did  not  die  for  me,  but  Jesus  Christ  only,  whose  nans^^^ 
bear." 

*'  But,  Signer  Borengo,"  interrupted  David  with  a  smile, 
**  I  might  reftite  you  by  appealing  to  your  own  work,  printed 
at  Turin  in  1632,  in  which  you  say  that  our  doctrines  liave 
continued  in  our  valleys  during  the  ninth  and  tenth  centuti^ 
and  that  our  heresies  are  so  old  that  is  impossible  to  say  at 
what  period  they  began.  You  have  been  ten  years  amongst 
us,  and  ought  to  know."  •  ^ 

**  I  know  very  well,"  replied  De  la  Mena,  "  that  there  is 
not  so  much  ill  amongst  you  as  people  think ;  nevertheless,  to 
satisfy  men's  minds,  it  is  necessary  that  you  should  submit  to 
some  appearance  of  abjuration." 

"What  would  you  have  us  to  abjure,"  inquired  they,  ^ft 
we  are  in  the  truth  ?" 

"  I  have  spoken  the  truth,"  said  Jean ;  "  how  can  I  change 
my  words,  and  make  a  retraction  ?  Can  a  man  change  the 
truth  as  he  would  change  his  garments  ?" 

"  It  is  nothing  but  a  mere  formality  that  I  require  of 
you,"  added  the  Inquisitor,  '-- 

They  made  no  reply. 

"  I  demand  neither  notary  nor  signature.  Only  make 'ain? 
abjuration  here  in  secret,  and  as  vague  as  you  please,  and  I 
will  put  an  end  to  all  these  prosecutions."  .  ' 

**Wo  are  frank  and  sincere,  my  lord,"  answered  thej', 
^^and  wo  dare  not  promise  anything  that  we  cannot  keep.- 
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ju^c'^Do  yon  dispnie  ihe  anttiority  of  the  Pope  to  forgive 
sin?"  asked  Do  la  Mdna. 

UDf 'f  I >do.  If  the  Pope  had  had  the  power  of  pardoning  sins, 
^^^^f^ald  have  been  needless  for  Jesus  Christ  to  have  come 
down  and  died  for  sinners." 

'^r^We  have  nothing  to  do  with  disputations,  but  to  knOw  if 
you  win  abjure— aye  or  no," 

..nM*^iro." 

**Ah!  well,  then,  it  goes  the  devil's  way,"  replied  the 
auditor,  and  signed  himself  four  times  with  the  sign  of  the 
frois, 

"  At  least  confess,  if  you  will  not^ abjure.** 
.^(,  f?I  only  confess  to  God," 
i :  i.^Come  to  mass,  or  you  shall  be  a  dead  man.'* 

*^  Jesus  says,  *  K  ye  believe  in  me,  though  ye  were  dead, 
jgett  ehall  yo  live."* 
i^.  •IWeU,  kiss  this  crucifix." 

^■<:^  /'  ^y  Jesus  is  not  upon  that  piece  of  wood,  but  in  heaven^ 
ftam  whence  He  shall  come  again  to  judge  the  living  and  the 
dead." 

,,.  ^*  Yon  wiU not  kiss  it?" 
^^.  ?*  I  do  not  choose  to  be  an  idolater,** 

*'  You  have  a  wife  and  children,*'  said  Gastaldo,  addressing 
j^ean.     "  Do  you  really  wish  to  leave  your  orphans  ?" 

**  Christ  is  the  heavenly  husband  of  faithful  souls.    An 
imniortal  Redeemer  is  better  than  a  husband  who  must  die." 
-•'"But  can  you  not  postpone  your  death  by  coming  to 
mass  ?"  J 

'  i.  f*^  Say,  rather,  that  I  should  hasten  it,  for  that  would  be 
the  death  of  my  soul." 

**  Are  you  not  afraid  of  the  punishment  which  is  in  prepa* 
Xfiion  for  you  ?" 

X  :*'  Christ  says,  •  Fear  not  them  who  can  only  kill  the  body, 
but  rather  fear  Him  who  is  able  to  cast  both  body  tind  soul 
iM»heU."' 

'^  Yon  will  do  the  Chimsli  less  serviee  when  yon  are  dead*!^ 


behind  them  longer  than  their  works  irottld  bM^  closte.'*  •  *  i 
/  ''Tdft  ^  not,  4heii»"  i^atd  E&Mrdngo,  "li^eve  ixLCbisf^ 
i!Q&tpcx9lpimefDC9ixi  the  liQstP'  '- 

"  God  forbid !     Do  you  not  know  ihe  Creedf  *  -' ► 

^     ^*Yes};  bi^twhUtefibat?^  -'-^     ' 

*'  Is  it  not  there  said  that  JesojB  is  siow  seated  8t  the  rigNb 
hand  of  the  Father?  Then  He  is  not  in  the  ho^t  I  -  But  I 
^flmmise  io  ^  to  mAsa  pvow^d  it  be  stripped  of  all  htteian 
additions,  and  restored  as  it  was  utstitated  by  Christ." 

"What  is  your  hope  of  salvation  ?"  asked  Placido,  witk 
some  interest.      *'. 

*'  There  is  no  salvation  but  in  Jeeu  Ohrist;  and  we  otight 
to  do  good  V^orkSy  not  in.  order  to  besaved,  bat  iacoamsb  we 
jtoeaaRrod^r''    ^ 

"  What's  the  use  of  all  this  ?"  interrnptdd  Rorengo ;  "dj^ 
you  not  know  that  you  will  bo  jfdt'to  death  as  hercAics  if  yoa 
4o9otreifiiiquiAyoii^ieErar8?"  ' 

(  ,  f*iRqtjhQto<iodl  for  that  Ha  has  tfaoagbt  me  waiiSijr 
to  die  for  his  name.  O  Lord,  give  me  grace  to  perseve^^hmi^ 
the  end !  Pardon  those  whose  sentence  is  tnOw  tb  separdtft  rtij 
soul  from  my  body,  %»  *^)e^  are  blmd.  O  liOrd,  enKglition 
Tbh'oBi  iqr  4hy  S^iri(^  Uid  bring  them  soon  to  the  Imowltd^ 
ofthetrtifh."  ^     .     ."", 

r  ''  Is  it  po6^1e»''  tmid  Plaoido  €orso,  ^  that  men  can  6pea£ 
ih  ihis  way  of  a  condenmation  to  death  f^*  '"*: 

r     ^Vlt  18  by  death,"  answered  David,  triamphantly^  'Hhat 
our  souls  attain  to  the  fulness  of  their  life." 
r  ;   *  We  adjare  ypil,  ye  judges,  as  yon  value  your  iifttibrtal 
souls,  to  examine  whether  these  things  be  so."  [\ 

'  ^  Young  man,"  contiimed  David,  poiittedly  addissstii^ 
Echard,  *^  listen  to  our  confession  of  faith,  and  may  -God  tl^te 
jonr  heart  iki  ih%  -iratli,  Amd  yoa  wiH  then  vadorat^d  otbr 
^principles  .wd  oteduot."  ,  *  ;^ 

These  words  fell  on  Echard's  ear  as  he  paced. iraar  iito 
^fliMRv  ^oai  b9.  ooid4  inM^.  JniuA  Mking  i^h  a&oKdfi  on 


^qse  wliQ  gaY#  ;iitteranca  to  imck  ixoble  ^initlu^'  -aod*  y^^ 
prepared  to  seal  tlieir  faith  with  their  blood.  Some  of  iiipif 
gp^f^svrBoiWkB  airows-to  ius  Jieaxt^-asd  icoiiiirindci  what 
lie  had  lately  heard  irpm  Axdoine  on  tbegrftra  .JBut  .pr^ 
jadiee  .and  edacotioa  were  not  to  i>e  overcome  ^addenj/j.ant^ 
JBchard  went  through  those  alternations  of  doti^  aBLd^remorse 
jpdiich  to  a  conscientioujB  mind  form  a  mental  nrnwr j  that  ha^ 
jpftopibroaghtmany  to  thoTergeof  thegraveu  .,    . 


CHAPTER  VI. 
^  Out  of  ^weakness  were  nm^e  felrong^ 


WHEN  Marguerite,  after  the  convulsions  of  the  night  of  tihe 
28th  of  January,  realized  that  her  husband  Jean  had  \>een 
,^aken  prisoner,  her  grief  was  uncontrolled ;  and  though  she 
x^d  every  exertion  it  was  some  weeks  before  she  ascerta^neft 
tiliat  he  was  confined  in  the  Convent  of  La  Tour.  Since  t^at 
time  the  two  sisters  had  remained  at  Yillar  with  some  of  the 
^ijwldren,  in  comparative  quiet,  until  the  ];)effinning  of  Aprri, 
when  an  incursion  had  been  made  by  the  soldiers  of  La  Toiit, 
Srho  had  carried  off  David  and  Daniel.  The  family  had 
tataiiged  that  if  extreme  danger  obliged  tliem  to  separate 
fsome  should  take  refuge  in  Eora,  and  others  in  Angrogi^a  oir 
ia  the  cavern  of  Castelluzzo,  according  to  circumstances. 
^  "Ah,  Madeleine,"  said  Marguerite,  as  they  sat  in  theit 
room  at  VillaT, "  niy  heart  is  torn  within, me ;  I  cannot  endurp 
&j9  thought  of  my  beloved  Jean  being  a  captive  in  the  pon- 
Vc^t  of  La  Tour.  1  know  his  gentle  disposition.  What  if 
Ijiey  ti^hodd  torture  him  I  Oh,  if  he  should  fall  away  &om 
cmr  fai£h  through  Ibar  of  death.  Lord,  heaj*  £he  prt^e^  of 
^IjliplrokonJiearted,  thon  God  of  the  widow  r*  - 

**^  ^^X)h,  jmy-fiirter,  jou  toach  tiff  3ie^    Butwliy  ahoiill 
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yon  imagine  Che  worsi?    It  is  more  like  kno  than  ym  tl| 

do  so/'  ;     ,^ 

*' Madeleine,  I  have  a  plan,''  said  Marguerite,  aA;^^\& 
panse.  **  Perhaps  it  is  God  who  has  put  it  into  mjminiC 
Onr  home  is  broken  np.  I  will  try  and  see  him  again ;  I  jfiU 
join  him,  I  will  implore  Ms  release,  or  comfort  his  spirit  to 
the  last.  With  his  natural  gentleness  he  always  leaned  on 
me;  he  wonld  move  ont  of  his  path  rather  than  tread  oaji 
worm ;  and  now—  oh,  I  dare  not  think  of  it."  ,7 

**  But,  beloved,  how  can  yon  contemplate  such  a  thing? 
It  may  be  the  ruin  of  yourself.  Think  how  you  risk  yonir 
life/V  .■ 

''  What !  yon  a  woman  and  a  wife,  and  not  understai^ 
the  motive?  It  is  through  that  which  has  enabled  women  to 
triumph  in  every  age,  it  is  through  love.  Do  not  I  moucn 
over  a  meek  spirit  like  his  with  almost  the  tenderness  of  k 
mother,  as  well  as  the  devotion  of  a  wife  ?  ** 

**  I  always  loved  and  admired  you,  but  now  I  tremble  for 
yon ;  you  will  be  martyred ;  perhaps  I  shall  see  you  no  mprei! 

"Madeleine,  think  of  him  whom  I  vowed  to  love.  Shi^^^ 
not  brighten  my  last  days  by  causing  a  smile  to  rest  onli||i 
dying  features,  or  by  effecting  his  release  ?  Oh  no,  ifc  is  the 
glory  of  love  to  fbrget  self,  and  to  dare  to  do  what  is  rig]((i! 
My  heart  wonld  reproach  me  did  I  leave  my  beloved  aloa%; 
he  shall  atjeast  know  that  his  wife  loves  him  to  the  end,  a^ 
can  brave  death  by  his  side."  .. 

"  Then,  Marguerite,  grant  me  one  request.  I  love  yon  ,^ 
my  life ;  our  hearts  are  twins  as  well  as  our  bodies.  I  w^l 
not  leave  you.  I  will  come  with  you.  Surely  they  do  pot 
thirst  for  our  blood."  ^ 

"  My  Madeleine,  your  offer  is  indeed  a  noble  trinmp^. 
But  as  my  venture  will  be  attended  with  danger,  yon  h^ 
better  leave  me  to  go  alone,  and  not  risk  your  own  life." 

"No,  no;  I  am  determined.  I  shall  cleave  to  yon.  I  am 
in  one  sense  alone ;  my  husband  is  dead ;  my  children  i^re 
scattered  or  martyred ;  I  shall  see  them  no  more.    It  is  l>etifr 
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JSjir^iAe  to  die.    At  least  I  will  share;  yoiur^  &ie.    I  feel  a 

momiptary  strength  above  my  general  weakness.    We  were 

1^01^  together,  and  if  needs  be  we  will  die  together." 

'~^  **Skter,  it  is  the  voice  of  the  Lord.    K  we  rescue  them« 

Br%^  be  a  joy  to  hallow  all  our  lives;  and  if  we  perish^  we 

Shall'sooner  enter  the  realms  of  glory." 

^*     !i  few  days    afterwards,  Marguerite,    accompanied   by 

ifddeleine  and  Andre,  presented  herself  at  the  Convent  of  La 

Jour^  and  asked  for  an  audience  of  the  Commissioners.     "  I 

liff^e  come,  sirs,"  said  she,  after  having  been  ushered  into 

tiie&  presence,  '*  to  ask  permission  to  see  my  husband,  who 

lies  in  the  dungeon  of  this  convent.     Grant  a  poor  afflicted 

^infe  this  charity  for  the  love  of  God." 

•-    **  We  will  wilh'ngly  grant  you  your  request,  provided  that 

Sljii  will  not  harden  him  in  his  errors,"  replied  Gastaldo. 

..  Jiij  promise  you,"  replied  Marguerite,  "that  I  will  not 
speak  to  him  except  for  his  good." 

"•  "Fortune  favours  us,'*  said  Rorengo,  aside  to De la  Mena, 
""Sie  win  play  our  game ;  she  will  urge  him  to  recant  to  save 

hAs  life,  and  do  more  than  our  quotations  from  the  Canon  Law 

^eir  do." 

'-'  fihe  entered  the  dungeon,  accompanied  by  Gastaldo  and 
!Korengo,  and  there  lay  Jean.     He  looked  up  as/^^dbte  door 

•  ^freaked  on  its  hinges,  and  could  hardly  believe  his  eyes,  as 

^li»  beheld  his  wife  standing  in  his  cell.  He  would  fian  ha,tet 
seen  her  fisice  once  more  before  his  death,  and  yearned  %r  one 

'^teibrace,  even  on  the  brink  of  the  grave.     God  had  gMftted 

^liis  request,  and  in  so  doing  bade  him  be  of  good  coivn^^ 

"'They  rushed  to  each  other's  arms  in  the  transports  of  natiu^, 
undeterred  by  the  presence  of  those  whose  breasts,  thrbUgK 
ihe  tyranny  of  their  Church,  had  never  throbbed  with  gail(» 

^lesslove. 

"  Beloved,  beloved,  I  have  come  to  see  you,  to  speak  with^ 

^yoti,  your  own.  loving  wife.  Ah,  my  Jean,  death  may 
lie  near  you.  Pardon  me  if .  I  have  wronged  you ;  bAt  I 
trembled,  I  trembled.     I  would  risk  death  to  comfort  yotu 
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Jean,  think  nofc  oftm^;  ^ink  cnHy  of  Cferisfc  our  Saviour.  Be 
tree  to  Him.  Cast  not  away  your  good  h&pe  far  the  love  oif 
life,  or  of  me.  Think  not  of  the  death  of  the  body ;  it  isr 
after  all,  short.  Eternity,  eteroify!  Think  of  the  souL 
Shall  it  live  for  ever  in  heaven  or  hell  ?  Then  think  of  the 
soul !  Jesus  calls  thee.  His  blood  has  cleansed  thee.  Tnwir 
to  that  alone,  my  beloved ;  thou  hast  the  witness  of  the  Holy 
Ghost  that  then  believest." 

"  How  now.  Hag  of  Erebus,**  cried  Rorengo,  "  didst  not 
thon  say  thou  wouldst  speak  with  him  for  his  good  ?  I  feel 
as  if  I  could  draw  my  knife  across  thy  tcmgue,  which  has  been 
set  on  fire  of  hell.  Dost  thon  wish  to  cast  thy  wretched  hns* 
band  into  the  gulf  of  perdition,  where  iiton  and  he  shall  roasi 
for  ever?*' 

"  Jean,  Jean,"  continned  the  woman,  earnest  and  unmoved, . 
fixing  her  eyes  on  her  hnsband  with  the  gaze  of  affection, 
"  let  not  the  assaults  of  the  wicked  one  make  you  abandon 
the  profession  of  your  hope  in  Jesus  Christ." 

"  Exhort  him  to  obey  us,  or  you  shall  both  be  hanged," 
cried  Gastaldo. 

"  And  let  not  the  love  of  this  world's  indulgences  make 
you  lose  the  inheritance  of  heaven,*'  continned  ihe  Christian 
woman,  withont  pansing  in  her  calm  exhortations. 

"  Heretical  she-devil,"  exclaimed  Rorengo,  "  if  you  do  not 
change  your  tone  you  shall  be  burned  to-morrow." 

"  Would  I  have  come  to  persuade  him  to  die  rather  than . 
to  abjure,"  she  replied,  ^  if  I  could  myself  seek  to  escape 
death  by  apostasy  ?" 

"  Ton  should  fear  at  any  rate  the  torments  of  the  pile." 

**  I  fear  Him  who  is  able  to  oast  both  body  and  soul  into 
a  more  terrible  fire  than  that  of  your  billets." 

"Hell  is  for  heretics.  Save  yourselves  by  renouncing 
your  errors." 

<*  Where  can  the  truth  be  if  not  in  the  Word  of  God?  '* 

"This  will  be  the  destruction  of  yon  both,"  Qried  out 
Bome'i  BkesBengec  of  peace. 
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"Blessed  be  God!"  said  Marguerite^  looking  at  Jean,  *^be- 
eaxLse  having  united  us  in  life,  He  will  not  separate  us  in  death." 

"Instead  of  one  we  shall  have  two  of  them  to  bum," 
sneeringly  muttered  the  executioners. 

"  I  will  be  thy  companion  to  the  end,"  the  heroic  woman 
simply  added. 

"  Will  you  come  to  mass,  and  have  your  pardon  ?  " 

"  I  would  rather  go  to  ihe  pile,  and  have  eternal  life." 

"If  you  do  not  abjure,  your  husband  shall  be  burned  to- 
morrow and  you  three  days  after," 

"We  shall  meet  again  in  heaven,"  replied  she,  mildly,  . 
caflting  her  eye  to  the  damp  roof  of  the  vault. 

"Think  of  the  delay  that  is  still  granted  you." 

"  The  length  of  it  is  of  no  consequence,  for  my  resolutioi^<' 
is  for  life." 

"  Say  rather  it  is  for  death." 

"  The  death  (tf  the  body,  but  life  of  the  soul." 

"  Have  you  nothing  else  to  reply  to  us,  you  obstinate  * 
wretch?" 

"  Nothing,  except  that  I  beseech  yon  not  to  put  off  my 
execution  for  three  days,  but  to  let  me  die  with  my  husband." 

Jean  gazed  at  his  wife  in  silent  transports^  At  first  he 
thought  she  was  a  captive,  and  when  he  realized  her  noble 
act  and  its  motive,  his  bosom  swelled  with  love,  heightened 
by  gratitude  and  admirastion. 

"  Well,"  said  iih&  priest,  addressing  littie  Andr^,  who 
accompanied  Marguerite,  "  you  can  tell  me^  my  Htiie  one, 
which  is  the  true  Church  ?" 

"  Yes,  it  is  the  Churdi  of  which  Jesus  Christ  is  the  head,** 
xeplied  the  boy,  who  had  grasped  his  mother'a  dress,  anil 
crept  behind  her« 

"  It  is  the  Boman  Catholic  Church,  my  boy.  ISovr  do  you 
pray  to  the  Virgin  every  night  ?" 

"  No,  mother  never  taught  me.     I  pftiy  to  Christ."  ^ 

"  And  do  yon  not  confess  your  sins  to  a  good  priei^t  wha 
has  power  to  forgive  them?" 
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"  No,  mother  never  tauglit  me.     I  confess  to  God." 

"  But  will  yon  not  belong  to  ns  P  You  would  not  like  to 
be  whipped  until  you  were  dead,  because  you  would  not  be- 
long to  the  true  Church." 

"No,  mother  never  taught  me.  I  will  belong  to  the 
Church  to  which  she  belongs."  ' 

"  Do  you  not  cross  yourself?" 

**  No,  mother  never  taught  me." 

**Ifyou  do  not  say  ^AveMaria,^  and  cross  yourself,  and 
become  a  Roman  Catholic,  we  shall  bum  your  mother  and 
break  her  bones  in  pieces." 

"  Shall  I  do  it,  mother  ?  Will  they  hurt  you  ?  You  have 
not  taught  me  so.  What  would  God  have  me  do  ?  I  will  do 
what  you  do,  for  what  you  do  is  right ;  they  may  hurt  me  if 
they  won't  touch  you." 

There  stood  Marguerite,  a  Christian  heroine.  She  entered 
the  prison  a  free  woman,  she  was  now  in  the  jaws  of  death. 
Glancing  tenderly  at  Jean,  she  secretly  dropped  some  lilies  of 
the  valley  on  the  pavement,  hoping  that  they  might  comfca*t 
the  beloved  prisoner.  Soon  after  she  and  Madeleine  had  been 
removed,  the  forlorn  Jean  found  the  precious  relics,  and  clasp- 
ing them  to  his  heart,  and  kissing  the  ground  on  which  his 
wife  had  stood,  thanked  God  that  He  had  made  woman  to  b6 
an  helpmeet  for  man. 

Wondrous  religion !  How  varied  are  its  triumphs !  It 
could  support  Marie  in  patience  and  joy  on  the  bed  of  suffer- 
ing for  more  than  twenty  years ;  it  could  out  of  weakness 
bring  forth  strength,  causing  this  sister  to  stand  in  the  con- 
demned cell,  her  voice  eloquent  with  truth,  her  eye  calmly 
fixed  on  death,  her  soul  soaring  to  unseen  realms ;  and  ii 
could  tune  Hosannas  in  the  mouths  of  babes  and  sucklings. 

"This  is  the  Lord's  doing,  and  it  is  marvellous  in  our 
eyes." 

Note.  — 7or  the  hiBtorical  oonflnnation  of  the  two  preceding  and  four 
dr  fiye  ibUowlng  chapters,  the  reader  is  requested  to  consult  tiie  Appendix. 
to  Book  n.  *-*'        . 
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CHAPTER  YIL 

THE  APOSTATES. 

J  ^Others  had  trial  of  cruel  mookings  and  soourgingii  yea»  moreorer,  of 
bonds  and  imprisonment.*' 

"  I  HOPE,"  said  De  la  Mena,  addressing  the  Archbishop,  shortly 
afterwards,  ''that  jon  have  had  better  luck  than  we  have 

"  Yes,  we  have  reclaimed  two  la/rhets,** 

"  Ha !  To  win  over  a  brace  of  teachers  is  a  good  day's 
work,"  replied  the  other. 

'  "  Especially  if  you  knew  how  hard  it  was.  I  conld  not  win 
them  over  by  argument,  for  they  are  well  .versed  in  that,  and 
"they  have  the  writings  of  Peter  and  Paul  at  their  fingers' 
ends ;  they  know  more  of  them  than  I  did  when  I  got  my 
licademic  degree." 

"How  did  you  overcome  them?"  asked  the  Marquis 
of  Pianesse,  who  had  come  down  fipom  Turin  for  a  few 
bours. 

"  Ah !  Marquis,  you  know,  or  as  you  are  a  layman,  perhaps 
you  don't  know,  but  there's  one  who  has  had  great  experience 
of  our  race,  and  he  said,  '  Skin  for  skin,  yea,  all  that  a  man 
hath  will  he  give  for  his  life.'  " 

"  Be  a  little  more  explicit,  my  Lord,  for  I  am  more  of  a 
fioldier  than  a  theologian.  My  Pater  and  Credo  are  written  on 
iny  sword." 

'*  I  mean  that  we  had  to  appeal  to  their  fear  of  torture. 
i^ey  did  not  fancy  having  a  twist  on  the  Gehenna,  so  they 
have  come  over  to  the  bosom  of  the  Church." 

**  Viva  la  Santa  Chiesa  I  You  have  done  spiritual  work 
with  spiritual  weapons." 

**As  for  thatj  we're  glad  to  convert  them.  Two  such 
conversions  will  be  splendid  capital  in  these  valleys.  It  will 
hd%  stamulaxit  to  the  soldiers  of  the  cross,  and  a  death- 
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wound  to  the  heretics.  When  the  standard-bearers  have  fallen, 
the  infantry,  you  know,  my  Lord — ^to  take  a  metaphor  from 
your  profession — will  6oon  feSi  into  toorder.  But  I  expect 
them  up  here  to  receive  their  certificates,  and  then  I  propose 
making  them  work  in  the  Church's  service." 

**  Well  oonoeired.  Keep  them  in  motion ;  it  will  keep  the 
head  from  forgetting  your  arguments,  and  the  heart  from  re- 
caating." 

"  I  thought  it  would  be  a  fine  stroke  of  policy,  if  we  took 
them  down  to  some  of  their  parishioners,  or  if  we  could  noake 
them  preach  in  their  late  pulpits.  It  would  be  a  glorious 
scandal,  and  blacken  them  for  ever  in  the  eyes  of  their  people ; 
a  case  of  Absalom,  an  irreparable  breach." 

"  Inform  me  when  it  is,"  rejoined  the  Marquis,  jocularly, 
''for  I  should  like  to  hear  the  maiden  sermon;  let  me  know, 
for  mj  doctrines  are  rusting.  I  want  a  polemic  hour  or  two 
with  a  harhet  just  to  freshen  my  theology." 

At  this  moment  the  two  pastors,  Gros  and  Aquit,  entered 
the  room,  accompanied  by  Gastaldo  and  Malvicino. 

"Friends,"  said  the  Archbishop,  addressing  the  apostates^ 
"  our  hearts  rejoice  over  the  prodigals.  "We  welcome  you  into 
the  bosom  of  the  Holy  Church.  Are  you  still  of  the  same 
mind?" 

"We  are,  my  Lord;  you  Iwrve  brought  us  over  into 
the  Church  of  Rome,  and  we  must  abide  in  her  coiii* 
munion." 

"  Stay,  Delegate,  you  gave  me  some  certificates ;  I  wish 
we  had  used  more  of  them.  Here  they  are,  I  see  there's  a 
yank  place  left  for  the  name,  1*11  fill  one  up  foryou.  Signer 
Gros,  you  are  the  eldest.  Here  is  one  f<»  yoo— I  think  j^l^rf? 
is  right.     I'll  read  it  out . — 

"  •  Je  soussign^  atteste  que  M.  Gros  a  renoncd  h  ITieresie  de 
Calvin,  et  s'est  soumis  h  Tobeisance,'  et  fey  de  TEglise  Bo- 
auune,  promittant  d'y  vivre  et  mourir. 

" *Fra  Prospero,  da  Tarano, 

***  Pr^fetto  ApostolioQ.*  *• 
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**  Show  ibfit  to  any  soldiers  yon  meet,  and  yoall  be  safe, 
n^ere's  another  for  you,  sir..  And  now,  my  long-lost  sons, 
yoa  should  do  what  you  can  to  bring  your  erring  Inrethr^a 
into  the  true  fold.  Come  with  me,  and  you  shall  persuade 
two  obstinate  hereiicB  to  follow  your  example.** 

The  unhappy  men  followed  the  Archbishop,  until  they 
came  to  a  dungeon  in  which  were  two  prisoners.  Aquit  was 
allocked  to  recognize  Dayid  and  Jean  Prins,  who  had  been 
c^dei»  of  his  church. 

tJnhappy  Pastors !  They  felt  the  torments  of  an  upbraiding 
oonscSence.  Would  that  they  had  imitated  those  whom  they 
had  om;e  taught.  Shajne,  remorse,  and  anguish  crushed  them 
to  tiie  very  dust." 

**  Come,  look  up,  children,"  said  the  Archbishop,  "  lift  up 
yofnr  heads,  heretics,  here  are  some  Mends  oome  to  see  you  in 
prison,  and  to  give  you  good  advice — ^you  have  only  to  follow 
i)[text  good  example,  and  all  will  be  weU.'* 

**  Pastor  Aquit,"  said  David,  "  is  that  you  ?  The  Lord  has 
brought  us  into  the  deep  waters  of  affliction,  but  blessed  be 
log  name  we  hold  fast  ihe  Gospel  you  taught  us,  and  we  trofii 
He  will  give  us  the  crown  of  life." 

**Come,  speak  out,**  said  the  Delegate,  tapping  Qros  on 
OiB  shoulder,  ^'tell  him  the  trul^,  and  exhort  him  to  ba 
frise.** 

**  Brother,  we  have  come  hither  to  entreat  you  to  sava 
yourself.  We  have  felt  it  to  be  our  duty  to  listen  more  atten* 
ihrely  to  the  arguments  adduced  for  ihe  Holy  Roman  Church, 
and  we  see  that  there  was  much  misapprehension  on  our  part. 
We  have  therefore  joined  the  Holy  Moth^*  Church,  and  we 
aiJiort  you  to  do  the  same,  to  save  your  lives,  ihe  wrecks  <rf 
yonr  families  and  estates.  Oh  think  of  the  cruel  pangs  which 
you.  will  endure  if  you  do  not  recant  V* 

David  looked  up  in  horror,  as  if  his  ear  had  deceived  hinu 
Waa  tbis  €be  pastor  from  ^vdbom  he  had  heard  the  WiMrd  of 
Ck)d,  and  the  Gospel  of  Christ's  grace?  Was  he  exhorting 
Ina  ta  apo^taey  ?  to  aave  his  life  at  iisa  exx^»ie  of  his  «oul  ?' 
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Wbat  had  overcome  Him  ?  Was  it  the  love  of  Hfey  KoA'Qxb 
fear  of  the  torture  P  Had  they  been  leaning  on  Gie^  0mit 
strength,  and  so  &Ilen  ?  '■* 

David  was  silent  for  some  time.  "-^ 

"  Brother,  brother,"  exclaimed  he  at  length,  "  do  my  «wi 
deceive  me  ?  Alas  I  I  never  thought  to  have  lived  to  see  this 
day  !  Alas !  for  our  Church !  Our  candlestick  is  being  ^w^ 
moved.  Oh,  have  you  left  the  Church  of  your  fathers? 
Have  you  so  long  warned  us  against  the  errors  of  Rome,  and 
now  fallen  yourselves  ?  And  what  can  have  persuaded  yon  f 
It  must  be  the  fear  of  torture  and  of  death ;  for  you  would  noi 
be  overcome  by  argument.  Oh,  late  beloved  pastor,  do  not 
save  your  life  in  this  world,  to  lose  your  soul  in  the  nextu 

0  God,  what  a  scandal  to  our  Church !  what  an  arrow  to  my 
heart !  Wretched  priest,  this  cuts  me  more  poignantly  iha& 
all  your  tortures." 

"Come,  what  is  all  this  canting?"  exclaimed  the  Du]Ee*tS 
confessor,  "  your  pastor  has  come  to  resume  his  functions ;  ho 
has  found  out  his  errors,  and  like  an  honest  man  he  has  comB 
to  tell  you  so ;  and  if  he  can  convince  you  he  will  re-baptize 
you  both  without  delay  or  fees."  - 

"  Cease  your  wicked  jesting,  craven  priest ;  neither  human 
misery  nor  things  Divine  appeal  to  your  seared  conscience* 
You  will  have  enough  to  answer  for  before  God  at  the  day  of 
judgment.  Thank  God  I  am  what  I  am !  Thank  Gt>d,  his 
grace  has  so  fer  kept  me  from  felling.  Oh !  I  would  net 
change  places  with  you  now  for  all  the  gold  in  Rome's  coffers ; 

1  am  happier  in  my  chains ;  God  is  with  me  ;  my  conscience 
is  at  peace  through  my  Saviour's  blood.  Oh,  pastor,  beloved 
"pastor !  we  shall  never  meet  again  on  earth ;  hear  the  dyii^ 
voice  of  him  who  was  once  a  member  of  your  flock.  Oh  tvaxk 
back !  you  have  caused  many  to  stumble,  but  still  'turn  back. 
iB^member  the  discourse  you  once  preached  on  Isaiah  i.  18 : 
•^—*  Though  your  sins  be  double-dyed  like  crimson,  yet  they 
mAf  be  as  the  stainless  snow.' " 

\..  *VCk>me,  come,  if  you  attempt  to  proselytize  my  new 
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^1^1^  £11  knock  you  down  with  my  fist,  you  brand  of  perdition. 
3^  aiBe  he's  recanted,  and  there's  his  certificate.  Here,  where 
is  it  ?  Let  me  read  it  out.  There,  it's  all  in  due  form ;  and 
he  has  acted  wisely,  or  else  by  this  time  he  would  hare  been 
#«i^Qn  for  the  wolves  or  the  eagles." 

ii/i:  ** Ahi  Lord,"  said  David,  "the  torments  of  the  body  too 
Jbkard  to  bear,  but  Thou  dost  support  us  under  them.  But  it  is 
^mastten^  'A  wounded  spirit  who  can  bear?'  my  heart  is 
Mounded  within  me,  for  this  insult  will  cause  thine  enemies  to 
1)]a8pheme.  Jean,"  said  David  to  his  brother,  after  the  others 
Jhad  lefb  the  dungeon,  "  Jean,  my  heart  is  broken." 
; .  <  Jean  returned  no  answer.  He  had  been  silent  during  most 
.of  tibie  interview,  and  he  did  not  speak  now.  David  went  to 
ifaam,  and  found .  that  he  was  dead.  The  shock  had  been  too 
:great  for  his  tender  spirit.  Like  Eli,  who  was  bowed  when 
he  heard  that  the  ark  of  God  was  taken,  so  the  spirit  of  Jean 
itisak  when  he  saw  his  former  pastors  enter  his  dungeon  not 

IBS  f<rik>w  martyrs,  but  as  apostates  to  exhort  him  to  forswear 

^k&ith. 

f^y  .  Some  time  after  B/orengo  and  De  la  Mena  had  lefb,  a  numr 
heit  of  missionary  monks  came  to  assault  the  lonely  prisoner. 
:..     *'  Come,  now  listen  to  us,"  shouted  one  of  the  monkS| 
flhttking  a  crucifix  in  David's  face,  and  putting  it  against  his 

'jKps.     '^  You  shall  be  exempted  from  all  taxes  and  imposts  if 
n you  will  renounce  your  heresy,  and  shall  have  all  the  other 

jadvantages  given  to  converts." 

,  r-  ^'  I  care  nothing  for  worldly  taxes,  my  soul  has  done  with 

rearth,  and  is  soon  to  appear  before  God." 

t' -  •^Then  you  will  have  the  good  graces  of  the  Marquis  of 

-jPianesse  and  of  his  Boyal  Highness  the  Duke,  and  this  will 

liie  no  slight  gain." 

.  J     *^  I  wish  to  gain  the  approbation  of  the  King  of  kings,  and 

•  Srince  of  peace." 

v>    **  Well,  think  of  your  children,  they  shall  be  advanced,  in 
the  state  or  army^  and  every  parent  desires  his  family  to  get 

.jWftweU." 
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^Ifycliilobrenlooinimtto  6od;.  HeouxptOTidafbraoHL** 

''You  will  reo0iYe  a  good  sum  of  money,  and  ham  jm^ 
Wh  saved." 
.     '''HetliafclosetiihiglifeforMyjsnke^Bliallfindii.'*'        . 

''  Think  of  yonr  poor  wife  and  six  diiidren.  Wiii  70a 
leave  them  beggars  and  ontcasts,  and  subject  to  the  same 
erael  death?" 

*^Look,"  interposed  another,  ''your  wife  hat  recanted^ 
This  is  her  oertificate.  Her  name  is  Locille.  Yon  had  bettar 
do  the  same,  before  it  is  too  late." 

*^  0  Lord,  if  that  were  troe  it  wonld  be  my  death-wound. 
Bat  I  can  trust  my  beloved.  8he  will  look  to  Qod  far  help, 
and  she  will  meet  me  in  the  realms  above." 

"  Do  you  see  your  wife's  certificate,  you  old  drone  ?  What 
liave  you  got  to  say  to  that  ?     Is  not  seeing  believing  ?" 

«*  For  my  wife  and  children  I  only  pray  tJiat  they  may  have 
grace  to  die  with  me,  and  follow  my  st^s,  as  for  your  pro#. 
mises,  get  thee  behind  me,  Satan ;  and  as  for  your  mepaoqi 
I  do  not  fear  them,  for  you  can  only  kill  the  body.  But  I  fear 
film  who  can  send  both  soul  and  body  to  hell,  who  will  receive 
me  into  his  kingdom,  and  exact  from  you  an  account  of  tbo 
innocent  blood  which  you  have  shed." 

David  was  martyred  soon  after  this.  We  need  not  hanowr 
^b»  reader  by  the  details.  Suffice  to  say  they  were  wortl^  of 
ICdoch,  and  might  have  been  suggested  by  the  devil  himiielf. 
The  passage  is  subjoined  as  it  stands  in  the  original  histoxy. 

^  What's  this  carrion  ?"  said  the  ^M^quis,  coming  in  later, 
and  tumbling  over  the  body  of  Jean. 

**  Only  a  heretic,  my  lord.  Our  soldiers  have  got  another 
brother  yet.'* 

*^  Then  send  him  to  the  galleys  for  life,  aa  a  change,"  ami 
Fianesse.  **  Let  his  Boyal  Highness  get  the  bmefit  of  his 
arms.  Where's  that  scoundrel,  Mullenier,  who  gave  thm 
fellow  a  glass  of  water  P  If  I  catch  him  playing  that  game^- 
'Tn  flay  him  alive  like  them.     Is  ihe  other  &U0W  dead  joi??. 

^  He's  going,  he'll  soon  be  like  his  brother." 
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<  •Mjlord,'*  fHddDe  laM^iia,^It]i]]ik^WBwi]l  fin  19  a 
eMifieate  for  out  dead  broiJier,  cli  ?  W^e  can  take  ii  io  kh 
wife  and  teQ  lier  her  Imsband  baa  given  in.  Tkds  will  han 
da  effect  on  a  woman's  heart." 

^By-  an  means  try  it,  confsssor,  ilioogh  these  hatiebf 
^Mkaacj  win  not  yield,  I  fear,  to  paper  docnments.  I  forgot 
to  ask  yon  if  yon  had  paid  the  hnn^h:^  scndi,  promised  by 
kiw  to  informants,  to  Berro,  who  witnessed  against  thcae 
fiOowB  idiat  th^  had  passed  a  cross  withont  bowing,  and  haii 
liroaght  an  ass  into  the  dmrch  at  YiUar." 

*  Yes,  my  lord,  he's  been  paid.** 

^Good,"  said  liie  Marquis,  ascending  to  his  chainber, 
pooriBg  ont  a  glass  of  Campiglione.  ^'  Viwi  la  SatUa  Fde^ 
ttid  he,  moving  his  glass  in  the  air.  '*  Viva  la  samia  Ohima 
Somana  et  ^nai  agU  BarbetH.'* 

Rome !  Rome !  thoa  hadst  not  only  those  who  did  these 
deeds,  bat  in  the  present  day  thou  hast  tiune  apologists  1 
What  thoa  hast  heen,  that  thoa  art !  Matable  in  thy  addi- 
iaons  to  ihj  romances  and  dogmas,  thou  art  stiU  the  embodi- 
jaent  of  hnman  nature,  and  changeless  in  thy  murderous  zeal. 
^Iioa  hast  repeated  these  hecatombs  of  blood  on  too  many 
jKnls  to  make  us  look  upon  them  as  accidentid  outbursts. 
fHiey  are  part  of  thy  genias,  part  of  thy  sectariaoL  intolerance^ 
daeds  which  win  earn  for  thee  the  exBGraium  of  the  world ! 

^  Le  Sieur  Jaques  Prin,  Ancien  de  I'EgHso  do  YiOar,  et 
David  son  Fr^re,  ayans  este  saisis  dans  leurs  lits  au  village 
nomme  la  Baudene,  furent  transportes  a  Lucerne,  ou  ils  furent 
jett^  dans  les  plus  basses  pris<»is  dn  Marquis  d'Angrogne,  et 
Ik  furent  martyrizes  d'une  maniere  qu'on  ne  pent  ecnre  sans 
ft6mir :  sans  parler  de  plusieurs  autres  tourmens  dont  on 
Toit  assez  de  preiives  eai  plusieurs  aatres  personnes,  on  leur 
.  4oorcha  les  bras  depuis  les  ^paules  jusques  au  coude,  juste- 
Vktskt  en  forme  d*aigainettes  de  peau  que  Ton  laissoit  attach&is 
ma.  corps  par  le  hant,  et  restoient  ainsi  flottantes  snr  la  chair 
vive ;  on  lenr  ^oordia  de  m&me  fo^on.  le  zeste  des  braa  depiuB 
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ie  coade  jnsqiies  attz  mains,  et  les  cnisses  jnsques  anx  geBon^ 
et  enfin  les  jambes  depuis  la  jarretire  josques  i  la  olieyille>diK 
pied :  et  puis  on  les  laissa  monrir  de  soif  en  cet  ^tat         .•nui 

''  Outre  les  Attestations  des  autres  prisonniers  rdcEap^^s, 
)et  de  plusieurs  Papistes  m^mes,  j'ay  celles  d'Anthoine  MuU 
lenier  autrement  dit  Baymond,  Sergeant  de  Justice  Papistic 
^ui  devoit  avoir  soin  de  ces  captife,  qui  m'a  jur6  luy  m&ne, 
^ue  comme  il  ayoit  autres-fois  receu  beaucoup  de  fayeizp^d^ 
ces  bonnes  gens,  et  qu'a  la  d^rob^e  il  leur  vouloit  porter  tm 
seau  d*eau,  ayant  est^  surpris  en  cette  action  par  le  Marqiiis 
de  Lucerne,  H  luy  donna  des  coups  de  baguette,  et  le  mena^ 
de  le  fourrer  avec  euz,  s*il  leur  donnoit  quelque  chose  contxie 
see  ordres."  (Vide  Matt.  x.  42.) — L^^er^  book  ii.,  chap,  ix^ 
page  122.  ^  »> 

The  following  is  the  passage  as  it  stands  in  Sir  Sam^^ 
norland's  History,  preceding  a  quaint  illustration  of  iiio 
cruel  process : — 

*<  Jacopo  Penin,  an  Elder  of  the  Church  ofVillaro,  and  David  ^Mfi^ 
Brother,  were  taken  prisoners  in  their  beds,  in  a  certain  Village  caH«d 
La  Baudine,  and  carried  from  thence  to  Lucema,  where  they  were  e]^ 
up  in  the  Marquess  his  prison,  where  they  were  most  barbarously  an^ 
inhumanely  used ;  amongst  other  things,  the  bloudy  Butchers  of  that 
place  stript  off  the  skin  off  their  Arms  and  Legs  by  long  slices,  in  the  form 
of  leathern  points,  till  such  time  as  they  had  left  the  flesh  quite  bare;  bH 
at  length  they  were  miserably  starred  to  death  in  the  same  prison,  wM0 
their  Carkasses  were  likewise  suffered  to  lye  and  putrifie.*'-— ifortourf; 
book  ii,  chap.  tL,  page  846. 


CHAPTER  Vni. 

.•xi 

THE   TWIKS.  .,.:j, 

«*  That  they  might  obtain  a  better  resurrection.'*  r  *  -) 

In  a  dungeon  of  the  convent  of  La  Tour,  on  the  evening  gf 
the  16th  of  April,  1656,  were  two  female  prisoners.  They  I^mI 
nothing  in  the  cell  save  the  barest  necessaries — ^to  wit^  a  hgm 
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qf  nBizaw,/a  broken  stool,  and  a  pitcher  of  water.    They  lay 

8ifle:by  side  on  the  •straw,  like  sisters  embracing  for  the  last 

time. 

VP.')cf^Marguerite,"  exclaimed  the  younger,  rising  and  walking 

aboilt  the  cell,  "  my  spirit  fails  me.     Did  yon  ever  see  snch 

^An^nl  place  ?     How  diflferent  from  our  beloved  home  !*' 

,9r  .^My  sister,  compose  yourself,"  rejoined  the  elder.    "We 

lAit^'iBOcm  haye  abetter  one  in  heaven,  so  let  ns  not  weep 

^ver  onr  lost  home  on  earth." 

j^,;r'AM  have  not  your  faith.    I  can't  see  before  me  the  sun* 

shine  of  that  city  on  which  you  love  to  dwell ;  my  thoughts 

«Hng  to  earth." 

^  J  **  But,  beloved  sister,  Grod  sends  troubles  to  wean  us  from 

this  world  and  make  us  ready  for  heaven.     Look  at  this 

fffJQOn*    This  is  not  our  home.     We  are  only  on  a  journey, 

poehaps  to-morrow  night  we  shall  neither  of  us  be  here." 

"  Oh,  don't  talk  of  it.  My  heart  cannot  bear  the  thought, 
^bf^t:,  I  see  all  our  dear  circle.  There  is  our  dear  father  in 
hift  fireside  comer.  At  this  hour  I  see  him  blessing  my  little 
iNiys.  Oh,  how  would  my  husband's  heart  have  groaned  could 
iii^'lKave  seen  this  misery  before  us !" 

^*  «  Well,  dear  Madeleine,  we  can  thank  God  when  we  look 
f^iihe  past.  We  have  dwelt  together  in  unity.  Our  pro- 
poQTjbf'  has  been  common ;  our  family  has  not  been  separated 
b^'fands,  nor  jealousies ;  so  let  us  bless  God  that  we  have 
given  proof  of  what  his  Holy  Word  can  effect." 

"Ah!  There's  dear  Etienne,"  continued  Madeleine, 
absorbed  in  her  reflections;  "the  little  feUow  is  telling  us 
about  his  goats,  and  now  he's  putting  up  his  bright  face  to 
be  kissed.  There  he  is,  running  off  with  your  Susanne  in  his 
arms.  Marguerite,  is  this  a  dream  P  Where  are  we  now  P 
Oh,  I  see  this  black  prison !     Is  not  your  heart  broken  P" 

"  It  would  be,  sister,  were  it  not  for  One  who  has  promised 
to  heal  the  broken  in  heart.  Forgive  me,  my  beloved,  but 
jf&a  are  hardly  right  in  dwelling  thus  painfully  on  the  past. 
S  litakes  your  present  sorrow  harder  to  bear»" 
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''  Yctt  can  take  these  trials  better  {haki  I  can.  Yon  always 
were  saperior  to  me  in  strengili  of  mind.  Bat  let  me  tha&k 
God  that  yon,  my  dearest,  best  friend,  are  not  separated  item 
me  in  this  dark '  homr."  And  she  folded  her  sister  to  hep 
bosom  in  a  strained  embrace. 

^  Madeleine/*  continued  Marguerite,  ''  pray  for  fsdth,  and 
look  aboye.  I  never  felt  heaven  to  be  such  a  reality  as  I  do 
now.  I  feel  like  one  who  has  got  a  real  treasure  laid  op 
where  my  Saviour  is.  I  only  pray  that  God  may  keep  my 
bekived  Jean  steadfast  to  the  end^  I  shall  soon  join  him  in 
heav^i.*' 

'*I  wish  I  could  feel  as  much,  but  sorrow  chokes  my 
heart,  and  my  weak  faith  struggliBS  with  doubts.'' 

'*  Think  of  the  kingdom — the  einodom  ;  is  not  that  a  glo- 
rious idea?  Do  you  not  remember  how  sweetly  father. spako 
on  those  words,  ^  Here  we  have  no  continuing  ciiy,  but  seek 
one  to  come.' " 

^'  Yes,  I  remember  it,  for  my  little  Lena  asked  me  bow 
many  times  larger  than  our  valley  the  city  would  be." 

"  Think  of  that  city,  and  of  Him  who  dwells  there.  We 
shall  be  ever  with  the  Lord — ever  with  the  Lord :  let  iha£ 
dieer  us.    We  are  in  the  fire  now,  but  the  reward  is  hereafter." 

"  It  is  so  sweet  to  hear  you  talk,  my  more  tban  sister,  aoft 
I  do  not  feel  so  frightened  in  this  gloomy  dungeon  when  I 
hear  your  voice.  Oh,  my  boys,  my  boys,  what  would  your 
mother  give  to  clasp  you  once  more  ?  Shall  we  ever  get  ovt^ 
do  you  think?" 

'*  I  cannot  tell.  Let  us  strengthen  ourselves  in  God,  and 
prepare  for  the  worst." 

"What  do  you  mean?  Surely  you  do  not  think  thcyt 
will  put  us  to  a  cruel  death." 

"They  may,"  calmly  rejoined  Margneiite.  "Yon  haTV 
beard  father  speak  of  ^e  martyrdom  of  Coopmt  there  are 
many  such  in  our  history." 

"The  very  thought  makea  me  tremble.    (Xij  I 
endure  it — I  cazmoic— I  cannot." 
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>\   '^  With.  God  aH  tMngs  are  possiMe*    Bememb^r  DaTkt*! 

mrd%  *  Yea»  though  I  walk  thi*ongh  the  Talley  of  the  shadoi^ 

ia£  death,  I  will  fear  no  evil :   £Dr  Thou  art  with  me^' "  she 

];epeated  with  slow  emphasis.  • 

'^  And  do  you  feel  thai  you  dare  subimt  to  the  torture  f " 
^  The  Lord's  strength  is  made  perfect  in  weakness.   Surely 

yon  .would  not  cast  o£f  your  faith,  dearest  Madeleine^  through 

fear  of  some  short  bodily  pain." 

"I   hope  I   should   not,   but  my   flesh   and   my  heart 

^But  add,  '  God  is  the  strength  of  my  heart.'  It  is  He 
who  grre&  as  the  victory  through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord. 
How  wretched  you  would  be  if  you  were  this  moment  to  be 
set^at  liberty,  by  recanting  aaid  promising  to  go  to  mass, 
independently  of  iiie  seom  of  our  people^  your  own  conscience 
would  sting  you  so,  that  you  would  be  glad  to  come  biaiek  to 
this  priscm.*^ 

r.  *^  YeSy  the  thought  is  dreadful.  Much  as  I  shudder  at  the 
rack,  I  shrink  more  from  the  brand  of  apostate.*' 
:-  *"  Hava  faith  in  God,  sister,  and  all  will  be  well.  Remem- 
1^  that  splendid  chapter  in  Hebrews  which  our  little  one» 
$jBad.  to  US  as  a  surprise  on  the  morning  of  the  New  Year.  As 
yon  love  to  look  back,  can  you  not  hear  their  little  voices. 
it^pealing  some  of  the  verses  of  that  elevmith  ehi^yter  ?** 
^  **  Indeed  I  can.  What  a  sound  it  was  to  a  lyiother's  heartl 
OKI  my  boys,  my  dhildren,  I  can't  now  hear  your  sweet 
voices,  nor  can  you  see  your  mother's  tears.*' 

"  Come,  Madeleine,  you  will  help  to  bow  my  spirit.  I  am 
sorely  moved  when  I  think  of  dearest  Jean,  and  of  the  cloud- 
'W^aach  hangs  over  us  all;  but  I  wish  to  glorify  God  by 
acqiKiescing  in  his  providence,  and  by  looking  at  the  things 
winch  are  not  seen,  whidi  are  eternal." 
^-'^'Aht  Margooite,  you  have  caught  the  spirit  that  dwelt 
in  our  beloved  Xsae:  when  I  told  her  my  faint-hearted< 
A^ibta,  she  would  bid  me  look  upwards.*' 

<<Foor  Marie,  let  us  thank  God  that  He  haa  taken  her  tor 
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Himself,  just  as  tliis  storm  was  coming.  It  would  baT^  been 
dreadful  to  think  of  her  suffermg.  There  are  mercies  m  ^M' 
trials,  jon  see;  something  to  be  thankfdl  for,  thongii  %rf 
weep."  •  •  rnt 

'*  I  would  ten  times  sooner  be  here  myself  than  think  1^ 
our  dear  Marie  being  tortured ;  her  soul  is  in  heaven  nbw/^  :  ;' 

"  And  we  may  join  her  before  long.  Are  you  ready  to 
say  farewell  to  this  world,  Madeleine?  This  night  may^'to 
our  last  on  earth."  i' 

**  Oh,  my  dearest  sister,  if  ever  you  have  seen  anything 
in  me  that  was  wrong,  if  I  have  hurt  your  feelings,  or  said  an 
unkind  word  to  any  of  our  dear  ones,  I  ask  your  fbrgira*^ 
ness." 

^^  My  sweet  Madeleine,  speak  not  thus ;  your  gentle  spirtt 
need  not  reproach  itself,  and  to  me  you  have  ever  been- *^ft 
sister,'  in  the  deepest  sense."  .?  i* 

"  Well,  we  can  embrace  each  other  with  death  in  sigU^ 
your  kind  sympathy  and  wise  advice  have  been  a  supporiio 
a  weak  heart  like  mine."  <:-^ 

**And  your  clinging  love  has  been  sweet  to  me,  and  II 
gentle  reproof  to  my  spirit,  which  is  too  self-confidentr 
Oh,  sister,"  exclaimed  Marguerite,  weeping,  **my  heortk 
bleeds  when  I  think  that  I  am  the  cause  of  your  being  hare^ 
Your  love  led  you  to  accompany  me,  and  it  may  cost  yCra 
your  life.  Oh,  forgive  me ;  I  wish,  for  your  sake,  I  could 
live  the  rest  of  my  life  on  bread  and  water,  or  die  for  yonv 


'  "  You  wrong  me  to  speak  thus,  sister.  No.  Must  I  then 
turn  comforter,  and  bid  you  repose  on  the  wisdom  that 
numbers  our  hairs  ?  You  did  a  noble  duty;  from  love  to  you 
I  shared  the  danger,  and  love  shall  support  me  to  the  end. 
But  speak  to  me  still  as  you  have  ever  done.  Let  our  last 
night  together,  if  such  it  should  be,  be  blessed.  Repeat  me 
those  verses  of  our  favourite  chapter,  which  you  quoted  in 
the  vineyards  of  Lucema  in  October  last,  when  the  leavei 
were  beginning  to  fall." 
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- -After  a  pause  Margaeriie  oaknij  repeated  the  wOrdb^ 
^  jicMT  no  diaatening  for  the  present  seemeth  to  be  jojons, 
hat  gnerons :  nevertheless  afterward  it  yieldeth  ike  peaceaUe 
firaits  of  righteousness  unto  them,  which  are  exercised  thereby. 
Wltisrefbre  lift  np  the  hands  which  hang  down,  and  the  feeble 
knees."  (Heb.  xii.  11, 12.) 

f'^  Haw  burning  do  these  passages  come  from  the  lip  of 
nSering,  and  seem  like  voices  from  heaven  when  felt  and 
nttered  by  an  agonized  sonl  in  the  gloomy  cell. 

**  Thanks,  thanks,"  said  Madeleine,  **I  feel  more  tranquil, 
and  1  can  look  back  on  our  past  home  without  that  same 
agcmy  of  heart." 

**We  must  pray  for  them  all  this  night;  thank  Oo4ivie 
desired  to  bring  up  our  children  for  Him,  and  sought  ihm 
ifi^iaal  welfare  first.  There  are  Laurent,  Magdalene^ 
Bertin,  Cyprian,  Merle,  Susanne,  Bevel,  and  our  bright 
iMoine,  and  dear  Eaynald  with  his  generous  impulses.  I 
tl^MBt  he  may  escape,  and  realize  the  visions  of  bliss  which  he 
has  cherished  from  childhood.  And  then  look  at  our  little 
fioiit'of  every  age ;  the  prattle  of  the  babes,  and  the  voices  of 
the  boys  and  girls ;  oh,  indeed,  my  heart  aches  when  I  see 
i^  this,  and  then  feel  this  cold,  damp  stone.  Here,  sister, 
MiAe  cover  you  with  my  dress;  Qod  be  with  us,  for  Ghrisfs 

The  sisters  then  lay  side  by  side  upon  the   straw,  and 
Mkaiping  each  other,  fell  into  the  sleep  of  innocence  and  fiuth, 
even  in  that  dank,  dark  cell, 
r -'  ^  So  He  giveth  his  beloved  sleep." 


^.n  CHAPTER  IX. 

on 

THE   GEHENNA. 

r 

W9mLST  the  twins  were  conversing  in  their  dungeon,  two 
workmen  were  engaged  in  the  middle  of  that  night  in  anothtr 
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gloomj  chambei^xn  the  same  conuior.  They  were  surrounded 
by  Tarions  sooHs  of  x^acbinery  and  implesoie&tB  d  d^km&eb 
kxnda  and  deuces.  Their  atontiosi  was  directed  tO'One  long 
madliine,  called  i^e  ^ebenna,  composed  of  a  £rBmework''of 
Yr6^  elevated  a  few  feet  from  the  ground,  and  fmliiahed  wtHi 
cords,  straps,  rollers,  and  handles. 

"Here,  Antonio,  lend  a  hand,"  isaid  <me  of  the  workmen 
to  ins  comrade,  ''  or  we  shall 'not  have  finislmd  when  the  Hoiy 
Father  comes  ;  I  want  another  staple." 
*  "  There's  a  large  one,  wifl  that  snit  ?" 

^ All  right;  now  throw  me  ihe  winch,  for  I  mnst  see 
that  this  screw  moves  easily:  the  Holy  Fathers  don't  like 
toha^ve  things  screaking  when  conversation  is  going  on;  I 
ijiink  a  drop  of  oil  wonld  be  nsefnl  here.  It  would  make  this 
bolt  slip  into  the  socket^  like  an  eel  in  the  mocUdi  ef  a  Capn- 
-ohin."  * 

"  Here's  a  flask  hanging  up^  help  yonrself."  r. 

"N"o,  we  mustn't  have  that,"  growled  Guiseppe.  "Do 
you  know  what  it's  for?"  and  he  bent  his  head  near  his  conl*- 
panion,  and  as  if  he  dared  not  give  utterance  to  the  thought 
His  companion  shuddered,  and  his  face  grew  jMile. 

"  Santissima  Maria !  "  exclaimed  Antonio,  crossing  himself 
and  saying  an  Ave,  "  Now,  Quiseppe^  I  ask  you  as  a  man^  do 
you  think  the  Virgin  wants  this  blood  ? — is  it  not  horrible  ta 
think  of  such  cruelties  ?" 

.    "  Well,  Antonio,  these  HoJly  Fathers  ought  to  know  thek 
business ;  it's  a  rough  way  of  saving  souls,  certainly." 

"I  don't  like  it,"  said  the  other;  " I've  a  wife  and  four 
children  as  merry  as  you'd  wish  to  see ;  but,  bones  of  my 
patron,  would  it  not  make  my  flesh  creep  to  think  of  any  of 
them  coming  here !  " 

"No  fear  of  that;  you  are  good  Catholics;  heresy 
ruins  the  soul,  and  they  want  to  save  the  soul  through  tto 
body." 

"  It's  odd,  but  I  don't  like  it,  Guiseppe,  I  don't.  As  m 
faosband  and  a  fiither,  I  don't  like  it ;  are  you  a  &ther  P"     ^  ^  < 
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.  **  Well,  yes,  I  am ;  some  of  mine  are  grown  up  and  shift- 
ing for  themselves,  hot  there's  one  who's  being  nnrsed." 
.  "And  what  do  you  feel  for  the  babe?  Could  you  bring 
joprself  to  think  that  it  might  be  thrown  on  this  thing, 
i^vwould  you  like  your  dame  to  be  stretched  on  her  back 
here?" 

"I  can't  s«Qr,  Antonio,'  that  I  could  exactly,"  said  Guiseppe, 
4^^  he  took  his  hammer  and  tapped  the  various  screws  and 
nails  in  the  machine.  "  Here's  a  catch,  lend  me  the  bradawl; 
there,  I'll  scotch  this  with  a  pin,  and  then  it  will  do  Father 
Alexander's  work.''  So  saying  he  went  over  the  machine 
with  his  hammer  again.  The  clinking  strokes  sounded 
gloomily  through  the  dungeon,  and  inspired  his  companion 
with  horror. 

,  **  Comrade,"  said  Antonio,  "  I  don't  like  it.  Ah,  I  hear 
the  beU  striking  twelve.  Blessed  Mary !  it's  the  hour  that 
ghosts  are  scenting  their  supper  in  the  churchyards." 
.  ;  "  You're  an  old  fool,"  said  Guiseppe.  "  K  you're  in  a  fright, 
'd^mvi  on  your  knees  and  cross  yourself,"  said  he,  jumping  on 
tbe  machine,  and  sitting  on  it  with  his  legs  dangling  down. 

"  I  had  much  rather  have  a  pipe  of  this  new  stuff  called 
^|jeb-*-tob-ak,  or  some  such  name,  or  a  glass  of  the  stuff  our  old 
£riar  shows  in  his  red  nose." 

"  I  always  thought,  Guiseppe,  that  you'd  a  bit  of  a  heart. 
Tou've  known  many  of  these  they  call  heretics,  and  I  am  sure 
tbey  are  fur,  honest-dealing  people.  Many  kindnesses  we  had 
from  a  family  at  La  Baadene.  I  have  long  gone  for  my 
groceries  to  La  Tour,  and  not  to  Lucema^  fco!  wife  says  the 
stiiff's  better  and  the  quantity's  more." 

**  You  put  your  stomach's  int^est  befoore  your  Church ; 
jou  want  a  touch  of  this,"  said  Guiseppe,  playing  with  an  iron 
'me:  ''this  is  what  Father  Borengo  calk  a  conscience 
aqmbber." 

"  Nay,  you  know  what  wages  are  now." 
J.    *«I  don't  know  much  about  it— J  only  know  I  should 
think  my  head  screwed  on  the  wrong  way  if  I  couldn't,  at  WJ 
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time  of  life,  Kve  by  other  people's  labour.  I  keep  two 
men,  and  they  keep  me.  But  what  have  you  been 
earning  ?*' 

"  I've  been  working  by  the  job,  and  had  a  slack  time.  It's 
a  hard  struggle  to  keep  soul  and  body  friends,  and  we  must 
live." 

"But  your  heretic  goods  will  breed  heresy.  Youll  bo 
having  your  children  with  a  horn  in  the  forehead  and  one  eye 
like  those  of  the  harhets^ 

"  That's  only  fudge ;  I've  seen  several  at  La  Baudene,  and 
they  were  as  good-looking  as  ever  I  saw — fatter  and  cleaner 
than  ours,  I'll  swear." 

"  Well,"  said  Guiseppe,  "  tiloom,  tilooru — ^la,"  continued 
he,  humming  "  Ouelfo  ioful  e  Gihhelin  rrCappello,^- 

"  Ah,  Guiseppe,"  replied  Antonio,  "  I  thought  you'd  more 
of  a  heart  under  your  ugly  skin.  Now  man,  just  think ;  there's 
that  machine  on  which  you  are  sitting,  to-morrow  there  may 
be  some  beautiful  girl  stretched  there  screaming  and  groaning 
and  bleeding,  and  torn  to  bits,  and  all  because  she  won't  say 
*  Ave  Maria,^  and  go  to  mass.  I  say,  if  they'll  ruin  themselves, 
let  them  do  it  their  own  way,  and  leave  them  in  peace  in  this 
world.  How  would  you  like  your  wife  to  be  on  those  boards 
to-morrow,  and  hallooing  out  your  name,  if  she  thought  ofyou 
then,  and  hadn't  a  better  to  shout  ?" 

"I  shouldn't  like  that,  I  grant,  although  I  owe  her  a 
grudge  about  burmng  my  lips  with  her  scalding  grits.  But 
as  regards  the  others,  things  must  take  their  course.  The  sun 
will  get  up  to-morrow  though  you  and  I  bid  him  stop,  and  the 
Pope,  the  Cardinals,  the  Friars,  and  the  Monks  will  fill 
heaven  and  empty  hell,  or  the  other  thing,  their  own  way. 
Well,  Antonio,  I  am  tired,  and  I  want  a  nap,  which  I  must 
take  on  this  stretcher,  I  suppose.  I  hope  the  cords  and 
rollers  won't  make  a  martyr  of  me,  or  send  me  to  purgatory 
before  my  time.  J  thought  Father  Rorengo  said  he  would 
look  in  here,  and  see  if  the  gear  was  in  order  and  the  job 
done." 


'J^f^Zl>'S^j7 


:V.    .  i  F  i  1 1 ,  .\  N  n 


THE  OEHENKA. '  21$ 

"IJiope  he'll  pay  ns  casb,  for  they  don't  alvrays  pay  up, 
these  men,  for  what's  done  for  the  Mistress  of  heaven  or  for 
the  Chnrch  on  earth.  Their  settlement  in  the  next  world 
doesn't  suit  a  working  man  like  me." 

Guiseppe  was  not  allowed  to  enjoy  his  slumber  long,  for 
the  door  of  the  dungeon  soon  grated  on  its  hinges,  and  De  La 
Mena  and  Rorengo  entered. 

The  lean,  sepulchral-looking  Dominican  awoke  Guiseppe, 
and  stooping  down  to  examine  his  work,  tried  the  i-oUers  and 
pulleys. 

"  It  works  better  now,  Guiseppe.  Last  time  it  caught 
somewhere.     Bring  your  bill  to-morrow." 

"Holy  Jesuit,  will  you  get  on  for  a  minute,  as  Aristotle 
would  say,  exempli  gratia"  and  the  prior's  thin  parchment 
cheeks  were  tinged  with  a  smile,  which  added  to  their  ghastli- 
ness  in  the  light  of  his  lantern, 

"You  should  put  your  friend  on,  the  immaculate  Fran- 
ciscan," said  De  La  Mena.  "  I  have  too  much  love  for  this 
friul  tabernacle  to  hasten  its  dissolution.  I'll  not  let  you 
illustrate  your  theories  on  my  carcase.  But  to  return  the 
compliment,  let  me  measure  you  for  a  pair  of  shoes,  here's  an 
iron  pair — good  fit :  not  too  large  in  the  heel,  terms  moderate. 
Ah,"  continued  the  Jesuit,  with  a  subdued  chuckle,  "the 
ministers  of  the  Church  understand  each  other.  There's 
honour  among  thieves,  and  there's  an  understanding  between 
the  freemasons  of  the  Cross.  It's  like  these  indulgences. 
What  would  become  of  you  and  me,  brother,  if  we  did  not 
keep  our  hold  on  the  mass  of  men  ?  We  should  not  have 
either  riches,  power,  or  what  some  of  you  monks  value  more 
than  either — ^the  pick  of  the  family.  Ha,  ha!  after  all,  I 
think  both  Democritus  and  Heraclitus  might  find  plenty  now- 
a-days  to  set  the  eyes  of  the  one  and  the  jaws  of  the  other  in 
motion.  What's  the  doggrel?  I. learnt  it  when  I  was  at 
Bologna.  For  myself,  I  am  rather  of  the  gnashing  lot,  and  I 
suppose  you  belong  to  the  grinners.     Is  it  not  so  ?" 

"We're  not  alike;  tastes  diflfer.     For  myself,  when  I've 
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done  the  Churcli's  -v^rk,  I  like  the  hrachia  Lalage^  as  mnch  ^^ 
tke  secular;  for,  after  all,  what  does  my  cowl  and  gown  hide  Jl 
The  same  flesh  and  blood  as  in  others ;  only  we  have  to  go  to 
work  more  slyly.  But  what  have  you  got  in  your  hand? 
Studying  now  at  this  time  of  night  ?** 

"  I  was  looking  over  our  rales.  I'll  read  you  out  nine, 
ten,  and  eleven ;  they  may  give  you  a  hint.  Now  don't  Ml 
asleep — I'll  read  it  out^  ore  rottmdo^  after  the  most  approved 
of  Quinctilian's  rules*  This  is  Rule  IX.  as  it  stands  in  tl» 
Embrun  version : — 

"  IX.  H  ne  faufc  jamais  penser  de  convaincre  oes  heretiquea 
par  les  ecritures ;  car  il  en  abusent  avec  tant  de  dexterite  qu'ils 
confondent  bien  souvent  par  la  tons  ceus  qui  les  entreprennent^ 
d'ou  vient  anssi  que  souvent  ils  prennent  occasion  de  se 
rendre  encore  plus  opiniatres,  voyans  sur  tout  que  des  per- 
sonnes  doctes  ne  S9avent  que  leur  repondre. 

"X.  II  ne  faut  jamais  repondre  cathegoriquement  a  un 
heretique  et  en  Tinterrogeant,  il  luy  faut  accumuler  plusieurs 
interrogats  a  la  fois,  afin  que  de  quelle  fa9on  qu'il  reponde  on 
ait  toujours  moyen  de  repliquer,  a  sa  confasion. 

"  XL  S'il  s'en  trouve,  qui  semblent  disposes  a  protester 
qu'on  leur  fait  tort,  et  qu'ils  n'ont  jamais  embrasse  rheresid 
des  Vaudois,  il  faut  que  Tlnquisiteur  les  previenne,  Ifeur 
disant  qu'ils  n'avanceront  rien  a  jurer  le  faux,  et  qu'il  a  des 
preuves  en  main  plus  que  suflGlsantes  pour  les  convaincre :  car 
par  ce  moyen  voyant  qu'il  n'y  a  point  d'apparence  d'eviter  la 
mort,  ils  confesseront  d'autant  plus  aisement  qu'il  leur  faut 
promette  en  termes  ambigus,  que  s'ils  avoiient  franchement 
leur  crime,  ils  doivent  esperer  grace,  de  cette  fa^on  plusieurs  y 
en  a  qui  confesseront  dans  I'esperance  de  pouvoir  avoir  la  vie 
sauve." 

"Capital,"  said  i^e  Prior.  "There  we  have  the  con* 
centrated  wisdom  of  Loyola,  Dominic,  Torquemada,  and 
dozens  of  Holy  Fattiers.  I  shall  keep  my  ears  open,  and 
criticize  your  questions  to-morrow,  when  our  pupil  is  taking 
her  lesson  on  this  bench." 


THS.  jonrrxooii.  2tBt 

ThTUB  discQursed  tibo  worthy  pnosis,.  leaiimg.  agaiasii  ii|^ 
QiBbezuiay  the  in&tmment  of  CQaversioB9:^Qf  tprtnrei  and  cf 


CHAPTER  X. 

TaS  MABTYBDOV. 

^In  meelmesff  instrtictiDg  fhem  that  oppose  thtoifielTes.'*-^T.  'Pjjsz. 

T^  cloadlesB  Xtaliaii  son  was  Bhining  in  the  bine  heaveni  bnt 
to  iiie  chamber  in  ^hich  the  captive  Marguerite  stood  tho6|» 
bright  beams  had  no  access.  /The  loom  was  imdergronnd, 
ditrk  And  gloomy  y  and  from  ^e  walls  being  draped  with 
bhck  hangings,  it  ap{>eared  more  sombre  in  the  fitful  light  of 
the  candles.  In  one  comer  was  a  picture  of  the  Virgin,  with 
a  burning  lamp  before  it,  while  over  the  central  chair  was  a 
large  crucifix,  the  figure  being,  surmounted  by  a  crown  oi 
thorns,  and  the  blood  rudely  represented  flowing  from  its 
head,  hands,  side,  and  feet.  The  room  was  divided  by^a 
curtain*  At  ^e  upper  end  was  a  high  table,  at  which  eat  the 
officers  ci  ih.e  Inquisition  and  somcv  of  the  members  of  the 
Ckmsilvum  de  Fropaffandd  Fide,  i&i  exUryttmdis  Eicereticis^  T^te 
Archbishop  sat  in  thei  central  chair,  while  near  him  Yfem 
Borengo,  Prior  of  Lacema ;  Plaeido  Gorso;,  Se  la  Mi^xit^ 
Confessor  to  th«  Duke ;  and  Malvicino,.  Gon&ssor  to  ^ 
Marchioness,  Thd.  office  of  the  Holy  Fathers  wa^  to  examine 
the  criminals,  and  afibrd  them  to  the  last  the  opportunity  of 
Decanting,  An  hour-giaM  and  a  beU  were  on  the  table, 
besides  pens,  ink,  and  paper  for  the  secretary  or  notary,  ndio 
flaathfully  registered  the  .qnestionB  and  answers. 

'^  Daughter/*  said  De  la  Meaa^  addressing  Maiguexite, 
^you  oan  read  yon  isscriptioni  'And  now  abideth  fiiith, 
h^,  charity,  these  three;  but  the  greatest,  of  these  is 
-ebariiy*'  1  Cor.  :dli  Idi  We  haye^  oui  ^  lova  to  your  son], 
examined  you  tuaeliii^^^TOiir  difBranraoes  from  the  H^y  Qimidi 
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of  Borne,  founded  on  St.  Peter,  Prince  <^  the  Apostlee.-    Ton 
have  shown  an  obstinacy  not  to  be  expected  in  a  woo 
which  convinces  ns  that  your  heresy  must  be  of  the 
Your  husband  has  recanted,  and  b^en  reconciled."  ^ 

"Here  is  his  certificate,"  interrupted  Malvicino.  "He 
awaits  you,  and  longs  to  rejoin  you  if  you  will  but  recant,"   ■ . 

"Never,"  replied  the  intrepid  prisoner.  "Not  for  huik 
band  or  children  will  I  abjure.     I  wiU  sacrifice  all  for  Christ/^ 

"  In  love  to  your  soul  we  deliver  your  body  over  to  the 
secular  power,  in  fervent  hope  that  your  spirit  may  he  saved. 
As  for  your  sister  we  trust  that  our  reasonings  will  convince 
her,  and  that  we  shall  receive  her  as  a  loving  daughter  into 
the  bosom  of  our  Holy  Churcli." 

Marguerite  said  nothing.  She  looked  De  la  Mena  steadily 
in  the  face,  and  the  Jesuit  trembled  under  the  sifting  glaaQ0 
of  that  woman's  eye.  ;r 

"  Saviour  of  my  soul,"  she  uttered,  looking  upwards  and 
clasping  her  hands,  "Saviour,  who  hast  enabled  woman ;t^ 
triumph  in  Thy  name,  be  with  me.  Suffer  me  not  from  fes^^ 
of  death  to  fall  from  Thee." 

"  Daughter,"  interposed  the  sleek  Jesuit,  "  it  grieves  m/^ 
to  see  you  obstinate  to  the  last;  but  we  trust  the  gentle 
punishment  which  our  charity  awards  you  may  bring  f(»ii]|L 
fruit  in  the  salvation  of  your  soul.  Even  now,  daughter,  my 
heart  yearns  over  you.  Kiss  this  crucifix.  Say  *  Hail  Majy^ 
Mother  of  God,  pray  for  us  miserable  sinners.'  Swear  to  gq 
to  mass,  and  you  shall  be  reinstated  in  the  possessions  that 
belong  to  your  family." 

"  Mock  me  not ;  add  not  blacker  hypocrisies  to  your  crue]p 
ties;  take  my  poor  body;  wreak  on  it  your  boasted  charity; 
the  soul  is  beyond  your  grasp,  and  I  commit  that  into  tb^ 
hands  of  Him  who  redeemed  it,  Jesus  the  Son  of  God.  He 
is  with  me.  I  feel  his  support  in  a  way  I  could  not  have  be»- 
lieved.  Oh,  my  poor  Jean!  I  do  not  believe  that  he  h;^ 
recanted.  I  feel  sure  that  he  was  faithful  unto  death,  sofd 
that  the  certificate  is  a  false  one,  to  deceive  me."  ., ., 
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"'  "Officers  of  the  Holy  Inqnisition,**  exclaimed  tlie  Jesuit; 
Ipi^  eje  flaghing  with  anger,  "  hand  over  this  daughter  of 
Sataii  to  the  secular  power ;  bid  them  nevertheless  use  their 
b^t  endeavours  to  convert  her  soul,  so  that  we  may  save  her, 
ks  St.  Paul  says,  even  by  fire,  and  give  her  eternal  life,  though 
she  trampleth  on  the  gift.  Brothers,  servants  of  our  Holy 
father,  let  us  pray  for  the  soul  of  our  sister,  that  our  good 
wishes  for  her  may  receive  fall  accomplishment." 

■^ '  Standing  up,  the  Priests  joined  in  chanting  the  Hymn  :— 

•*  Veni,  Sancte  Spiritus 
Et  emitte  coelitus, 
Lucis  tu»  radium." 

.  The  curtain  which  concealed  the  second  half  of  the  cham- 
ber'was  drawn  aside,  and  an  awful  machinery  was  displayed 
to  view.  Two  or  three  pulleys  were  fixed  in  the  ceiling  with 
iKfpes  hanging  to  the  ground,  stained  with  blood.  In  the 
tniddle  of  the  room  was  a  sort  of  wooden  trough,  funushed 
#ith  cords,  rollers,  and  handles.  Various  articles  of  shining 
metal  were  arranged  round  the  walls — gloves,  vices,  iron 
boots  pierced  with  holes  for  nails  to  be  driven  in,  branding 
irons,  and  two  or  three  small  braziers.  A  furnace  glowed  in 
the  depth  of  the  recess,  and  cast  a  lurid  light  on  the  adjacent 
dlgects.  Two  figures  emerged,  clothed  in  black  gowns,  with 
cords  round  their  waists,  and  black  cowls  over  their  faces, 
disclosing  only  their  ghstening  eyes.  The  spectacle  was  such 
its  might  have  appalled  the  leader  of  a  forlorn  hope,  and  the 
officer  who  was  on  guard  involuntarily  trembled  as  he  su]> 
vcyed  the  armoury  of  the  Apostolic  Church.  "  The  weapons 
of  our  warfare,"  said  Paul,  "are  not  carnal,"  but  the  Church 
of  Rome  has  had  later  revelations.  .  In  the  catalogue  of  this 
"whole  armour"  of  the  Church  were  thumbscrews  to  adjust 
llie  conscience,  a  set  of  pulleys  and  cords  to  enlighten  the  un- 
derstanding, which  might  be  darkened  by  this  phase  of 
*Lut!iCTanism.  Iron  shoes  were  ready  to  be  heated  that  the 
converts  might  be  "  shod  with  the  preparation  of  the  gospel 
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ci  peace,**  iMIm  a  macbiiie  callad  &e  rack  made  ^e  ihost 
tender  appeals  to  ihe  afieotions  of  thoee  whose  nmladj  wn 
some  gabtle  taint  of  CaLYinisni. 

Strange  deYioea  these  to  win  lo^e  from  human  hearts !  A 
cmel  satire  even  on  their  Madonna,  and  mad  homage  to  ofier 
the  crucified  Saviour,  rohfaing  as  it  did  the  one  of  ^1  tiie  ten* 
demess  of  womanhood,  and  ihe  otherof  all  yestige  of  hnmani^ 
O  liberty,  thou  hast  been  apostfophized  on  ihe  scaffold,  wheve 
thou  hast  been  satirized  by  thy  professed  worehippeni !  O 
religion,  we  may  in  like  manner  invoke  thee  in  ihe  inquisi- 
torial dnngeons  of  the  Church  of  Borne !  Such  appliances 
were  the  artilleTy  of  heU,  and  the  abomination  of  heaven. 

The  executioners  seized  the  helpless  Marguerite,  and  strip- 
ping her  of  her  outer  garments,  cast  her  on  the  G^ehenna. 
They  tied  down  her  hands  and  feet  to  the  wooden  j&amewot^ 
and  the  deadly  rollers  began  to  creak.  The  tightening  of  the 
cords  was  heard,  and  the  straining  of  the  limbs,  until  at  last 
a  shriek  of  agony  burst  &om  the  unhappy  sufferer  as  Hie 
bleed  poured  from  her  mouth  and  ears. 

"  O  God !  0  Saviour !  have  mercy  on  ma  Lord,  for  the 
love  of  Jesus !     My  Gt)d,  support ** 

**  Implore  the  Virgin  now." 

**  We  have  only  one  mediator,"  replied  a  feeble  voice. 

"  O  Jesns !  O  my  Lord !  grace,  grace." 

At  a  nod  from  the  Jesuit  the  executioners  slackened  thehr 
ropes,  and  then  tightened  them.  Again  was  the  awfnl  process 
gone  ibongh,  though  the  limbs  seemed  wrenched  from  the 
body,  and  were  powerless  to  obey  the  motions  of  the  wiB. 
The  victim's  face  stood  bathed  in  sweat  mingled  with  blood, 
her  eyes  started  from  their  sockets,  her  raven  hair  was  matted 
and  gory,  and  neither  father,  nor  sisters,  nor  children  could  have 
recognized  the  beloved  member  of  the  circle  of  La  Baudene. 

"  Well,  president,"  said  Borengo,  ihe  Dominican  Prior,^ 
**  you're  busy  at  this  upper  end  of  the  room.  What  are  you 
after?" 

^  I'm  only  engi^;ed  in  a  work  of  art.     Look,  whilst  the 
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^jbaxj  has  been  taking  down  your  speeches  I  hanre  made  a 

flketoh  inJnk,  aiid  not  badlj  done  I  thinki     Can  yan  xecogniae 

yonrself?" 

,  ,  'Tm  tired,"  fiaidEcrengo,  *' make  room  fcxr  me*    Kotaiy, 

don't  write  down  her  wicked  speeches,  lest  they  8houLd4»eed 

herei^  m  athensu" 

,  ^*  Well,  Delegate,"  added  tiie  Prior,  when  he  waa  seated 
.**  what  is  the  news  from  Turin  P.  Is  the  talk  true  aboot  jonr 
Mend^  the  Marquis  of  Lucema  ?  It  was  reported  so  at  the 
Duke  of  Montafon's  last  week.*' 

*^  iELaally  1  I  hope  he  has  not  broken,,  for  he  gives  good  en- 
tertainments ;  rather  fond  of  the  dice,  bnt  his  wine  is  excellent; 
it  reminds  me  of  the  old  vintage  at  the  OamaldolL*' 

Ab  this  moment  the  screams  of  the  sufferer  rose  above 
everything,  and  drowned  the  voices  of  the  ecclesiastics. 

*^F€r  BacohOt  that's  a  good  twinge  for  the  cursed  Gal?inist." 

"  Thie  vines  look  well  this  year,"  said  Borengo,  playing 
wii^  the  hour-glass ;  '*  no  signs  of  the  disease." 

''  I  suppose  you  are  interested  in  them ;  is  it  for  the  stamaoh 
or  the  pocket  ?  But  look,  you're  meddling  with  the  sands  of 
time;  you'll  be  giving  our  patient  asi  extra  £ve  minutes." 

'^  Come  now,  don't  be  turning  inquisitor  on  me ;  I.  sell  my 
berries  for  the  Church's  good,  and  drink  the  Pope's  health 
eveiy  night.  That's  not  a  bad  catch,  that  dreamy  baxber  ej> 
tesmporised  the  other  night" 

"What  is  it?" 

«  My  voice  is  so  hoarse  with  questions  thai  I  can't  hum  at 
all ;  it  tickled  ike  Duke's  daughter,  and  made  her  laugh.  She 
is  a  fine  girl.  I  wish  I  had  a  few  such  among  the  heretics  to 
convert :  I  would  emhnaoe  them  with  the  arms  of  the  Churck's 
mercy." 

"I  think  another  Council  of  Trent  is  needed,  brother,  if 
jon're  a  sample  of  us.  I  hope  for  our  credit's  sake  you're 
not  sent  as  coiofeasoc  to  ^  convent  of  nans ;  but,  really,  you'ro 
quite  witty  to-day:  I  did  not  know  that  you  doaJked  aay 
humour  under  your  cloak." 
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^No,  iu  quoque  !  Look  at  this  snuff-box ;  I  gave  Biz-scaGli 
to  it»  and  the  snnff's  good ;  yon  get  it  at  a  Utile  shop  in;>iiie 
street  that  runs  near  the  palace."  7  V 

^^ Halloa,  what  are  they  doing?  I  suppose  she's  fftinbid, 
or  are  they  going  to  Tary  the  means  ?     Then  let  ns  pray/' 

There  was  a  momentary  silence  in  the  room,  and  nought  i^iiis 
heard  save  the  gasps  of  the  yictim^  and  the  drops  t^.faiood 
falling  npon  the  pavement.  Cordials  soon  recoyered  the  suf^ 
feier,  and  Malvidno  gazed  on  her  face  as  he  watched,  :^e 
return  of  sensation. 

*'  Miserere  sorori  nostra,  et  salvamfae  .'*'  chanted  the  ecoie- 
siastics,  amid  the  groans  of  the  unhappy  woman. 

'^  There's  quite  an  excitement  in  converting,  is  there  not? 
—as  to  whether  they'll  give  in  at  first.  I'll  bet  you  five  dacats 
that  woman  will  take  four  screws  more." 

"Well,  brother,  why  don't  they  keep  friends  with  the 
Church  ? — a  whole  skin  is  a  comfort  whon  one  washes ;  ^biit 
rack  my  bones,  how  many  centuries  have  we  been  working 
in  these  gullies,  and  yet  the  cursed  Apostolicals  still  cacMe 
there."  i 

"Why,  Father  Placido,  you  look  pale,  like  that  yodig 
officer  who's  keeping  the  door ;  he's  new  to  this  sort  of  work." 

"  And  so  am  L  I  don't  like  this  method  of  conversioiBM— 
it  gives  me  indigestion.  I  shall  not  be  able  to  sleep,  those 
screams  will  haunt  me,  and  I  shall  hear  them  on  my  deatii- 
bed." 

"  You're  nervous ;  it's  a  service  to  the  Church  the  rid- 
dance of  this  carrion ;  '  the  men  of  the  religion,'  as  they  are 
called.  You  know  it's  written,  *the  kingdom  of  heaven 
suffereth  violence.'  Here,  read  what  Innocent  VIH.  sayain 
his  Bull  of  1487,  and  let  that  soothe  you."  ••  - 

"  Nos  inter  hujusmodi  Sectam  detestabilem  et  premissos 
ipsius  execrandos  errores  ne  propagentur  ulterius,  necce  p«r 
00s  corda  fidelium  damnabiliter  cormmpantur  ab  Ecd^a 
Catholici,  prout  ex  debito  Pastoralis  Officii  tenemur  evell^iA ; 
et  radicitus  extirpare '*  ■  '-^ ^tA 
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iI»!;M*^Call  upon  the  Virgin  and  the  Saints,"  said  the  Fran- 
^3:dsoan . abbot,  stooping  over  Marguerite;  "the  Immaculate 
Virgin,  who  was  bom  without  sin,  can  feel  for  sinners,  she 
,lf»\iU.pardon  you," 

*>  Don't  delude  her  with  your  perjury,"  retorted  the  lank 
>. 'Dominican   prior;   "the  Virgin  was  not  immaculate;    St. 
k  <5K3i6mas  Aquinas  tells  us  she  was  born  in  original  sin." 
'i./;,  '^Uncoffined  ghost  of  a  Dominicau,  do  you  dare  to  im- 
ttpagn.  a  doctrine  which  the  Church  receives  P" 

**  Perhaps  you  were  not  taught  at  Padua,"  said  the  other, 
rieiih  a  sneer,  "that  your  doctrine  was  only  invented  in  1389. 
How  did  the  Church  do  without  it  so  long  before  P" 
*.  "Marco  Aurelio  Rorengo,"  replied  Malvicino,  "may  the 
o  iumiiaculate  Queen  give  you  the  hottest  place  in  purgatory, 
where  all  the  Dominicans  are." 

if       "  Where's  your  sect,  then,  if  I  shall  not  find  them  there  P 

riliknow  by  revelation  that  there  are  no  Franciscans  in  heaven." 

7>/fi.  ", You  Jansenist,"  said  Malvicino,  his  eyes  flashing  fire, 

♦i^your  white  scapulary  and  black  hood  only  shroud  a  Calvinist; 

holy  Jesuit,  this  man  is  your  enemy  as  much  as  he's  mine. 

>JIe  differs  with  you  about  grace,  free-will,  and  predestination.*' 

*',;i    "Ah,  you'll  bring  in  Molina  and  his  doctrine,"  retorted 

the  Prior,  "  when  you  want  peace.     I  differ  with  you  all,  azid 

t;tifae  world  knows  the  Dominicans  alone  can  be  right.    As 

itt^^ds  Jansenius,  you  could  neither  invent  his  five  points 

nor  refute  them,  though  you  slept  with  the  Augustinus  under 

iyonr  pillow  for  a  century." 

;;      "By  all  the  Popes  in  hades!    By  Pope  Alexander !  who 
■■^  fi    "  exclaimed  Malvicino,  forgetting  in  his  rage  his  smatter- 
ing of  ecclesiastical  history,  "who  would  have  cursed  the 
Dominicans,"  muttered  the  Jesuit  to  himself  at  the  upper  end 
<.af:  the  room,  supplying  the  parenthesis.     "  Come,  brothers," 
rKl^d  he  aloud,  approaching  ihe  men,  whose  flashing  eyes  and 
.•;ld«9^ohed  hands  betokened  a  desperate  fray,  "unity  is  the 
^fiS^urch's  watchword:  we  are  doing  battle  with  Satan.     You 
know  that  d<mi/U8  dUiideM  adversm  teipfam  non  staMtJ* 
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"Toil  grey  friar,  if  yonr  liesn-t*8  fts  Mack  as  your  l>&lrd^ 
joa're  sure  spoil  £ofr  Satan/*  cried  the  Dominican,  graepi]^ 
Ins  rosary  and  cmcifix.  '     ^ 

"  Count  your  beads,"  retorted  Malvieino,  with  a  saosK 
^^Kay  with  Dominions  rattle  to  keep  old  women  qniet.  Tour 
rosary,  at  least,  was  bom  of  original  sin.*' 

"  Perhaps  yon  ieach  that  Anna,  the  mother  of  Mary,  was 
immacnlate ;  and  in  that  case  yon  boast  a  chain  of  im- 
maculates  np  to  Eve,  of  which  yon  are  the  last  specimen; 
Sow  much  pocket-money  do  yon  make  a  year  by  keeping  the 
accounts  of  your  kidnapping  institution  ?" 

"  Come,  ye  are  brothers,"  interposed  De  la  Mena,  "  hrt 
not  the  heat  of  the  schools  interrupt  our  work  of  faith  and 
labours  of  love.  I  must  bid  yon  chant  together  the  yerse 
appointed  for  Laudes,  on  Quinquagesima,  which  yon  had  not 
long  a^o." 

"  Daughter,"  continued  De  la  M^na,  addressing  the 
writhing  form,  "  daughter,  it  grieves  my  heart  to  see  yoa 
tiius.  The  Church  mourns  to  have  recourse  to  such  measurcEl 
to  win  back  your  faith.  Eliss  this  crucifix,  daughter,  and  i 
will  give  you  plenary  absolution  for  this  world  and  the  next.*^ 

"  Leave  me,  leave  me !"  gasped  the  sufferer,  wildly  rolling 
her  eyes  from  side  to  side,  in  her  piteous  agony ;  "  O  Jesus ! 
be  with  me ;  let  thy  Holy  Spirit  keep  me  faithful.  I  see  that 
bright  land  before  me;  I  will,  I  will  hold  fast.  Oh,  mf 
sisters!  my  Madeleine  —  Ardoine,  Ardoine.  Baynald,  you 
love  her  ;  save  her  from  this." 

As  the  officer  heard  this  name,  he  stopped  suddenly;  a 
feeling  of  faintness  came  over  him,  which  obliged  him  to  lean 
against  the  wall.  He  convulsively  clutched  his  sword,  for 
one  moment  meditating  attacking  ihe  priests,  and  releasing 
the  victim !  but  he  was  soon  convinced- of  the  ftitility  of  such 
ati  attempt,  and  remembering  his  appointmenl  with  Ardoine, 
deiermined  to  rescue  her  at  all  hazards  frt>m  a  similar  ^te,     • 

•*  Look  at  this  certificate ;  your  husband  recanted,  wly 
can't  you  P    Do  you  know  his  handwnting  ?"  ^eontisued  IH 
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lli3£§Da,  hddmg  up  the  paroliment  hsSanmher  glaaingeye.' 
♦!fiiie  won't  read  it— there,  officer,  hold  this  oertificibte.  Hal^ 
IVe  smeared  it.  Hold  it  while  I  show  her  my  cxiioifix,  and 
Bf»a  I  can  convert  her  at  the  elevenl^  honr." 

Echord  wiped  the  document,  and  thmst  it  into  his  breast.' 

**Bepent;  cry,  ^Jesu,  Maria.*'** 

^  The  blood  of  Jesns — cteanseth— ^from — all — ** 

"Perish!  accursed  daughter  of  a  Babylonish  harlot,'*- 
acfieamed  i^e  priest,  as  he  stooped  down  and  spat  in  her  face. 
**  We  excommunicate  your  soul,  and  cast  you  into  the  gulf 
prepared  for  the  devil  and  his  angels.  Gentlemen,"  con- 
tinued he,  addressing  the  attendants,  "  our  forbearance  is  ill 
reqnitted ;  we  stay  not  your  hands  now.  The  Church  suppli- 
cates no  more  mercy  for  yon  heretic,  but  bids  the  secular 
arm  do  what  it  were  unfitting  her  character  she  should  do 
herself." 

•  The  two  femiliars  went  forwards,  and  unbound  the  power- 
less body.  Laying  her  on  the  floor,  they  washed  the  imple- 
ments of  torture,  and  threw  the  remnants  of  the  blood-stained 
trater  into  her  face. 

"  If  thou  hast  not  been  baptized,"  chanted  De  la  Mena, 
^  we  baptize  thee  in  the  name  of  the  Holy  Church." 

"  Amen !  "  replied  those  at  the  upper  end  of  the  first  room. 

"My  Saviour,  my  Saviour,  I  come;  Thou  wiit  make 
amends  for  all — ^victory  through  Thy  blood— ^'  Come  .  .  . 
meye     .     .     .     labour,  I  will     ....     give  you  rest.' " 

"  The  mass,  the  mass ! "  shouted  Malvicino  in  solemn 
mockery,  for  the  sufferer  had  passed  the  point  when  recall  to 
life  would  have  been  possible. 

-  •**'TheLord  ....  is  good — the  Lord  is  .  •  •  . 
good ! ' "  gasped  Marguerite. 

They  were  her  last  words. 

Thou  Word  of  God !  whose  pages  are  bathed  with  tears, 
and  whose  sentences  are  uttered  by  the  lip  of  suffering  from 
generation  to  generation,  thine  are  the  last  accents  heard  on 
ttie  bed  6f  death,  Hke  aagals' voices  amid  the  blazmg  pile. 
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Thy  brightest  sentenoes  were  begotten  of  snffermg,  anAiBiii^rf 
stand  forth  as  symbols  of  hope  to  those  who  mpimi.  f  liy§$'i 
trembling  with  their  last  breath,  smile,  and  the  ghsing  ey^iski: 
lightened  with  its  last  flash  of  intelligence  at  tibe  sound  of  tfeprlt 
words.  Thon  hast  thy  triumph  where  it  is  most  glorioma,  iii^ . 
sorrow,  sickness,  and  death,  where  all  else  is  impotent.;  yea^ 
beyond  death,  for  thou  art  legible  by  thine  own  light,  even 
above  the  ghastly  grave. 

"Cry  *Hail,  Mary,'"  shouted  the  Prior  Borengo,  "»PP)r, 
will  still  open  to  you  the  gates  of  Paradise,  and  remit  you  th»  , 
flames  of  purgatory.  Move  your  hand*  if  you  hear,  <ai^  ^ 
recant."  :»    .. 

No  sound  came  &om  the  mangled  remains,  but  the  li^^ 
could  be  seen  to  quiver  in  voiceless  prayer. 

"  Brother,"  said  De  la  Mena,  "  it  is  deplorable  to  see  this 
soul  pass  into  hell-fire !  ** 

"  You  have  not  tried  the  fire,"  replied  the  other ;  "  it  may 
be  a  taste  of  it  in  this  world  would  save  her  from  it  in  the 
next.     Fetch  hither  yon  brazier." 

Having  oiled  her  feet,  they  placed  under  them  a  lighted 
candle ;  and  then,  taking  the  burning  coals  out  of  the  brazier^'.': 
sprinkled  them  over  the  body.  Its  dying  struggles  wexv:: 
terrible,  for  sensation  still  lingered.  The  slight  covering V' 
which  she  had  on  caught  fire,  and  the  body  was  enveloped  in  ' 
flames.  Alas  !  who  could  have  recognized  the  twin  sister,  in 
that  charred  mass  ?  v   .  . 

Happy  Marie,  who  didst  die  in  thy  bed !  Happy  Marw  . 
guerite,  whom  grace  enabled  to  overcome  death,  and  to  whom^  : 
the  Lord  shall  give  the  crown  of  life ! 

A  truce  to  her  struggles,  for  she  is  no  more !     The  wreck 
is  left  in  the  hands  of  those  who  can  kill  the  body,  but  afbatf  h 
that  have  no  more  that  they  can  do. 

The  executioners  having  wrapped  the  corpse  in  a  bloody-? 
cloth,  on  which  was  figured  the  arms  of  the  Pope,  carried  it 
away,  to  cast  it  into  a  dungeon.  .«,    ^ 

There  lie,  O  body !  forlorn  and  broken.   The  hairs  of  thine 


li«|Ht  are  still  numbered  by  Him  wbo  loves  thee  to  i^e  end. 
FMriEibt,  thine  ashes  shall  break  forth  resplendent  with  beauty 
iaziiheiday  when  the  Lord  ariseth  to  judge  the  earth.  Then 
sfa^fi*  ibis  body  become  the  resurrection  temple  of  the  Bonl, 
an)d  past  suffering  shall  be  remembered  no  more. 
«' ".  •  #  •  •  • 

'  ^  Religio  cogi  non  debet :  verbis  potins  qnam  verberibus 
res  ag[enda  est.  Longe  diversa  sunt  camificina  et  pietas,  ne6 
pdii^t  aut  Veritas  cum  vi,  aut  justitia  cum  crudcflitate  con- 
ju&gi :  cur  ergo  tam  crudeliter  vexant,  cruciant,  debilitant,  si 
saihrbs  volunt?  aut  unde  pietas  tam  impia  ut  eos  miseris 
modis  perdant,  aut  inutiles  fa<;iant  quibus  velint  esse  consul* 
tvctiL^'^Lactantius  (about  a.d.  850). 


CHAPTER  XI. 

MADELEINE. 

r  **  Being  destitate,  afflicted,  tormentecL** 

Maidilbive  remained  alone  in  her  prison,  torn  by  the  most 
agonizing  fears.  Her  sister,  who  had  comforted  her,  and 
wlioee  presence  had  made  even  that  dungeon  tolerable,  had 
been  taken  from  her,  and  she  felt  that  she  should  see  her  no 
mare.  In  her  distress,  to  whom  could  she  turn,  save  to  Him 
who  is  a  present  help  in  time  of  trouble  ?  She  bent  the  knee 
and  bowed  the  head  in  that  damp  cell,  as  she  poured  out  her 
soul  to  that  glorious  Mediator  who  sits  at  the  right  hand  of 
Ood. 

"After  some  hours,  De  la  Mdna  came  into  the  dungeon  with 
ahuitem. 

"  We  have  come,"  said  he,  "  to  receive  your  recantation, 
to-^elcome  you  into  the  bosom  of  the  Holy  Church." 
'  -.  "  Never,"  replied  Madeleine, "  never  will  I  desert  the  faith 
of  my  fathers." 
^.  If  Tour  sister  entreats  yoa,"  replied.  De  la  Mdna. 

Q 


SSSth  THE  SIX  SISVIW  «r  SHE  VALLETS. 

^I&flbibeiitf^ii.    Mavgn^rite,  i^  tifow  art:  dead^ 
i9Wi  %fx»  to  Kbe  last    eii^  woid^k  tlM  I  kad  died  &»t  i"^  iM 

<^So  jtnt  wmi*t  reeaaaV  ttsd  the  Jestu^  "  Theau  ia  ij^ 
-CMMiy  w»  AitMt  ttf^peal  to  j^rar  fi^odi^  and  j^a  may  prapnrer^te 
the  rack  or  the  stakor^  x.u 

"  G^  can  preserve  me,  I  will  trust  in  Him." 

Some  tinw  m  the  oigkt,  afiter  tbe  departure  of  tlie  jftmdtf 
^tm  door  wa»  qpened  and  sometkiDg  thrown  into  the  dongeom 

Madd^emelbr  a^long  time  dared  not  approach  the  objeot 
jkt  last  she  f<^i  it.  There  was  a  cloth  which  felt  wet — wiQi 
ivbsA  fi^e  cooM  not  tell,  fbir  it  was  davk.  A^in  she  stretdbaft' 
oist  h&D  hand.  It  rested  np(»i  what  seemed  to  be  the  hand  cf 
a  human  being ;  but  horror  thrilled  through  the  nnhappji 
prisoner  as  she  discerned  that  the  hand  had  been  mutilated.' 
Madeleine  threw  herself  back  ia  the  corner  of  the  dungeon,' 
and  clasping  her  hands,  turned  her  eyes  upwards — a  mute 
appeal  visible  to  God  in?  tlte  diarknes*  of  the  cell.  Summoning 
up  resolution  she  again  approached  the  body.  Beyond  doubt 
it  was  a  human  being,  and  it  had  been  charred  by  the  flame. 

Her  brow  was  bathed  in  sweat,  which  dropped  upon  -fee 
bisect  beneath.  H^  heart  heaved  ttunultuou^sly  as  she  e«*- 
jeetured:  that  it  was  the  corpse  of  one  martyi'ed  for  the  trolk. 
tt  might  be  hev  sister.  She  dared  not  shape  the  questula.' 
Bhe  stretches  fbrth  her  hand  again;,  she  feels  the  scathed 
tresses^  and  the  form  of  the  countenance;  she  argues  sot; 
she  feels  not,  she  with<kaws  not  her  hand.  She  falls  tqaon 
the  body  in  the  dark  dungeon,  insensible  al^e  to  her  position 
and  sorrows. 

*  #  «  «  *         ..:  . 

It  was  some  time  before  Madeleine  regained  her  con^cions- 
ness ;  and  with  it  the  pangs  of  memory  and  despair.  &k^ 
dared  not  interrogate  tike  present,  nor  reflect  on  the  Ihture. 
Without  doubt  Marguerite  had  perished.  How  the  post 
floated  befbre  her,  with  the  poignant  rush  of  memory ;  how 
bright  the  family  scenes  of  La  Baudene  seemed  to  the  k>ita 
sister  in  tlM  dangeOft.    O  loenQidkl  3od  I    will  no  angel  from 
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.  release  iha^  striGggiuig  tapmk  i  Som  pSamtivdj  did 
Ifaorgtierijbe's  late  comrersatioa  mng  in  hev  ears.  But  yesi^r^ 
tmf^t  she  Imd  dasped  Iker,  and  tlxey  ]iad  slept  as  sisters  in 
ttttt  Tanlt:  now  she  kndt  alone  om  the  same  chilling  stone^ 
k^ihe  side  of  tha  dead.  There  was  this,  ray  of  eonsolation, 
Itegaerite  was  in  heayen,  having  witnessed  a  good  confession 
^r&i^  She  had  partaken  Christ^s  sufferings^  and  should 
share  the  glory  which  He: had  with  the  Father  before  the 
waM  began ;  and  the  Terdiet  of  Inspiration  assured  her  that 
ifaot^safT^Mrings  of  this  present  time  were,  not  worthy  to  he  com^ 
fNored  with  the  glory  whieL  is  t&  be  revealed.  Then  Made- 
i  fi^itual  j<^  eUoed,  and  natnral  grief  overpowered  her 
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til.     •  •  •  ♦  • 

ti  TifiEie  rolls  on.  The  air  gets  tainted.  Those  fienck  ia 
koaiaii  form  have  left  the  nnbnried  body  ta  be  the  solace  of 
4iie:  living.  Time  rolls  on.  The  young  and  joyous  reek  not 
of  the  flight  of  time;  not  so  the  broken-hearted  and  the 
ngiimiTfid  The  hours  roll  on;  the  end  mvst  come.  That 
^f■i8Qn  has  become  a  double  grave.  There  ore  two  corpses 
in  that  dungeon,  lying  in  one  mingled  maasi.  The  sisters 
ipse  lovely  in  their  lives,  and  in  their  deaths,  they  were  not 
Prided. 
!.:-.«  •  •  #  • 

t  •  Borne,  who  dost  call  thyself  Holy,  Catholic,  and  Apostolic, 
ftaseare  the  deeds  whdob  them  haat  done  m  the  earth.  Fesip 
not  to  read  them,  they  shall  ono  day  be  dragged  to  light, 
when  these  wrecks  shall  plead  for  vengeance  before  a  crowded 
vniverse;  the  dangeon  shall  rehearse  its  groans,  and  the 
wnts  shall  langh  thee  ta  scorn,  and  triumph  in  thy  jndg« 
jwnts. 

Ye  darksome  yet  hallowed  dongeoz^ !  ye  have  been  the 
jttdiaiit  asylums  ef  tmih,  ligiit,  and  liberty,  when  gross  dark* 
ness  covered  the  king*»  pakce. 

After  some  days  some  chaldrons  of  burning  coals,  mingled 
with  wood,  were  thrown  into  the  dungeon.     When  it  was 
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opened,  nothing  was  to  be  found  but  ashes,  mixed  with  a  fe# 
human  remains,  which  were  collected  and  cast  into  the  Felice. 
Thus  were  the  ashes  of  Arnold  de  Brescia  and  Paschal  cast 
into  the  Tiber ;  of  Savonarola  into  the  Amo ;  of  Gronin  into 
the  Isere;  of  Hnss  and  Jerome  into  the  Rhine;  of  Fabrieiip 
into  the  Scheldt.  Yea,  Borne  pursues  the  dead,  for  hevoegr 
taints  the  grave.  Wickliffe  was  exhumed  and  bamed^ac|4 
his  ashes  cast  into  the  river  Swift.  .  r\  t. 

Apostate  Church !  who,  in  thy  wicked  efforts  to  cm^ 
the  tinith,  dosfc  appeal  to  the  winds  and  waves  for  its  diffusion! 
As  well  might  ihy  Papal  Bulls  disprove  the  motion  of  tbtf 
earth,  arrest  the  spring,  reverse  the  Tiber's  current,  or  silenq^ 
the  beating  surf  upon  th^  sands  of  Ostia.  Thou  hast  tiid 
unconscious  honour  of  being  the  herald  of  the  truth !  TUm^ 
sentences  thou  hast  extorted  on  the  rack  form  a  predous 
volume  of  divinity,  and  thou  hast  given  the  martyr  the  &ed( 
crystal  tomb  of  a  river,  a  pledge  of  his  immortality,  andt^ 
the  omnipresence  of  truth.  .<f 

The  PeHce  runs  into  the  Po,  the  Po  flows  into  tb6 
Adriatic,  and  that  inland  gulf  is  merged  into  the  MeditOBr 
ranean,  which  is  lost  in  the  ocean.  rr; 

^'  EoU  on  thou  deep  and  dark-blue  ocean !"  amongsi  Hkjft 
treasures  thou  bearest  the  burnt  ashes  of  the  saints.  Tiqr 
crested  breakers  are  protests  in  the  sight  of  heaven,  tossing, 
aloft  those  sacred  particles,  which  await  the  resurrection  of 
the  just.  It  is  nature's  apologue,  as  has  been  remarked  ot 
old.  4  > 

The  words  gasped  in  dungeons,  in  the  hidden  valleys 
bounded  by  the  PeHce  and  the  Clusone,  have  echoed  like  ti»er 
blast  of  a  trumpet  to  the  confines  of  Italy :  and  it  may  b^ 
said  of  unknown  thousands  who  have  been  martyred  in  ib^ 
cells  of  the  Inquisition,  ^'  though  dead  their  memoilal  has  nqt; 
perished  with  them,  for  their  sound  has  gone  out  to  all  landu^. 
and  their  words  to  the  end  of  the  earth."  -  ,q 
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.J .  CHAPTER  Xn. 

THE   CAMP. 

0m>  is  love,  and  the  kingdom  of  God  is  peace;  and  the 
iA^idghty  has  transfused  creation  with  these  secret  homilies ! 
tS}ofw  ofben  is  nature  embodying  a  latent  parable,  to  turn  our 
"thoughts  upwards,  and  to  shame  the  deeds  of  blood  that 
IbyBfignre  the  earth ! 

ii^-  Nature  in  her  true  character  is  the  daughter  of  heaven, 
H&d  though  the  sin  of  man  has  well-nigh  dissevered  the  link, 
fifrSI  the  faint  impress  of  the  beautiful  and  good  hallows  her, 
fttid  makes  us  long  for  our  creation  to  blend  once  more  witb 
iiM  which  is  above. 

r  "The  annual  resurrection  of  spring,  the  miracle  of  the 
tdosBoming  of  Aaron's  rod,  repeated  on  a  world-wide  scale ; 
"tiieleaf  uncurled  from  its  silken  hood  with  a  delicacy  thi^ 
baffles  rivaby ;  the  shifting  hues  of  colour,  as  if  Nature  had 
dipped  her  skirts  in  the  liquid  rainbow ;  the  mystic  silence 
^H^Kih  which  a  continent  is  apparelled,  noiseless  as  an  arch- 
jangel's  flight  from  heaven ;  the  goodness  and  beauty  witji 
'HMch  the  earth  teems,  as  with  the  overflowings  of  an  uppor 
Itetdise ;  are  shadows  of  better  things,  lessons  to  the  heart 
tf  man,  of  truth,  of  peace,  of  liberty,  and  above  all,  of  lotb. 
jlknd  in  heaven  God  has  set  two  great  lights  to  rule  the  day 
jbkd  the  night,  neither  speechless  nor  uninstructive  as  they 
iriand  in  the  portals  of  the  King's  palace. 
^  •  It  is  the  night !  the  night  of  Saturday  the  17th  of  April, 
^R55.  Nature  has  put  off  her  apparel  of  gold,  and  clothed 
Bterself  with  silver.  The  moon,  night's  vestal,  who  by  her 
telrtowed  beams  preaches  the  existence  of  the  invisible,  shines 
iii'tiie  deep  blue  sky  of  Italy,  and  drowns  the  tvnnkling  stars 
ji^'ifBhe  would  disown  her  satellites.  Such,  at  least,  ioiight 
Petrarch  have  conjectured  before  Galileo's  glass  began  .to 
rescue  nature  from  the  misjudging  eye  of  sense.  ^ 

How  Bweetty  the  moonliglit  sleeps  sipon  tiie  nigged  crags 
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fibat  frown  upon  the  Valley  of  Lncema !  How  brightly  jnife 
snow  glistens  in  that  "Aiaste  iHaxmep  of  light !  the  ridge  of 
Castellozzo  is  sharply  edged  against  the  sky;  the  massed 
and  gloomy  pine  forests,  dappled  with  light  and  shade,  appear 
snore  mysterious  €han  in  the  Mazing  day ;  tfaB  stream  quiw^i^ 
in  iloB  pale  Hght,  wiiich,  Tefraeted  like  fhe  gmn^ine,  eurtii^ 
ihanter  shadow  upon  &e  xocky  bed  beoeatiL.  - 

Hear^n  is  ast  peaoe,  save  iliat  oTer  y.an  wastem  rmageik 
floating  rain-cloud  drips,  in  whose  falling  siiower  is  iviaaifttfl 
the  tracery  of  a  hmar  rainbow,  ss  if  to  afford  i^e  moon  the 
^opportunity  of  enforcing  lier  le»»»acknowledged  lessons  «f 
^  Olory  to  Gt)d  in  ^hs  highest,  and  on  ^earth  peace,  gooMSfi 
toward  men.** 

Fair  qneen  of  night!  Heaven's  chas]B[ei6S3  changefiii^! 
'ifAose  unequal  empire  is  from  dnsk  to  ^wn,  I  beheld  i&ee 
yester-eve  cahn  and  silent,  not  bereft  of  iihy  inspiration  ikr 
&ese  later  generations,  jnst  as  at  this  time  Wo  inmdred  nod 
>€aght  Easters  ago,  iAicm.  £dst  cast  thy  cilirerjr  diadows  cm  ttie 
«cene  of  which  I  now  write, 

Btct  i^  moonlight  £b11  on  other  tifc^cts  besides  i^oM^ 
tmarmed  nature.  It  shone  on  the  ihotiob,  it  coased  Hae 
cuirass  to  glitter,  it  glanced  from  the  ytade  of  lihe  yd;  bisofl- 
less  sword,  it  Ht  np  a  eamp  wHch  'was  sot  far  frcmi  Ae 
^entrance  jo£  the  Yalley  of  Lnoema.  The  enmgn  of  the  Maerqins 
<0f  Piane»se  was  npreared  viie  by  side  v^th  tibose  winch  Idid 
fbeen  blessed  by  archi-episcqukl  ^nds.  In  one  Qnarier  Ihe 
Fleur-de-lis  announced  the  sabQecte  «f  Louis  ZIV.,  wte 
were  under  Gimcey;  on  the  otter  side  the  atans  df  Ae 
cafy  of  Turin  were  borne  by  the  Tegimencb  eommanded  try 
^Sfileazzo.  TIte  regiment  of  OhaUaiB  was  tsommanded  by  'flie 
Prince  de  Montafon,  and  the  If  anqiOB  iOf  St.  Damian  omb- 
manded  another  bearii^  his  name.  AmftMe  from  BorttH^ 
«D£l  a  tsand  43f  twelve  hnndred  Ixidi  tont-thioats  brod^hetn^ 
>^fiie  aiambar  txf  iStt  jonuy  to  sesrly  frfteen  vBnousand  mfin,  ^dfis* 
fdonaries  of  the  Gross,  and  heralds  txf  the  kmgidom  t>f  heicMi! 

j^M !  bifoi»  iiie  inqon  fialas  Itfr  obadom 
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^|MBioD8 'iriH  ]wvt»  Mased,  aaaid  &b  ligisfc  imSl  ML  m  dotted 
slalood  as  well  as  on  the  stamless  snow. 
[y.^-  13aB  Bxmj  <xf  tlie  Maxropus  had  JiaUed  ia  i&e  pKrai  irbidi 
ii^litoids  frcna  Les  Appiots  <iio  Pra-WEesa^  aiid  Lea  Bjzaita.  ft 
jpaff  eight  o'doek  in  l^e  eqresazig  wheaa  ikid  3(ar<|iia8^Piafi!e«ae 
j(bE9f>ed  cizt  of  bis  teai  iinto  ^e.  saooiiligfht,  aad  loebed  -opctt 
that  fairy  view  whose  exquisite  beanly  mi^t  h»i¥e  jseibeaMMl 
iiig iMert iowacds  the  inhabitants  a£i3a»b  ya&f.  j^^aw  the 
fidiataot  xange  of  Alps  in  their  daszHng  twhitexufio,  and  a  £eam 
^isSa  crossed  lus  £eu^asJbe  dfioched  ^is  jsiptoni,  «a^ii^< — 

^Messed  Msiiy^  Til  soon  make  thoee  lo^onntaioL  -tarBeaodm 
sedder  before. ithej  veacdi  i^  pHaee.  Hsw  mow,  ^^jxaaee^  is 
thatycm?" 

-^  :  '^4Sk)od  ^nmsmtg^  <3enecal,  a  &db  niglit  ior  on^  enterprise. 
JSeapen  ^Dodles  en  our  crusade.    I  ean'i/  help  laughiskg  'vAm.  { 
4AiidE:  Jiow  yea  trioi^d  those  heretic  ^epfiiMes.*' 
y-r-'-  ^  I^  oertamiyMBtdenja  march  cm.  idiam/'  seplied  ^tibe  !Miaa>- 
i^V&S  with  s  qsarqastic  smSe.    ^They  eaane  io  me  yestecdaf 
afternoon,  and  I  told  i>hem  "to  ^oome  4^ain  tius  menung 
^ms^  htmg  their  ^>0{»<sten,  iK^en  wpe  j^onld  l^ar  tibopx.     Of 
^wae  I  Ikad  been  getisog  my  JBceaa.  xeadj,  and  I  gaUoped  off 
.flart  m^t  seoretly;  so  Idoxft^aupposei^ey  ibimd  me  at  Jisibo 
c4hHi  flaorning,  qoiiideBB  :they  ^biodced  veiy  ^owSL** 
r/rr    ^Yofuract^B  weHiiy  of  ai^tad;esmaini»  weBasAisaiai^ 
i;f!l«.ltaw  readlSacdiiave^  and  Bdlaraaisie  to  ecnoae  ffOiijMMe; 
c-ljpit   what's    onr  next    move?      There's    no  official  froaa- 
., mention  out    against    these  ^eqple — can    you    take    farther 
^fifceps?" 

^ ,  ^  "  Wait  and  see — ^I'm  expecting  mj  messenger  back — ah, 
.Inhere  he  is.  Well,  Oattcitin,  did  you  4)ell  the  harhets  of  La 
,^Tonr  that  I  wanted  suppw  mA  bads  to-night  for  eight  hun- 
:g^^^  infantry,  and  three  Jhundi^d  cavalry  r  " 
!,^.  - .  «I  ffid,  mylord,  and  they  sMd,*How  isaiiMsBoyallE^ 
-tfiff'"  command  na  to  fboA  lodging  for  liis  .acAdSms,  Sn  a  pSai» 
V ,  fi^here,  l>y  bis  last  e8ic(t,  we  oursdlves  are  prcftdt^SteA  tccia. 
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^  Then  why  did  you  not  ask  them  why  they  wera 
themselves?" 

^^  I  did,  and  they  replied  that  they  were  there  on 
but  that  they  had  removed  their  residences  to  within  thaji|^ 
pointed  limits.  They  said  it  was  impossible  to  find  qnarten, 
that  no  preparation  had  been  made,  and  they  asked  for  ( 
to  consider  the  matter." 

^'  Delay !  Yes,  this  is  my  delay,  said  the  Marqnis,  i 
ing  his  bngle,  and  giving  a  load  blast.  '^  Order  the  two  firant 
divisions  to  march  at  once  npon  La  Tour,  and  take  it  byia 
coup  de  main.  Prince,  to  yonr  post.  I  bid  yon  sap  witii  me 
in  a  conple  of  honrs  in  the  Convent  of  La  Tonr." 

«  *  *  *  •         : 

The  morning  of  the  Sabbath-day  has  dawned.  The  sdn 
has  displaced  the  moon,  that  heaven  might  not  be  left  wiihoat 
a  witness  of  these  acts  of  blood.  The  streets  of  La  Tonr  aie 
fiUed  with  bands  of  dmnken  soldiers,  who  are  mmiing  £nniL- 
tically  abont  mth  drawn  swords,  crying  ont^  "  Viva  la  8amia 
Chdesa  Bomana  !  Ammazzi !  Ammazzi  /" 

Li  the  cathedral  a  large  crowd  is  gathered,  and  the  orgaa 
peals  forth  the  chant  of  the  "  Te  Deum^^  The  Marqni&  -Df 
Pianesse  "with  all  his  nobility"*  listens  to  the  strain,  and 
crosses  himself,  while  an  expression  of  joy  lights  his  face^  «8 
between  the  intervals  of  the  hymn  he  hears  the  shonts  of  ihe 
brutal  soldiers  in  the  streets :  "  Yiva  la  sania  fede^  e  guai  agli 
Barbetti:' 


CHAPTER  Xm. 

THE  JAILER. 


After  the  events  in  the  Chamber  of  the  Liqnisition,  Echfl|d 
had  been  appointed  the  temporary  jailer  of  another  heretic,  j|y 
^  command  of  the  Council.    As  he  paced  np  and  down^ 

*  *  Con  tatte  k  tna  nobUta  *'*ftn  expression  of  the  contemponiy  iiiilii|i 
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I  tfae  eell  his  breast  was  iilled  with  the  most  harrowing 

doubts  when  he  reflected  on  the  past.    What  he  had  seen  was 

/mtgnsven  on  his  heart  with  a  pen  of  iron.    When  he  had  be- 

•%ekl  that  sufiEerer  on  the  raok,  he  had  felt  for  one  moment  an 

,iiiqmlse  to  take  vengeance  on  the  mnrderers,  and  to  protest 

^l^gsinBt  the  shedding  of  innocent  blood.   Then,  like  Pilate,  his 

eonrage  ebbed,  and  his  heart  became  numbed,  and  he  could 

-9ot  act;  but,  nevertheless,  emotions  all  tending  to  one  end, 

rirflve  crowding  in  upon  his  soul.    He  had  wept  with  pity  as 

"^Ixa:  stood  on  the  ruins  of  La  Baud^ne ;  he  had  listened  to  the 

simple  defence  of  David  and  Jean,  whose  words  had  remained 

stamped  upon  his  memory ;  he  had  seen  those  cruelties  of  hell 

inflicted  on  a  helpless  woman  on  account  of  her  creed ;  he  had 

i)eheld  her   steadfastness,  and  caught  some  of  her  dying 

:  fipdeches.    Conscience  was  lashing  him  to  agony,  and  speaking 

'as  with  a  voice  of  thunder.     Not  only  did  he  feel  an  innat^ 

copagnance  to  these  horrors,  from  which  Mahomet's  followers 

^^iBight  have  abstained,  but  he  had  heard  a  fuller  exposition  of 

those  principles  which  enabled  these  people  to  triumph  over 

'ijdffath.    These  doubts  and  fears  were  swelling  like  the  moun- 

•  iaia  stream  after  the  thunderstorm.    The  orthodox  apologies 

ijSoae  persecutions  which  he  had  learned  in  early  life,  the  dogmas 

.about  unity,  catholicity,  and  antiquity,  floated  before  him ;  but 

ike&p  superficial  gloss  could  not  mask  the  guilt  of  shedding 

Idood,    There  was  a  sublime  simpliciiy  shown  in  the  words 

and  actions  of  those  so-called  heretics,  and  if  creeds  must  be 

judged  by  their  fruits,  his  conscience  scrupled  not  as  to  its 

Verdict.    Was  heaven  to  be  colonized  with  fire  and  sword  ? 

Had  the  conscience  to  be  trained  to  virfcue  with  racks  and 

thumbscrews  P    Had  souls  to  be  ushered  infco  eternal  bliss  by 

refinements  of  torture  which  heathendom  could  not  exceedi 

.  and  indeed  hardly  equal  P    As  Echard  paced  before  the  cell, 

^  tent  with  these  feelings,  his  thoughts  turned  to  his  prisoner, 

"Wid  partly  from  compassion  and  from  desire  to  allay  the  agonies 

tf  conscience,  be  determined  to  converse  with  her.    Tumiog 

K^bof  key  gently  in  the  door,  he  entered  the  dungeon,  aad 
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wm  ikt  womin,  Itt  ber  gatt%  k^mommamg^mcmximg  in  k 

0Beif  Icasi  do  anytkmg for  ycmr «oinlbff(»«    I^^kunStyonttre^il 
i^ialntaiit  <)f  ih«seTa(ltoys  P^ 

^Oh,  sir,  li&ye  yon  oome  to  kxtmenet  sne  Iwf  Trnving^^iMJiil 
memories  of  the  past?  W«  lived  «jt  La  BauA^e, ^wlucii  li 
aom^  dwtcoyed." 

^Ah,  the  farm  imiiie  road  from  La  TotirtojPignevdf*'^^ 

^'  The  same ;  wb  were  six  msbearB  weddedL  t»  six  brol^Bni 
Oh,  to  think  of  the  -wreck  of  our  home  f*  ' 

^'  Madam,  do  yon  not  remember  me  P  I  ha^e  been  tiMM^ 
amd  Ithink  i  saw  yon  once." 

^  Lideed,  sir !  indeed,  str !"  replied  Martfia,  trembling.  ^Z 
tibbik  the  tones  so£  yomr  Toice  ace  not  strange  to  my  ear.  Did 
yon  know  any  of  onr  finaaly  •?"  -^ 

^I  was  t^  bearerof  <3!astaldo'««diet.  Iwas  i^tere^oaHfiit 
'SBik  <£  Jansiary,  when  I  saved  j^xdoine^  isfe  and  protected 
ikB  bedndden  m^alid.^' 

**0h,  sir,  »do  yon  know  Ardoine?    fiewconld  yon 
berP    What  happened  to  sister  Mbbob?    ilxplam,  I^ 
yoiL    If  ^s  be  so,  yon  are  a  iaend  on  dii^aise.    What  dil 
this  happen  1^" 

^On  the  2B&.  of  Jannary^&e  day  ftriiie  otforoemeilt  4f 
fiastaldo's  edict." 

*^  Alas,  IjFemsndser  it,**  refoined  Martha,  weepmg  WIAeaSf^ 
^Iwas  tom:from  my  home,jmd  taken  fonsoner  on  iliartdllf!;. 
Oh,  Janavel,  my  chSdren,  perhaps  you  ih»pe  wept  over  me  «s 
dead." 

<<  Oalm  yomrscOf^  madam.  God  magr  ban^  seiit  toea  pna* 
testor  when  yon  feast  expected  it.^  -f 

^'Oh,  fsir,  I  txsstyon  lave  not  deesMng  me*  ^hm  Iins» 
member  ymi,  and  I  see  your  jem^lted  «wovd,  ^hic^  ym, 
gnttpedngbcB.  y<m  meadly  £00^  w^Hbl  voytey  fiajGBsM.  fl 
wmjwm,  wlm<ei]&B»ed#»<0dictivvOaBnIiB^BlnBsdy^ 

>  bare  eamjo^wofkwat.^  .       -.vjn; 


«  "^liifjii^emetiGt.  tkeweofOB  I  iianFO  ^witeieseed  m  tlis 
convent  are  enough  to  make  me  abjure  my  creed.  I  fear  ikm 
wmm  whom  I  siw  perash  oa  the  raci  wm  TOktedto  7«ni,  for  I 
iMBxd  her  utter  tthe  name  of  Azidome.^' 

*' Oh  Heaven!  was  it  Ardoinef  Poor  Baysnld,  it  will  kifl 
ihee.  Thou  didst  love  her.  Or  was  it  Marguerite  P  Sad 
db6  dark  hair  f    Help  me,  for  I  i^iaU  faint.'' 

Eohard  gtretched  out  his  hmad  and  supported  MaFiii% 
wtS^  he  whispered,  "  it  was  not  iirdoine.  Let  me  support 
fmL  Thazck  Ood,  she  died  as  am&rtfr,  and  is  (now  inheaveai. 
Her  speeehoB,  Z  trust,  may  faring  &)ith  frnifc  in  my  coo- 
ipemcm,  i^r  I  hate  ite  deed  of  Uood  Kiane  in  the  name  «f 
jrofigion." 

^Then  yon  do  not  join  in  peBsecufciiig  awf " 

"I  abhor  conversions  on  the  rack,"  replied  Sohaid, 
lAnddering ;    ^  I    would  'ocmvert  yx38i,   hut    ozdy    by   rea- 


*      "^  Ah,  sir,  hsam  jovl  read  ^e  iBible:?    It  Aanciaons  no  tor- 
^taires  for  the  tenth's  sake.  We  read  of  what  our  <blea8ed  Saviosnr 
MEkitered  when  our  sins  w^re  on  Him,  thtftwe  might  not  BuflBer. 
He  is  our  hope  and  our  example  !*' 
?: :    ^  But  do  yon  not  T^ooniAup  the  YirgiB  P" 

^'  We  do  not  wiordhip  her,  bnt  we  respect  her,  as-themo&flr 
^  tliB  Messiadits  ImmBBiity.  Oh,  bit,  think  what  iiie  Scadptnlre 
jMiffs,  *•  Neither  is  ifliere  saAvsfaion  m  may  oidiec.'  ^  This  is  Hfe 
Internal  to  hnow  idiee,  ths  onAj  tme  Gbd,  tmd  Jesas  Oluail, 
cuAiam  Idaou  hast  settt*  ^ 

^<  How,  then,  do  yon  hjope  to  i»  mt^eAf*  in^nired  ifae 
tofficflr,  JTstflwing  ottettd^y « 

^*-  ^By  8mi|ify  tracing  ito  fOw  Uood  9f  JonoL    W«  have 
SEither  pm^gafeory  obbot  indni^nDei.    Il/Ie  Jiced  sons  ^f  thene 
<4imig8.    The  loloai  q£  Cbnst  Jens  lobaoBts  wi  iaaxa  ;aU  <wr 
qrins.    IbwottldinBiiltJiimifwvwaivio'aMmi]^^^ 
'tSb  kfli  done,  flU  of  ibis  isKirik  twBSB  luA  i 
6-  '^SausAortttfiraithgCMMioansVil 
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«n  these  interoessoTS  between  the  sinner  and  his  SanonmoiM 
•ndmore."  v»''*^ 

'^  There  is  one  mediator  between  CK>d  md  man,  the  SHBT 
Christ  Jesus.  Oh,  look  to  Him,  and  He  will  help,  guide,  aaii 
saye  yon !"  replied  the  woman,  listening  to  the  young  man^ 
Toice  with  marked  interest.  • '  <  i 

Strangers  till  now  in  person  and  creed,  some  invisUt 
bond  of  friendship  was  unconsciously  drawing  them  together. 
Echard  paused  for  a  moment,  as  he  reflected  how  he  miglit 
save  her  from  her  impending  &te.  His  honour  as  a  soldkr 
forbad  him  betraying  his  trust,  but  his  pity  as  a  man  pre^' 
vailed,  and  he  felt  that  the  office  of  guarding  this  helpkw 
woman  for  the  crime  of  heresy  was  derogatoiy  to  his  charaotelv 
and  that  his  duty  would  be  more  honoured  in  the  breach  thali 
in  the  observance. 

^'  Madam,"  whispered  he  at  length,  ^'  my  heart  prompts  me 
to  help  you.  There  is  a  secret  door  in  a  passage  undergnrand' 
near  here,  which  is  known  to  few.  I  will  let  you  escape,  i 
think  I  can  manage  to  avoid  detection.  I  could  not  let  yoa 
run  the  risk  of  enduring  what  I  have  seen  your  country^ 
woman  suffer  to-day." 

"  Speak,  speak ;  was  she  my  sister  ?  Is  she  dead  ?  What 
did  they  do  to  her  P     Was  she  true  to  the  last  ?" 

'^  Stay  not  to  ask.  You  see  the  fruit  of  her  patience.  I 
risk  honour,  yea  and  life,  to  rescue  you  from  the  same  fate. 
Elee  to  the  mountains.  Do  not  stay  in  the  valleys,  nor  go  to 
La  Baudene,  which  is  in  ruins.  I  dread  to  tdl  you  of  the 
storm  that  hangs  over  your  churches." 

Echard  then  led  Martha  out  into  the  stone  corridor,  and 
they  crept  stealthily  along  until  they  descended  to  a  massive 
iron  grating.  Unlocking  this  they  traversed  another  undeiw 
ground  passage,  whose  sides  were  green  with  moss  and  danip^ 
and  from  the  top  of  which  the  water  dropped  through  from  ikr 
earth  above.  This  terminated  in  a  small  iron  door.  Unlocking 
this  they  forced  themsdves  through  a  narrow  aperture,  and^ 
stepped  outside  the  convent  walla  into  the  night  air.    Martir- 
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0ekad  Eohard's  Iiaad,  and  pressed  it  to  Her  lips,  breatliing  A 
prayer  that  Ood  would  bless  her  deliverer,  and  gnide  him  into 
toitti*  Eohard  returned  to  the  convent,  and  Martha  stood 
alane.  She  hesitated  for  amoment  asto whatdirectionsheshonld 
tdkOk  She  glanced  with  horror  at  the  turrets  of  the  convent. 
Her  sister  had  doubtless  perished  in  that  place.  She  trembled 
aH-  Ae  considered  her  own  peril,  had  not  the  efforts  of  that 
yontig  officer  released  her.  She  felt  gratitude  for  his  noble 
hazarding  of  himself  for  her  sake,  while  his  aversion  to  perse- 
ovtion  seemed  proof  of  the  nobilily  of  his  soul.  The  sound  of 
hift  voice  had  charmed  her  ear,  and  soothed  her  mournful 
iMart.  And  yet  she  felt  misgivings,  for  she  had  seen  the 
glitter  of  his  uniform,  and  knew  that  he  bore  a  sword  which 
Borne  commanded  him  to  sheath  in  the  bosom  of  those  who 
were  aliens  in  creed.  She  stood  irresolute  whither  to  flee. 
She  ooxdd  not  go  to  La  Bauddne,  which,  ravaged  by  fire  and 
^ord,  might  be  in  the  possession  of  the  Irish,  and  the  family 
liucleus  at  Villar  had  been  doubtless  scattered.  Bodolphe, 
her  father,  and  her  husband,  Janavel,  might  have  taken 
ref«ge,  as  was  proposed,  on  the  hills  of  Angrogna.  She 
would  go  there  first,  as  Echard  had  suggested,  and  if  she  did 
not  find  them,  would  seek  the  remnant  who  might  have 
escaped  to  Bora. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

THB  HAWE  AND  THE   DOVE. 

ABDomiB  was  still  at  Yillar  with  lolande,  Baynald,  and 
several  other  members  of  the  family,  who  delayed  their  do- 
parture  to  Angrogna  or  Bora,  expecting  the  return  of  Mat- 
gttirite  and  Madeleine  from  their  mission  to  La  Tour. 

Ardoine  anxiously  awaited  her  next  meeting  with  Echard. 
At  its  prospect  her  heart  fluttered  with  imdefined  sensations, 
wUdi  hovered  between  the  Umita  of  pain  and  pleasure,  and 
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ihe  pnlBe  of  the  in«id»  qiiiekaaed  aa^he  in  mmpgmikBOL  hf^ 
Vm  jxrcHLOimee  her  Bamaw  Baim  additunL  io  tJaos  8ke1ar9#^l 
ihadt  Ecbard  mi^t  Itofidead  t&env  in  eaoa  af  XBAS&mttu:vci^]ilt» 

Untrakted  m  thot  aori  of  diasemlsiizig,.  Ardoino  oouLJ^miI 
ml  ihe;  Bonrow  tmiA  interest  which  oceiipied  h&t  thooghlt; 
and  Monde,  with  a  womaai'a  pencdxaition^  soon  divined  ija$ik 
aome  secret  laj  hidden  is  her  heart*.  Her  jaaloua^  ef  Ardmofit 
which  she  had  felt  priocipallj  on^  acconnii  of  her  beanty  and 
ahaaracter,  had  been  infiomied  of  kite.  lolafioda  had  kncmn 
Eielaaird  at  Tnrin^  and  had  loyed  him  with  the  fitresbaesft  of  a 
£rst  love.  Not  long  be&xre  she  had  inddentallj  heard  Wmt 
ht  had  been  ihe  bearer  of  GaataJdo'a  edict  to  La  Bai»Mna^ 
and  she  had  been  tormented  bj  jealoua  feara  lest  he:  sbeniid 
have  seen  Ardoine.  Moreover  ahe  had  noticed  the  changai  in 
Ardoine's  manner — ^her  fiitahed  cheek  and  anxious  w- 
pression,  the  secret,  sigh,  the  late  nnexplained  absence^  all 
aeemed  signs  of  a  mystery,  whidi  lolande  resolved  to 
fctboTn> 

Ardoine  on  her  part  felt  inclined  to  trust  her  &iend  w^ 
ihe  secret,,  bnt  refrained  &om  delicacy  and  from  the  oeea- 
aiozKd  manifestation  of  lolande's  jealousy:,  though  the  latter 
did  her  best  to  suppress  it,  and  to  retain  Ardoiaa'a 
affection. 

1^0  one  in  the  family,  much  less  the  guileless  Ardoine, 
had  suspected  her  true  character,  and  they  continued  to 
treat  her  with  an  unreserred  kindness,  enhanced  by  their 
afflictions. 

"  Sister,"  said  lolande,  addressing  Ardoine,  "  how  grateful 
I  £eel  for  the  religious  knowledge  I  have  received  in  your 
enrcle !  Alas,  how  sad  it  is  to  see  yon  thns  scattered !  I  cafL- 
Bot  help  looking  back  to  La  Baud^ne,  as  if  it  were  my  own 
home.    You  were  all  so  happy  therer" 

^^  Ohy  don't  talk  of  it,  IcJande.  My  heart  cannot  dwell 
wit." 

'*  L^  ma  halp  to  bear  yanr  gjad^  and  ta  conafoii  yo«»    I 
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JM  80  ttuied  ix>  jaa.  ^beA  I  am  sStwaym  fengisg' fbr  jcMff  dom- 
pBttj.    I  quite  miafied  ytm  the'  oiliec  e^eoiii^,  when  ycm  wem 

^I  yv&at  oti4/'  replied  Ardokie^  '^io  caibn  myspirsto.  Iby 
wandering  among  those  hills  where  I  could  lifl  up  my  heart 
toOodfor  strength  to  bear  aid  Be  wagkb  appoint.  And  I 
'fltK^Qed  en  a  little  until;  I  eaoight  sight  of  our  old  fields,  and 
I  could  not  resist  going  to  the  spot  once  mx»e." 

**  I  wcmder  you  w&ee  not  afiraid  to  go  alosie.  What  led 
y&a  to  ma  mio  mch  danger  P" 

^  My  heart  led  me,"  answered  Ardoxne,  blushiitg,  "  to  visit 
mjf  Bfce>ther's  graTe.** 

"  But  you  were  away  a  long  time,  and  now  that  yon  hams 
tetaiaed  you  seem  to  hava  a  heavy  load  <Hi  your  heart. 
Cannot  you  tell  it  to  your  adopted  sister?  Let  me  ofier  yea 
wy  sympathy,  and  prove  Tcry  affectioii  hy  sharing  your 
Mnow&" 

^  Thank  you,  lolande;  do  you  not  think  that  there  is 
enough  to  doad  my  brow  when  I  look  back  at  the  past,  and 
see  my  friends  scattered,  my  home  ruined,  and  all  of  us 
Mtcasts/' 

''  Oh,  Ardoinel  do  not  allode  to  the  past;  you  are  eiver 
lockxag  to  that.  Our  Church  ha»  erred  gri&vimafy,  I  know. 
But  tell  me  what  has  weighed  cm  you  so  mudi  within  the 
last  few  days." 

** '  The  heart,'  say  the  .Scriptures,  ^kxtoweth  its  own  bit- 
temeas^'  and  every  one  of  us  has  some  private  grief&" 

"But  let  me  lighten  yours  by  sharing  them,  saerter 
Asdraie." 

"  Some  sorrows  we  canmot  share,  lolande,  and  it  would 
Bot  be  well  thai  we  i&ould  at  all  times  read  each  other's 
hearts.  Are  there  not  many  things  which  you  would  ke^ 
firomme*** 

"  None,;  sisterv  lume.  I  daire  teE  you  the  most  secret  pas- 
fages  of  nc^y  lile;  X  codid  confide  in  your  judgment  and  kin^ 
ness  if  I  were  iaa  yisml  ^Kcaltiesi.'* 
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**  Thank  jon,  dear  Mend,  for  yonr  generous  &elhi|f  Sad 
good  opinion.     I  trust  I  should  not  abuse  your  confidenoe.'^'^^'^ 

"  But  you  will  not  let  mo  do  the  same  to  you.  Do  ydflF 
doubt  me  ?  Have  you  seen  aught  whicli  leads  you  to  misfMgfi^ 
me?"  —  <•* 

"  No,  dear  lolande ;  why  should  you  ask  me  P    Wef  tiave 
received  you  as  one  of  ourselves  to  preserve  your  Mh&ttf^^- 
conscience  and  honour."  7"^"'! 

"  Do  not  I  know  that  ?"  replied  the  girl ;  "  and  have*yo«^^ 
not  instructed  me  in  God's  Holy  Word  ?     Have  you  not  ex- 
plained to  me  the  way  of  salvation  P     Oh,  Ardoine,  you  hs^ip^ 
acted  towards  me  like  a  sister,  and  I  would  fam  be  a  sister  ills' ^^ 
you  in  return." 

"  Such,  lolande,  you  shall  be,  although  in  position  i&dt^ 
knowledge  you  are  superior  to  me." 

"Ah,  but  you  refrain  from  giving  me  your  confideiiW'^ 
Does  friendship  thrive  on  mysteries  P    Does  affection  tritiit^k>» 
in  divided  souls  P     Is  not  transparency  of  heart  the  b^dt^"^ 
gauge  of  love  P    Is  not  its  unreserved  interchange  its  nobHsfst 
proof?"  :-/• 

"  You  talk,  dear  lolande,  as  if  you  loved.  Your  langua^': 
is  what  dear  grandfather  would  call  eloquent."  >?^ 

"  Then  it  is  because  I  fed.  I  love  you,  and  would  be  one^e 
with  you.  You  have  not  told  me,  Ardoine,  what  is  on  your  - 
heart.  You  know  that  I  am  a  women,  and  as  such  have  tiw) 
second  sight  with  which  women  cap  read  each  other's  feelings 
and  motives.  Now  I  am  sure  that  there  is  a  secret  troublini^  ^' 
your  peace." 

"Really,  lolande,  you  are  so  persevering,  I  suppose  I  i 
must  let  you  know  something  more,  as  you  suspect  a  mys- 
tery.    Perhaps  more  than  there  is.    Will  you  be  true-hearted- it 
like  a  bom  sister  P  "  .' :  fi 

"  I  will,  I  will.     I  swear  it  by  the  Immaculate  Virgin.'*  ^  o'.ii 

"Oh,  lolande!     What!     Do  you  swear  by  the  Virgilip 
I  neither  need  oaths  where  words  are  binding,  nor  daro'iu) 
listen  to  such  blasphemy  as  invoking  the  Virgin.'*  ■'••'• "' 
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^^^Bardon  me,  pardon  me;  yon  liave  often  told  me  tty 
(Bvefcome  this  evil  habit ;  but  the  force  of  education  is  strong, 
sigkd  the  most  wary  trip  sometimes.  Let  not  this  interrupt 
the  interchange  of  a  sister's  confidence.  You  haye  bound  ma- 
to  secrecy.     Do  you  require  anything  more  ?  '* 

^-*^  Welly  then,  I  may  tell  you  tiiat  I  accidentally  met  a 
steu^^r  two  or  more  evenings  ago,  and  he  informed  me  that 
preparations  were  making  for  a  general  massacre,  which  is  to 
fa)l  upon  us  like  a  thunderbolt.'' 

.  .  ^*  A  massacre ! — Oh,  Ardoine  !  such  a  thing  is  impossible ; 
sqanebody  has  been  deceiving  you ;  you  surely  could  not  be« 
liwre  such  a  monstrous  calumny !" 

*'  He  who  told  me  ought  to  know,  and  he  had  no  motives 
fo^  deceiving  me." 

"Oh,  you  do  not  know  the  world;  he  must  have  had 
Y  interested  motives  of  his  own  for  telling  you  so  base  a 
it  would  be  enough  to  brand  the  Church  with  eter- 
n^mfamy." 

1  **Well,  lolande,  you  have  only  to  look  back  to  history, 
and  I  fear  your  Church  has  some  sad  precedents  to  imitate, 
aiTil  learned  from  grandfather.  There  is  the  Bull  of  Innocent 
about  two  hundred  years  ago,  which  brought  such  havoCr 
among  our  brethren  in  Daupldny,  and  then  even  in  our  valleys 
oidy  a  hundred  years  since,  look  at  what  was  done  by  the 
Cemte  de  la  Trinity." 

r  ,"0h,  Ardoine!  is  it  kind  of  you  to  upbraid  me  in  this 
manner  with  the  deeds  of  our  Church  P  I  am  sure  you  would 
not  like  these  charges,  or  if  I  were  to  rake  up  history  to 
blacken  your  sect ;  but  I  was  never  taught  to  do  this." 

.  >^  Forgive  me,  lolande,  if  I  have  hurt  your  feelings.  I 
thtmght  that  you  saw  these  things  in  their  true  light,  and 
that  you  admitted  persecution  for  religion  to  be  contrary  to 
the  Bible." 

:  ^^  But  you  know  I  was  brought  up  from  infancy  in  th» 
CUuroh  of  Bome,  and  that  I  may  still  have  my  prejudices^ 
when  I  hear  her  cainmniated ;  I  am  tare  tins  story  of  the 

B 
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.aduuMcr*  is  a  laase  &ifancai»t»i.  Who  was  ycmr  autkority  ? — 
vibo  told  youP"  said  Idbuid«,  as  her  jealousy  of  Ardooae 
l^^WBt  to  o^eroome  har  self-Hiozitrol,  and  yagne  stLspicions  shot 
tinongli  hev  mind. 

"  I  was  told  it  oa  good  aathority,*'  replied  Ardoine  ma 
tone  of  sorrow,  "  and  I  liave  repeated  what  I  heard ;  I  fear  it 
ia  too  tnie,  and  it  is  for  us  to  aot  npon  the  warning." 
(     "  But  who  is  yonr  iafbrmant  P"  demanded  lolande,  with 
difficulty  bridling  her  temper. 

^  I  do  not  see  that  you  have  a  right  to  require  his  name ; 
it  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  fact  itself  which  the  past  m&kes 
more  than  probable." 

**  It  has  everytidng  to  do  with  it,"  answered  lolande,  im- 
patiently ;  *'  who  is  your  informant  ?— I  have  a  right  to  know, 
both  to  test  your  statement  and  also  because  my  personal 
aafety  is  concent;" 

•  ^'  I  assure  you,  sister,  my  axithority  is  trustworthy,  and  xu 
a  position  to  know  the  truth  of  the  case." 
.  "  Ah,  Ardoine,  there  is  some  mystery !  I  suspect  there  is 
soiaething  wrong ;  I  always  thought  you  were  so  guileless 
and  inesrperienced  in  the  ways  of  the  world ;  but,  perhaps, 
Hke  our  faahionablea  at  Turi^,  you  have  got  your  lover.  I 
see  it  is  a  man,  for  you  spake  twice  of '  him'  and  '  his  name.' " 

*'0h,  how  can  you  make  such  a  wicked  speech?"  said 
Ardoine,  bursting  into  tears.  "  There,  as  you  have  sworn  to 
keep  the  whole  affair  secret,  I  will  t«ll  you.  A  young  officer, 
by  name  Eohard,  in  the  Duke's  service,  gave  me  this  infor- 
asation." 

lolande  started  when  she  heard  the  name ;  her  undefined 
suspicions  were  rudely  confirmed.  Her  jealousy  of  Ardoine 
rose  even  to  hatred,  and  she  now  felt  the  impulse  of  persoaial 
feeling  to  be  zealous  in  the  Church's  work  of  betraying  ^ihe 
heretics.  Ardoine  had  seen  Echard,  and  he  must. have  felt 
strongly  towards  her  to  endanger  his  prospects  by  giving  such 
warning  to  a  Yaadda.  girl.  lolande  had  loved  Echard  with 
the  ferv^xK^  oi  a  yoBng  heart,  and,  unaocustomed  to  dsHp> 
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pohxtmeni,  she  Mt  the  throes  of  indigioatida.  a6  hep  own 
hopes  being  so  stuidenfy  assailed.  She  «bld  not,  howeresr, 
fisegei  the  Marduoness's  iii^jimdaiOB^  aod  determixied  to  re- 
strain herself,  the  more  effectually  to  disGoneort  her  rivii2^il 
ipkuifl* 

"Echard,"  said  lolande  mnsingfy,  **I  hare  heard  ifhe 
name  ;  he  is*  the  son  of  ihe  Marq<ais  of  Pianesse ;  jam.  must 
beware  of  him,  for  you  are  a  peasant  girl,  and  he  has  lived  a;t 
the  court.  He  must  ha^re  had  some  evil  motive  ta  lead  him 
out  of  his  way  to  give  this  pretended  advicd  to  a  Waldensiott 
heretic." 

"  No,  don't  speak  so  unkindly  of  him,'*  repliedi  Ardozo^ 
warmly ;  ^^  I  am  sure  he  is  true ;  his  noble  face  stamps  him 
as  one  who  wouM  scorn  deceit  or  cruelty ;  I  eouM  ri^  aaj 
lile  upon  him." 

"  You  seem  to  know  him  well,"  replied  Ioia»de,  with  a 
tinge  of  bitterness ;  "but  where  has^e  you  met  him  ?  for  ytnt 
appear  to  be  so  very  ctMifidential.  Ah,  now  I  remember ;  he 
h)Te  Gastatdo's  edict  to  tbo  &rm ;  you  made  his  acquaintance- 
then,  I  suppose." 

"No,  I  did  not  see  him." 

"  Not  see  him !  thea  how  do  yon  know  any&ing^  of  him  P* 

"  It  was  afterwards,  during  the  piUage  of  the  farm  when  I 
&rst  ssAfv  him.  I  was  in  great  dai^r  ifofm  ^e  brutal  soldiers ; 
he  who  was  their  ofi^er  rode  up  und  generousfy  saved  mo 
from  death  or  a  worse  fate,  and  Boaeelj  it  would  be  wrong  of 
me  not  to  feel  gratitude  towards  hdm,  or  to  mastotst  Itica  for 
the  future!" 

A  new  light  flashed  upon  lolande  as  she  mvttered  the 
words  "  when  I  first  saw  him."  Echard  'had  not  oiily  seen 
Ardoine,  but  had  rescued  her,  andjaieh  eontaet  Ic^aeude  felt 
was  full  of  peiil  to  two  young  heavti. 

"  You  must  xkot,  however,  be  toasure of  lum ;  heloiows  the 
way  of  the  court,  and  he  knows  how  to  &itter  those  w^  have 
Qony  beauiy ;  his  &ther  ie  a  sevvre  aiad  ervel  man,  ilmd  you 
kaotaw  the  proreciv  ^^^^  Mher  Uke  00a/    Ton  maiyrae>^ii 
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yon  liaye  faith  in  him*  Bui  yon  apx>ear  to  have  met  biinr^ie» 
oeDtljr,  when  he  gave  yon  this  information."  '  ra?< 

*'  I  met  him  two  eyenings  ago  hj  accident)  when  I  went  to 
iny  mother's  graye*"  ''^^ 

*'  By  accident !  I  think  that  is  very  likely ;  an  officer  of 
Savoy  meeting  a  Yandois  girl  on  a  dark  night  by  accidedil 
I  snspect  that  he  is  yonr  lover.  Do  yon  not  love  him  ?  Come, 
confess  now." 

"  I  never  asked  myself  the  qnestion.  I  grant  I  feel  a  draw^ 
ing  towards  him;  bnt  then  he  is  of  a  different  creed^  and  I 
promised  my  mother  on  her  death-bed  that  I  wonld  never  wed 
a  Boman  Gatholic." 

**  Tes,  bnt  where  the  heart's  concerned,  promises  are  3ik« 
ropes  of  sand.  I  thought,  dear  Ardoine,  that  yon  loved  Bay^ 
nald.  Poor  Baynald,  I  am  snre  he  loves  yon ;  indeed,  I  eotiC- 
fess  I  began  to  feel  somewhat  jealous  when  he  could  do  nothing 
else  bnt  talk  to  me  about  you.  He  is  a  fine  noble  fellow — so 
tell  and  handsome ;  and  how  his  heart  will  grieve  when  he 
knows  you  do  not  love  him,  but  love  a  stranger  I  I  sho«»id 
not  wonder  if  he  were  to  commit  suicide.  Ask  yourself  jf 
you  have  never  encouraged  him  ?  Will  it  be  right  to  neglect 
him,  and  risk  your  happiness  with  a  stranger  ?'' 

Ardoine  sighed  deeply,  but  made  no  reply,  and  lolande 
checked  herself,  fearing  lest  her  feelings  were  getting  tbe 
better  of  her  discretion,  which  might  arouse  Ardoine's  sufr* 
picions,  and  frustrate  her  intentions. 

^'Ah,  well,  Ardoine,"  said  lolande  in  a  tone  of  assumed 
kindness,  "  tell  me  how  many  times  you  have  already  met 
Echard  there?" 

**  Never  before." 

"  What,  never  before  ?  But  I  know  once  is  not  enongh 
to  thank  him  for  such  services.  You  said  when  you  first  saw 
him ;  you  are  going  to  meet  him  again.     When  io  it  ?" 

Ardoine  was  silent.     lolande  renewed  her  question. 

•*  Since  you  have  told  me  so  much,  sister,  tell  me  when 
you  meet  next.    Pon't  be  a&aid  of  my  interrupting  yon,  or 
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oaamng  to  Hear  your  sweet  speechefi.    No,  bat  dear  Ardoine,** 

said  she,  changing  her  manner,  *'  tell  m^  frankly,  as  a  sisterp 

3^faea  do  you  next  meet  P    I  may  be  nsefhl  to  yon ;  indeed, 

my  interest  urges  me  to  be  your  true  friend." 

lo  '<**  We  were  to  meet  to-morrow  night  again|  at  eight  o*clock| 

JEtfiber  sunset." 

,01^**  Where?" 

*'  At  the  same  place.    Near  the  farm,  on  my  dear  mother'li 

-  -■  - 1> 
grare. 

!     "But  are  you  not  afraid  to  go? '^ 

r  .  "No,  the  lives  of  my  friends  are  at  stake.    He  did  noi 

know  the  particulars,  but  will  tell  me  more  certainly  whit 

^rould  happen,  and  name  a  place  of  refrige,  where  there  may 

be  no  soldiers.    He  was  the  bearer  of  a  despatch  from  the 

Marquis  of  Pianesse,  and  from  what  he  had  heard  at  Turin  lie 

foBOted  it  related  to  some  cruel  plot  of  this  kind." 

CM   "  But  how  can  you  tell  that  he  is  the  one  you  are  to  meet  ?*• 

i.'[^  "Because  we  have  a  signal.     His  sword  is  to  be  placed  in 

Vb^  ground  near  my  hiding-place,  so  that  I  may  know  that  aH 

ifiSafe." 

:      "Sister,"  said  lolande,  affectionately,  "let  me  share  your 

danger.     I  will  come  and  escort  you ;  and  if  you  should  have 

anything  to  say  to  this  handsome  young  officer  in  private, 

iniiy,  you  can  give  me  a  hint,  and  I  can  retire." 

"  Oh,  lolande !  the  times  are  too  serious  for  jesting  about 

such  subjects.     I  have  treated  you  as  a  sister,  and  trust  you 

will  treat  me  in  the  same  way.    Now,  let  us  go  in  to  see  what 

kind  offices  we  can  render  to  our  dear  ones.     0  God !  gather 

us  together  again,  if  it  be  thy  will ;  if  not,  may  we  meet  in 

heaven,  where  sorrow  and  separation  shall  be  banished  for 


dvwmore 
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OHAPTSa   XV. 

*    •  THB  COITFESSIONAL. 

ImJUSDE  was  zxmoh  perplexed  after  het  conversation  with 
Ardoine ;  on  the  one  hand,  she  was  afraid  of  compromising 
Echard,  whom  she  still  loved;  and  on  the  other,  she  was 
jKudooB  to  promete  her  own  salvation  by  availing  herself  of 
snch  knowledge  for  the  good  of  the  Church.  From  time  to 
time  she  had  contrived  to  steal  away  to  meet  Malvieino,  who 
was  her  confessor,  to  inform  him  of  her  success,  and  to  quiet 
h^  conscie&oe  bj  auricular  confession,  and  his  priestlj  ab- 
jK>lation. 

.  She  had  arranged  to  meet  the  Abbot  tibst  evening,  but  was 
^decided  in  what  way  to  shape  her  conduct.  Her  heart 
.  struggled  between  the  guilt  of  perjury  and  tiie  pleasure  of 
^gratifying  her  jealoni^  in  the  disappointment  of  her  rival, 
fihe  had  not,  however,  nrnch  time  for  debate,  for  the  hour  had 
arrived  when  she  was  to  meet  the  Abbot,  whom  she  coiild 
hear  pacing  to  and  fro  in  the  distance.  "By  Pope  John 
XXTIL,  who  maintained  there  was  no  life  to  come,"  muttered 
Malvieino,  as  he  wrapped  himself  more  closely  in  his  Fraji«. 
ciscan  robes,  "  it's  cold  in  this  wood,  without  fleshly  comfort. 
I  wonder  if  the  girl  has  got  anything  worth  telling.  I  wish  she 
wouldn't  plague  me  so  about  confession  and  absolution.  I 
hiear  a  noise.  I  think  she's  coming.  Health,  my  daughter; 
the  Church  grants  thee  her  benediction  by  my  mouth  !" 

*'  I  thankfully  accept,  though  I  dare  not  claim,  the  BjoIj 
Mother's  fii-vour,"  answered  lolande.  "It  is  little  that  I  can 
do  among  these  sel£<x)nfident  heretics." 

"  You  have  found  it  difficult  work  then  ?  By  Popes  Leo, 
Hadrian,  and  Clement,  who  could  not  crush  the  Wittemberg 
impostor,  that  is  not  to  be  wondered  at.  You  see  how  long 
the  Church  herself  has  been  in  uprooting  these  harhets.  But 
what  news  for  our  Holy  Council  de  JPropagandd  ?  Have  you 
a  candidate  for  baptism  in  your  heretical  sister  ?" 
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"  Ardoine,  do  you  miean'P' 

•*  iTes,  from  yowr  ttcoonnt,  I  slumld  mneli  l&e  to  brmg  her 
ink)  the  true  fold,  and  to  convert  her  soul.**^ 

"  I  think,"  Baid  lolande,  wiih  hesitation,  "  that  I  hate  4 
due  to  something  that  will  bring  forth  fruit." 

**  Let  me  hear  it,  in  the  name  of  our  model  Pope  Alex- 
ander VI." 

*'  But,  Father,  I  had  to  swear  by  the  Holy  Virgin,  that  I 
would  keep  it  secret,  and  now  I  am  violating  my  conscience." 

"It  is  only  to  your  spiritual  father,  And  in  confession'; 
The  Virgin  will  not  deal  hardly  with  you ;.  but  to  make  you 
happy  I  will  absolve  you  at  once.  By  Pope  Clement  VII4 
who  absolved  Cellini  from  the  blood  of  Bourbon,  kneel  down, 
and  we  will  free  you  from  the  fault." 

lolande  then  knelt  down  before  the  Franciscan,  who  made 
the  sign  of  the  cross  over  her,  and  said— 

"  A  Vinculis  peccatorum  nostrorum  absolvat  nos  omnipo^ 
tens  et  misericors  Dominus.  Now,  daughter,  go  on  with 
your  statement." 

lolande  hesitated  a  moment,  for  her  love  prompted  heap 
to  conceal  the  name  of  Echard,  or  if  possible  to  secure  hiTn 
from  danger. 

"  Father,'you  have  given  me  absolution,  but  can  you  give  it 
to  others  who  are  concerned  in  the  matter,  except  the  heretics?" 

"To  be  sure  I  can.  Wasn't  the  absolution  in  the  plural? 
by  all  the  Popes  in  purgatory,  and  by  all  the  Dominicans  in 
hell,"  said  the  Franciscan,  crossmg  himself,  "we'd  absc^v* 
them  all  if  the  Church  were  only  paid  for  it." 

"  Then  you  will  absolve  all  save  the  heretics.'* 

^I  will,  my  dai:^hter;  I  am  all  a(;tentioB  to  heai^  your 

WOTds." 

"  I  have  discovered,"  proceeded  lolsude,  in  a  gloomy  tone, 
"  that  the  young  giii  Ardoine  is  to  meet  some  one  to-morrow 
night — ^who  do  you  think  it  is  ?** 

"Nay,  d<m*t  play  <2ie  coquette  by  keeping  on  old  mjaai 
guessing;  my  day  for  conundrums  is  gone  by." 
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^  She  is  to  meet  my  oonsm  Eehard*'' 

*^  Ah,"  ejaculated  ^  Abbot^  as  he  listened  atteniivdj^  ^3- 
hope  there's  no  treacheiy  in  the  camp*  I  owe  him  a  priTM# 
grodge,  especially  when  I  think  of  the  28th  of  January.  Atl> 
•-   meeting  her  again!"  7ii 

I  '*  It  appears/'  continued  lolande,  "  that  he  met  this  girib^tl 
La  Baudene,  and  warned  her  of  a  contemplated  massacre  oil 
the  24th." 

"  Shin  of  St.  Cyprian,"  cried  ont  the  Abbot,  "  how  did  he 
know  of  such  a  thing  P  Ah,  I  see,  he  was  on  duty  when  the 
Council  sat.  Oh,  you  skulking  viper,  we'll  tear  your  fangs 
out  before  yon're  ten  days  older.    What  more,  good  daughter  ?** 

'*  He  told  her  of  the  massacre,  and  he  has  an  appointment 
with  her  to-morrow  at  the  same  place,  when  he  will  give  hdr 
further  particulars." 

"The  Virgin  has  blinded  his  eyes.  Give  me  the  paSN 
ticulars.    You  have  well  earned  yonr  salvation." 

**  They  are  to  meet  to-morrow ;  she  will  be  hidden  thercs^ 
abouts,  and  his  sword  is  to  be  placed  in  a  mound,  as  th^ 
signal  that  he  has  come,  and  that  all  is  safe." 

"  The  Virgin  has  blessed  thy  pious  efforts.  We'll  change 
his  commission,  and  draft  him  into  Satan's  body-guard."       '^ 

**  Oh,  but  you  said  you  would  absolve  himandnot  injurehim.'* 

"  For  your  sake,  then,  we  will  absolve  him,  as  soon  as  he 
has  confessed." 

"  Father,"  continued  lolande,  "  my  conscience  reproaches 
me  for  having  broken  my  oath." 

"  Daughter,  these  are  your  woman's  fears.  The  end  and 
intention  are  everything;  the  means  are  only  to  reach  the 
end ;  the  result  is  Grod's  glory  and  the  snpport  of  the  Church. 
What  glorions  ends !  if  the  means  have  done  violence  to  yonr 
conscience,  your  self-conquest  is  more  meritorious.  Besides, 
I  have  given  you  absolution.  Go  on,  my  daughter,  I  sh^ 
make  good  use  of  your  information ;  keep  on  the  watch,  and 
let  me  know  if  there  be  aught  to  forward  the  interests  of  thq 
Church." 


^Forhine  fityonrs  me»''  said  the  Abbot  to  himself,  K(t^ 
fi^e^fl^iarated ;  **  I  changed  my  tutelary  reHc  to-day.  Them 
Uimofe  virtae  in  the  shin  of  St.  Cypriaii  than  in  the  veriebne^ 
^EnSt.  Agatha.  I  most  get  hold  of  that  sword  somehow.  Tha 
time  seems  to  have  come  for  me  to  let  Pianesse  know  abost 
ids^t's  death|  and  what  took  place  in  January  at  La  Baa«- 
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THB  ABBEST. 

J.'-' 

^BE  Ifarqnis  of  Pianesse  had  taken  up  his  quarters  at  the 
Convent  of  La  Tour,  where  he  was  organizing  his  plans  for 
carrying  out  the  intentions  of  the  Gonailium  de  PropaganiC 
Fide  extirpandis  Hcdreticis,  He  was  seated  in  a  spacious 
sqp«urtment  assigned  for  his  use,  and  before  him  stood  Echard| 
1^0  had  been  summoned  to  his  presence. 

"  Echard,"  said  the  Marquis,  as  he  fixed  his  eyes  steadily 
QQthe  young  man,  "how  has  the  cause  of  the  Church 'pros- 
pered in  your  hands  ?  We  have  conferred  much  honour  on 
you  in  confiding^  to  you  special  duties  in  this  holy  crusade, 
Xou  remember  the  dying  wish  of  your  mother  the  MarchionesSi 
and  also  the  resolution  of  the  Council  of  the  Propaganda;  we 
^e  about  to  carry  them  into  good  effect.  Are  you  not 
burning  to  distinguish  yourself  in  the  ranks  of  the  Church?'' 

**  I  am  at  your  orders,  my  lord,"  replied  Echard,  with  somo 
h^itation. 

"  At  my  orders !  Is  your  devotion  for  the  Church's  cause 
quickened  only  in  obedience  to  my  ordera?  This  does  not 
argue  much  zeal  on  your  part.  You  remember  the  consolation 
the  Marchioness  derived  on  her  death-bed  from  the  prospect 
pf  the  extirpation  of  here^  in  these  long  polluted  valleys?" 

''  By  what  means  do  you  propose  to  convert  them,  mj 
lord?'' 
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^  By  iv^baH  m^aasT^  *  By  ifihoBe  wluoh  heretics  he^  xxader- 
stand — ^by  appe&fog  to  what  they  ciJl  the  carnal  man — by 
Hie  sword.  If  the  dbetrmes  of  the  priests  and  the  weapons  of 
the  pulpit  oan't  snooeed,  it  is  for  the  soldier  of  the  Cross  to 
grasp  his  sword  in  order  to  lead  the  reensant  into  the 
fold." 

**  Excuse  my  freedom,  my  loi€,  but  I  should  think  that  the* 
appeal  to  the  sword  is  but  a  poor  substitute  for  argument. 
When  brute  force  supersedes  persuasion,  it  is  the  evidence  of  a 
weak  cause.  Why  can  we  not  conquer  the  heretics  by  dis- 
putation ?  Do  we  not  both  appeal  ultimately  to  the  same 
standard  of  faith  and  practice  ?  " 

"  How  now,"  answered  the  Marquis,  angrily ;  "  do  you 
dare  to  address  me  thus?  If  these  are  your  sentiments,  I. 
had  better  set  the  Inquisition  to  work  at  home  before  seeking 
for  converts  abroad.** 

"  I  only  meant  that  persecution  appears  hostile  to  the 
spirit  of  the  Christian  religion,  as  seen  in  the  character  and 
death  of  our  Great  Master." 

"So  you'rie  a  theologian  and  a  controversialist.  Then  I 
fear  you've  been  imbibing  poison  instead  of  zeal  by  beholding 
our  autos  da  fe.  1  sent  you  as  a  good  Catholic  to  uproot 
heresy,  and  they  are  sending  me  a  heretic  back.  I  thought 
yon  were  steadfast  in  the  faith,  and  was  loth  to  credit  any 
reports  against  yon.  But  I  now  see  the  cloven  foot.  I  hear 
that  in  January,  when  sent  for  the  enforcement  of  Gastaldo's 
edict,  you  gave  assistance  to  a  heretic  family,  and  actually 
slew  one  of  the  soldiers  of  the  Cross  with  your  sword.  I  have 
just  heard  this  from  the  Marchioness's  confessor,  but  thought 
it  was  a  calumny.  Dagot,  that  was  the  man's  name.  Perhaps 
it  was  true  ;  was  it?** 

"  I  did  what  hnmaniiy  bade  me  do,  and  what  you  woidd 
have  done,  had  your  daughter  been  in  danger.** 

**Hnmanitjr!  do  you  speak  of  humanity  when  rcHgion 
eHHa  VLB  to  the  work  of  salvation  ?  I  abjure  your  half-hearted- 
ness.    Yon  are  a  traitor  and  a  heretio  yourself.     I  disown 
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job;  '  Hot  tihyexeis  iietiiniek  neeetsiiy  tst  iktiBk,  f&t  y6n  are  bO 
'flOQ  of  mine.'^ 

^19^o  eon  of  jaaxs ! "  replieel  Eefaavd,  trembliBg  Tiolentfy. 
*^  I  do  not  imdorstanid  yon ;  I  have  alwayis  Teganled  the  late 
MardhioneBB  as  my  motlier,  notwiibBtacidmg  iihe  ^wmok  of  thaA 
BweetsiesB  iv^hidb  nahzre  c^eds  abroad  in  a  mother^s  heaart.** 

^'  Insnit  not  tiae  dead,  or  I  shaQ.  Te&ain  no  longer.  Yon 
uev^  bdoDged  to  me,  and  ahe  was  not  your  mother.  Asd 
now — ^to  be  rewarded  thns  for  all  tbe  liononrs  Fve  heaped  on 
you !     Yon  are  a  h^retie  at  heart,  and  not  a  Oathoilie." 

"  I  am  grieved,  my  lord,  to  differ  with  you.  I  wonld  not 
c^end  you  wiliingly^  for  many  ties  and  obligations  bind  me  to 
you." 

*'  Ties  and  oUigations !  and  how  Itare  yon  requited  themf 
But  it  is  necessary  that  Pianesse  shocdd  k»ep  hsmself  free 
&om  all  taint  of  heresy,  and  I  disown  yon,  though,  as  I  icM 
you,  you  were  nerer  a  aon  of  nxbie.  Your  low  blood  shows 
its  origin,  despite  your  education  and  advantages.  I  &ar  my 
wife  has  nursed  a  serpent  in  ber  bosom.  You  had  better  re- 
consider your  CredOf  or  we  will  award  you  the  punishment  of 
on  apostate.  I  understand,  also,  that  there  is  some  mystery 
about  the  heretic  entrusted  to  ytmr  ioeepingf  who  has  escaped. 
You  ahall  enter  her  odl  yourself  askd  I  will  jdaoe  a  move 
careful  sentry  over  you.  Ho!  guards,  disarm  the  prisoaeK^ 
and  remove  him  to  the  dungeon  natii  &rtfaer  orders.'^ 


CHAPTER  XVn. 

THB    TBTSnNG    PLACB. 

The  shadows  of  evening  on  the  £rst  day  in  Holy  Wedk^ 
deepening  rapidl^^  and  melting  the  vaidons  fBaiorea  of  tiba 
landscape  into  one  indiBtiinct  mass,  when  &  young  fmnaift 
descended  from  &e  Ckilfitle  on  the  side  of  Bcffa,  axul  seerstod 
herself  anumg  the  fanabv^Kid  vbioh  edged  ihe  PeU        Mtam 
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rtime  to  time  elie  <$rept  caationsly  along,  as  if  anzioas  to  escape 
observation ;  bat  a  look  of  calm  courage  was  visible  in  ibm 
.countenance,  as  if  some  overpowering  motive  were  leading  bei^ 
to  brave  the  perils  wbicb  beset  her  path.  Ardoine*s  faeft^ 
trembled  as  she  approached  the  deserted  £eurm  of  La  Bauddnoi 
She  drew  near  the  appointed  place  of  meeting,  bat  there  watf 
no  one  there,  and  her  eye  could  dimly  trace  the  mound  whi6]^ 
marked  her  mother's  grave.  After  some  time  she  thongtii 
that  she  saw  in  the  distance  the  figure  of  a  young  man,  clad 
in  the  uniform  of  a  Piedmontese  officer.  She  approached 
nearer  to  the  grave.  Her  eyes  had  become  accustomed  to  the 
light,  and  she  perceived  an  object  on  the  mound,  which  at  the 
first  sight  she  had  overlooked.  She  recognized  the  sword  of 
Echard  by  the  glitter  at  the  top,  and  the  ray  of  filmy  h'ghi^ 
which  glanced  from  the  blade.  Venturing  from  her  retreaiy 
she  knelt  upon  the  grave,  and,  grasping  the  jewelled  hilt, 
bent  forward,  lost  in  bitter  reflections.  How  much  was  these 
to  harrow  a  daughter's  heart !  Her  mother  lay  beneath^ 
She  stood  upon  the  ruins  of  her  home.  Her  family  werei 
scattered  and  impoverished,  and  many  of  the  little  ones  had 
perished  from  want  and  exposure.  Her  thoughts  then  r^ 
verted  to  Echard,  and  the  idea  of  his  presence  nerved  h^ 
with  courage.  He  could  not  be  distant,  for  the  signal  was  on 
the  grave.  ^^ 

These  reflections  flashed  through  her  soul  with  that  instaa.« 
taneous  combination  which  is  the  glorious  prerogative  of  the 
mind,  so  that  Ardoine  knelt  on  the  grave  only  for  a  moment 
in  point  of  time.  She  was  enjoying  for  an  instant  the  reverie' 
^f  unbidden  love,  when  the  heart  forgets  present  sorrows  in: 
the  fairy  dreams  of  a  brighter  fixture.  But  her  blissful  visioni^ 
were  rudely  dispelled.  A  short  thick-set  man,  with  black  haip 
and  beard,  clothed  in  the  robe  of  a  Franciscan,  rushed  out 
from  the  adjoining  copse.  The  terrified  girl  sank  motionless 
on  her  mother's  grave,  as  she  heard  a  fierce  voice  exclaiming, 
**  By  the  seven  Popes  who  cursed  all  who  maintained  that  the 
Fndicisoans  had  property,  don't  be  afraid.    Your  lover  was  cm 
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9|ftrd  to-night;  and  he  asked  me  to  take  his  place.  Ah/* 
said  he  to  himself,  as  he  gazed  at  her  face  in  the  twilight, 
Dili's  the  first  fair  look  IVe  had  at  her;  and  by  Pope  John 
XXH.,  who  cnrsed  the  other  seven  Popes,  she  has  got  a  pretty 
&oe.  Now  don't  straggle  and  scream.  I  shall  do  yon  no 
harm.  If  yon  listen  to  my  arguments  yon  need  fear  nothing, 
ikll  will  be  well  when  yon  become  a  danghter  of  the  true 
Church." 

hr  "Oh,  help,  help!"  screamed  Ardoine.  "Is  there  no  one 
ia  save  me  ?     Oh,  mother,  let  me  perish  on  thy  grave ! " 

.  "  Hnsh,  don't  scream.  Here,  Villalmin,  help  me  with  the 
girl,  or  she'll  straggle  oat  of  my  hands." 
1-  "Oh,  madness!"  exclaimed  Ardoine,  "to  trast  in  a  stran- 
ger. I  would  have  risked  my  life  on  his  honour.  lolande 
was  right.  Oh,  save  me !  Is  there  none  to  help  ?  " 
, ;  "  I>o  not  cry ;  all  will  be  well.  How  do  you  think  an  officer 
and  the  son  of  the  Marquis  could  come  to  you?  His 
conscience  smote  him  for  having  dealings  with  a  heretic,  and 
he  revealed  it  to  me  in  confession,  so  he  bade  me  keep  his 
Appointment,  and  try  to  convert  you.  You  were  to  have  met 
Echard  here,  and  the  sword  was  your  signal  i  so  you  see  that 
he  has  explained  all  your  arrangements." 

'  Ardoine,  however,  did  not  succumb  without  a  struggle. 
She  screamed  for  help,  but  the  rude  gusts  of  wind  were 
nature's  only  answer  to  her  supplications.  At  length  her 
Btrength  failed,  and  her  voice  grew  fainter.  Throwing  down 
^kxB  sword  the  Abbot  grasped  her  in  his  arms,  and  summoning 
ins  mercenaries  to  his  assistance,  secured  her  beyond  the 
possibility  of  escape.  The  darkness  favoured  his  return  to 
La  Tour.  Transporting  his  prisoner  thither  he  secreted  her 
in  a  dungeon,  until  circumstances  might  enable  him  to  prose- 
cute his  plans. 
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CHAPTER  XVm. 

RATKALD    AJm    lOLAlTBlL 

Raynald  having  heard  of  the  approach  of  the  Marquis  of  Pia- 
^esse,  had  left  Yillar  to  act  in  concert  with  his  &ther,  Janavel, 
who  for  some  time  past  had  been  disciplining  a  few  peasants 
in  defence  of  the  valleys.  He  returned  to  Villar  early  in  the 
week,  to  make  arrangements  for  the  removal  of  the  remnant, 
when  he  found  that  they  had  been  obliged  suddenly  to  dis- 
perse, owing  to  the  incursions  of  the  soldiers* 

lolande  and  one  or  two  of  the  children  had  secreted  them- 
selves in  the  neighbourhood,  hoping  to  escape  the  insults  of 
the  Piedmontese  and  Irish  outlaws. 

Bodolpho,  he  learned,  had  gone  to  Gastelluzzo,  and  his 
Q,unts,  Eenee  and  Lucille,  with  the  greater  part  of  the  child- 
ren, to  the  upland  village  of  Bora. 

*'  Baynald,"  said  lolande,  addressing  him  as  soon  as  she 
recognized  him,  "I  am  glad  you  have  returned.  I  am  so 
anxious  about  Ardoine.  I  fear  that  some  misfortune  has 
overtaken  her." 

"  For  Heaven's  sake,  lolande,  what  do  you  mean  ?  What 
xnisfbrtune  has  happened?" 

"  I  cannot  tell,  but  she  has  been  absent  soiae  time  now.  I 
have  accidentally  learned  that  she  had  an  appointment  witL 
an  o£Q.cer,  the  Marquis  of  Pianesse's  son,  and  since  then  she 
has  not  been  heard  of." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  Speak  again.  An  appointment ! 
Officer  ?     Ardoine  ?     My  brain  is  in  a  whirl." 

"I  am  sure  you  will  feel  the  blow  acutely,"  replied 
lolande,  "because  we  know  your  devotion  to  her,  although 
she  did  not  appear  to  value  it  much.  I  often  wondered  at  her 
neghgence  of  you,  and  felt  vexed  myself  when  I  saw  how 
grieved  you  were  in  heart." 

"  Cease  these  remarks,"  replied  Haynald,  abruptly, ''  ncnr 


trifle  tnth.  a  iroimdad  spirit.  Tell  me  all  yeuknow  about  My 
eoQsixi." 

"  What  I  know  I  learned  from  her  own  lips.  She  wa»  to> 
meet  the  son  of  ihe  Marquis  of  Pianesse,  near  the  farm  of  La 
Baudene.  In  Tain  did  I  represent  ^e  danger  of  stush  a  pro«^ 
needing,  for  she  was  determined  to  goJ' 

^'  Who  is  ibe  o^cer  P"  exclaimed  BajHAld,  passionately. 
"  Is  his  name  Echard  ?" 

"!N<)w  that  yoa  remind  me,  that  is  his  name.  I.  wonder 
how  I  forgot  it,  for  she  repeated  it  over  so  often,  and  with 
such  an  emphasis,  that  I  cannob  bat  think  she  lores  him." 

Baynald  bowed  his  he£bd,  and  the  giant  frame  of  1^ 
mountaineer  trembled  under  the  tumult  of  his  agony  like  tbe 
aspen  beneath  the  nordiem  blast.  His  cheek  grew  pale,  1^ 
moisture  stood  in  drops  upon  his  brow,  and  he  caught  hold  of 
lolande  to  prevent  himself  from  falling. 

"  It  would  appear,'*  continued  lolande,  "  that  she  has  met 
him  several  times.  Did  he  not  take  Gastaldo's  edict  to  your 
farm  on  the  25th  of  January  ?*' 

Baynald  groaned  in  spirit,  but  made  no  reply. 

"  Perhaps  she  saw  him  then,  and  interchanged  confidences. 
They  met  agaan,  at  the  wreck  of  the  fearm,  and  she  told  me 
she  owed  him  a  debt  of  gratitude  for  what  he  did  there,  f<^ 
he  so  contrived  it,  that  he  appeared  fei  the  (iharacter  of  ii^r 
deliverer,- from  hia  own  soldiers ;  one  would  think  there  nrast 
be  some  foul  play,  for  it  would  be  extraordinary  that  a  noble 
tfnd  Catholic  officer  should  seek  a  heretic  peasant  girl  with 
honourable  purposes.** 

Raynald  gnashed  his  teeth  with  rage  and  disappointment. 
•^Ah,  why  did  I  not  run  him  through:  with  his  own  sword 
when  I  had  the  e^portunity  ?  I  sa^him  on  his  knees  to  her. 
O  Lord,  forgive  me  if  in  my  erring  it«ture  I  haffbcrtur  thoughts 
of  revenge ;  but  I  'feel  as  if  I  must  lihed  blood.  Oh,  Tbtf 
cousin,  you  may  Im  in«4fee  hands  ef  a  betrayer  \  You  may  btf 
a  prisoner  in  the  convent !  You  must  have  been  deceived  hy 
Vtn  \    I  feel  mere  yen  «ra  inHoeemftl    You  acre   guiltless ! 
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Ardoine,  Ardoine,  I  may  never  see  you  again.  Oh  ihnir 
I  had  been  one  of  the  three  killed  last  night  at  the  faaiwr 
ricader 

**  They  have  met  before,**  continued  lolonde,  ^'  at  the  sam^: 
place.  He  was  coming  from  Turin  a  few  days  ago,  and  they; 
had  a  long  conversation  near  her  mother's  grave,  for  she  tol^f' 
me  some  of  the  particulars,  and  they  agreed  to  meet  again  last^ 
night." 

*^  Oh,  cousin,  what  can  I  think  P    I  must  acquit  you.     ECe  ■. 
is  a  deceiver;  but  that  is  nothing  new  to  those  who  wefNK^ 
Bome*s  livery.    Ah,  my  cousin,  for  your  love  I  would  hare . 
dared  anything !    Have  I  lost  it  for  ever  P    Shall  I  see  you  no 
moreP    Your  smile  haunts  me.     Oh,  I  cannot  think  of  it  L 
Would  that  I  had  been  there !     Bevenge !     If  I  could  meei^ 
him  and  strip  off  his  uniform,  he  should  feel  a  brother's  veq^ 
geance.    How  do  you  know  all  these  circumstances  P    ToUi 
Biay  be  deceived,"  exclaimed  Baynald,  looking  lolande  sternly 
in  the  &€e. 

*^  I  learned  them  from  herself"  replied  lolande  calmly* 
'^  I  could  not  have  learaed  all  these  particulars  from  any  one 
else.  She  was  to  go  to  the  grave  again.  I  could  not  prevent 
her,  and  she  would  not  allow  me  to  go  with  her.  You  secmf 
to  doubt  me.  Let  us  hasten  to  the  place,  and  see  if  we  can. 
find  anything  to  confirm  what  I  state.  His  sword  was  to  be^ 
driven  into  the  ground  as  a  signal.  Let  us  go  and  see ;  I  shall 
not  be  afraid  to  go  with  you." 

"  Let  us  hasten  there,  lolande.  Oh  that  I  had  been  earlier^ 
I  would  have  rescued  thee,  Ardoine ;  yea,  at  the  sacrifice  of 
my  life !  Little  did  I  think,  when  meditating  on  thee  by  day 
and  night,  my  cousin,  that  thou  wast  in  such  danger.  What 
is  life  in  comparison  with  the  happiness  of  those  we  love  9 
The  thought  of  thy  danger  would  have  nerved  me  to  brava 
«a  army.  Oh  that  heaven  may  shield  thee  from  the  treacher« 
OQS  myrmidons  of  the  Church  of  Bome.  Quick,  lolande ;  let 
W  hasten  to  the  place." 

Before  long  Baynald  and  lolande  reached  La  Bauden& 
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Tlle^  searched  about  the  cypress  tree,  groping  on  the  grave 
nt^Ml^d  with  their  hands  in  the  darkness. 

*'  Oh,  Eaynald,  here  is  something  which  feels  like  the  fhig^ 
zsH^fs  of  a  dress.    And  here  is  the  shred  of  a  handkerchief, 
^^c^  looks  like  Aj^oine's.     There,  hold  it  np  to  the  modni> 
ligiit." 
^ -lUynald  did  so,  and  gra^d  it  convnlsively. 

"I  feel  something  else — ^here  is  a  piece  of  an  officer's 
epaulette.  There  mnst  have  been  a  struggle.  There  may  be 
something  more.  Oh,  it  is  too  true !  My  sister,  then  art 
betrayed !" 

\Raynald  searched  about  in  silent  agony  until  he  discerned'  * 
something  glittering.  He  pulled  it  out  of  the  tangled  bmsli* 
wbod  in  which  it  was  half  buried,  and  at  the  first  touch 
recognized  that  sword.  There  is  that  jewelled  handle,  proving 
i¥io  be  that  of  the  officer  Schard,  who  had  worn  it  at  the 
aJinouncement  of  Gastaldo's  edict.  It  was  the  sad  confirma- 
tion of  lolande's  words.  There  had  been  a  struggle,  and  the 
sword  must  hare  been  dropped  in  the  encounter.  Yainlj 
hoping  to  disprove  his  conjectures,  he  held  it  up  in  the  star- 
light ;  but  after  a  moment's  inspection,  dashed  it  to  the  ground. 
He  recognized  it  as  the  one  which  he  had  picked  up  in  Aunt 
Marie's  room.  Twice  had  he  seen  it  before.  Without  doubt 
it  was  Echard's  sword.  His  previous  sorrow  rose  into  frenzy, 
as  he  accused  Ardoine  of  being  faithless  and  false.  There  was 
a  plot.  They  had  conspired  together.  Then  as  his  rage 
abated,  his  affection  regained  its  sway,  and  he  absolved  Ap- 
^ine.  There  were  marks  of  a  struggle,  and  she  might  have 
been  taken  prisoner.  The  circumstances  might  be  difficult  to 
n^concile,  but  Ardoine  must  be  guiltless.  He  had  known  her 
all  her  life,  and  her  religion  would  lead  her  to  prefer  death  to 
dishonour.  But  as  for  Echard  he  knew  him  not.  He  knew 
the  treachery  of  Eiome's  servants,  who  were  often  wolves  in 
sheep's  clothing,  and  he  remembered  his  tones  of  menace  when 
he  delivered  Gkstaldo's  edict,  and  his  attitude  in  Aunt  Marie's 
cumber.    Ardoine  had  been  decoyed  away,  and  he  should  see 
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liirnomore!    Thatlove^.  the  joy  of  his  life,  and  which  exa^. 
vived  the  desolation  of  home,  had  become  a  cruel  moeking^  fc»a 
hiA^beloydd might  perifll^  in  the  dungeon,  the  victim  of  some 
profligate  pri^t.     The  stalwart  mountaineer  was  eonyulsedrr: 
with  agonj  as  he  picked  up  the  sword  again*.    In  hia  grief  he 
remembered  her  on  whose  grave  he  stood,  and  wished  that  ha  I 
lay  buried  by  her  ^de.    Alas !  the  sanctity  of  the  tomb  had 
been  outraged,  and  a  betrayer  might  have  trampled  on  the 
mother's  ashes,  in  his  vile  abduction  of  the  daughter.    The 
3*uus  of  his  others'  home  were  before  him,  and  when  he  rep-  : 
viewed  the  beloved  members  of  that  circle  who  had  perished , 
or  disappeared,  his  heart  felt  the  poignancy  of  an  orphan's  ; 
grief.     He  could  have  breathed  a  vow  of  vengeance,  but  he 
renbrained  himself.    Let  him  not  defile  the  silence  of  the  grava 
with  human  passion,  for  it  is  written,  ''  Yengeanoe  is  mine;  I 
win  repay,  saith  the  Lord."     He  believed  that  his  Saviour  waa 
looking  at  him,  pointing  him  to  Calvary,  and  bidding  hioBL 
foUpw  the  example  hi&  Master  left  when  He  expired  on  the- 
«B0S8.    Baynald  then  became  more  composed,  though  ihA. 
ai§^  of  the  sword  which  he  carried  away  excited  an  occasional 
4)mtbur8t  of  anger  and  griefl 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

THE  surroB. 

Tab  minds  of  men  have  many  languages,  varied  in  their 
utterances  or  arbitrary  hieroglyphics ;  the  hearts  of  men  have 
but  one  taught  them  by  Nature — ^the  language  of  emotion. 
The  former  are  the  legacy  of  impiely.  and  lie  symbols  of  dia- 
cord ;  the  latter  is  a  bond  of  sympathy.  This  welds  humaoiigj 
tbgether,  establishing  a  Freemasonry  between  the  dwarfs  c£ 
Hhe  Arctic  Circle  and  those  of  Terra  del  Fuego,  between  thQ^ 
crouching  slave  of  Africa  and  the  proud  Caucasian. 

lb  is  thus  that  the  present  interprets  the  past.    The  to^ 
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of  ihe  Bomaai,  the  corslet  of  the  soldier,  the  cassock  of  tber 
priest^  the  kirtile  of  the  mediasyal  maiden,  differed  as  the 
cntoms  of  the  times,  but  thej  covered  hearts  ^diose  passions 
nM#Ted  according  to  the  same  laws. 

The  plagues  of  Athens,  Constantinople,  Florence,  and' 
Milan  have  prodnced  like  phenomena  in  different  times ;  the 
emir  of  Behoboam  has  been  r^ieated  in  gross  and  in  minia- 
tore^;  nations  have  gone  throngh  political  phases,  from  the 
licence  of  the  mob  to  the  iron  heel  of  the  despot,  according  to 
nnerring  law ;  Xerxes  has  his  folly  reproduced  in  the  presexit* 
dagr  on  a  national  scale ;  and  all  this  because  the  passions  of 
the  heart  are  diangeless. 

It  is  thia  troth  which  has  made  Shakspeare  the  child  of 
l^fadinre,  and  his  works  the  heritage  of  no  section  of  mankind . 
bmt  of  the  hnman  race. 

Ardoine  was  at  first  paralyzed  by  her  nnforeseon  calamities, 
for  she  was  more  susceptible  to  sorrow  from  her  gnilelessness 
aiMi  her  intensity  of  feeling,  the  privilege,  and  therefore  some- 
times the  misfortune,  of  youth.  She  beheld  the  bright 
visions  of  La  Baudene,  floating  on  the  horizon  of  the  past, 
with  greater  anguish  firom  the  experience  of  pres&at  misery. 

As  is  the  joy,  such  is  the  sorrow ;  as  is  l^e  good,  such  is 
the  evil ;  even  as  the  height  of  tho  mountains  corresponds 
with  the  depths  of  the  ocean. 

The  remembrance  of  her  ruined' home  and  exiled  friends^ 
some  of  whom  had  perished,^  might  well  oruali  her  spirit  with 
unutterable  sorrow.  Amidst  her  grieSB  her  heart,  yeftiming  * 
for  human  sympathy,  turned  to  him  whose  image  had'  been 
absorbing  her  souL  But.this  topic  waa  one  of  aggravaticmr; 
she  had  cherished  hopes  of  his  CQnv«Psioii  and  fidthfulness ; 
they  were  now  merged  in  despair.  He  had  betrayed  h^,  and- 
had  been  a  party  to  the  ambush  fay  whioh  she  had  bees 
entrapped.  She  wonld  repudiate  his  memory.  Again  her 
heart  pleaded  on  his  behalf,  for  he  had  once  rescued  her,  and^ 
fqpproached  her  with  the  respect  of  love^  She  dared  not 
aaalyze  her  fedimga  towavds  him  whose-  xmhidden  imagers 
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dwelt  in  her  heart,  and  whose  name  hovered  on  her  lipSt 
Why  was  he  not  there  P  If  he  had  deceived  her,  the  thongb^ 
was  intolerable.  He  nxight  himself  have  been  betrayed,  for  in 
giving  her  that  warning  he  had  told  her  of  the  danger  to 
which  he  had  exposed  himself.  There  mnst  be  an  explanation; 
she  would  cherish  the  thought,  though  she  might  never  live 
tp  hear  it  from  his  lips  on  earth;  but  why  interrogate  her 
feelings,  for  he  belonged  to  that  Church  which  she  wae 
pledged  to  abjure,  and  a  member  of  which  she  could  not 
wed. 

"  Oh,  my  mother !"  exclaimed  Ardoine,  with  an  outburst  of 
grief,  "I  have  wept  over  your  death-bed,  I  have  knelt  on 
your  grave,  and  now  your  orphan  will  perish.  I  shall  soon 
join  you.  Father  of  heaven,  for  Christ's  sake  forgive  my  past 
sins.  I  pray  for  him  ;  the  heart  can  speak  to  its  Ood.  Save 
him,  and  bring  him  to  the  knowledge  of  the  truth.  Thou  art 
all-powerM;  I  dare  not  distrust  Thee  even  here,  for  tfa0 
gates  of  brass  can  open  of  their  own  accord  at  Thy  word.  :  I 
will  remember  the  sweet  words  of  my  mother  and  grand- 
father. Oh,  my  little  ones,  who  have  escaped  to  Eora,  you 
will  not  forget  to  pray  for  your  Ardoine." 

She  was  disturbed  in  her  reflections  by  the  entrance  of  the 
Abbot,  whom  she  recognized  as  her  captor. 

"Daughter,**  said  Malvicino,  speaking  with  the  smooth- 
ness of  the  ecclesiastic,  "  I  have  come  to  administer  spiritual 
consolation  to  your  bruised  spirit.  Tell  me  your  grief,  my 
diild,  and  I  will  lead  you  to  the  bosom  of  the  Virgin.'* 

"Gk)d  is  my  comforter,"  replied  Ardoino  faintly;  "yoa 
have  made  my  griefs  more  bitter  than  before." 

"I,  daughter!  by  Pope  Alexander's  sons,  Gandia  and  the 
fratricide  Valentine,  I  am  your  friend ;  that  officer  plotted  to 
min  you,  and  I  interposed  to  save  you." 

"Who  would  ruin  me?  I  do  not  tmdorstand  your 
zneaning." 

''  Eohard,  the  bearer  of  Gastaldo's  edict.  He  is  a  traitor, 
and  would  have  carried  you  off.    But  now  you  are  under  my 
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<!iard,  and  I  will  instmct  you  in  onr  boly  faith,  and  then  you 
4^illbehappy/» 

VA  '"Oh,  I  don't  believe  itT'  replied  Ardoine,  wringing  her 
!bkxids.  "Ecbard,  wast  thou  false?  No,  you  must  be  thtt 
ti^itor!" 

' ^  "  Daughter,  you  know  not  the  world;  you  have  allowed 
jrour  heart  to  plead  for  the  wretch  whom  you  should  hate, 
^ut  let  mo  teach  you  to  say  an  ^  Ave  Mariay  and  to 
cross  yourself;  and  when  you  are  a  good  Catholic  you  shall 
then  have  everything  that  you  can  desire." 

"lam  not  a  Catholic,  and  never  can  be!  Release  me 
flrom  this  dreadful  dungeon,  or  else  leave  me.  Oh,  Echard, 
if  I  perish,  I  perish." 

•^^^^  By  the  Pope's  triple  crown,*  I  am  glad  that  knave  did 
liot  meet  you.  But  you  may  trust  me.  You  shall .  not  stay 
ibng  in  this  cold  place  if  you  will  repent.  Perdition  take  the 
•Oonncil  of  Placentia  and  their  decree  about  celibacy,"  said 
^Malvicino  to  himself,  "  but  so  far  as  practice  goes,  it's  a  dead 
letter.  The  Vicars  of  Christ  don't  care  much  for  it  in  practice, 
ISO  I  don't  see  why  a  Franciscan  should.  Although  she  is  a 
heretic,  and  a  rebellious  one,  she  is  reaUy  beautiPal.  Don*t  be 
afraid  of  me,"  continued  Malvicino  aloud ;  "  you  have  only  to 
try  to  please  me,  and  you  shall  be  happy.  I  have  a  cottage 
on  the  Adige ;  you  must  make  that  your  home  if  I  release 
you." 

The  blush  of  the  maiden  mantled  her  cheek,  as  she  looked 
with  the  fearlessness  of  innocence  into  the  face  of  the  Fran- 
ciscan. 

*'  Consent  to  be  my  wife !"  said  Malvicino,  in  a  cajoling 
tone. 

"Are  you  a  Roman  Catholic  priest,"  answered  Ardoinie, 
in  a  tone  of  indignation;  "and  dare  you  talk  thus  to  :a 
heretic?" 

"  A  dispensation  from  Rome,  amove,  will  arrange  every- 
thing.    A  blessing  on  Pope  Leo  in.,  who  invented  indol- 
'<^ences.      That's  a  blessed  bit  of  parchment,  signed  and 
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moiAed  hy  ike  "Pope,  which,  can  unload  a  heavy  conscience. 
My  love  will  not  hurt  you,"  continued  the  Abbot,  falling  on 
Uei  knees.  ^  I  will  do  all  I  can  to  make  you  happy ;  you 
cludlbe  mistress  of  all  I  possess,  if  you  will  only  keep  a  sm3e 
on  those  bright  eyes." 

^  Avaamt,  base  hypocrite  1"  cried  Ardoine,  retreating  into 
Hie  comer  of  the  dungeon.  "  God  of  the  orphan  and  the 
«ndow,  protect  me !" 

"  Ardoine,  I  love  you !  I  will  abjure  my  priestly  robes  to 
win  your  heart." 

"  I  will  embrace  death  first !"  replied  the  girl. 

**  Oh,  let  me  not  urge  my  suit  in  vam ;  I  am  ready  to 
sacrifice  all  my  hopes  of  future  preferment  for  your  sake." 

**  Wretched  man,  can  you  thus  break  the   oaths  which^ 
bind  you?    I  reject  your  offers,  and  will  denounce  your 
troachery." 

^*Nay,  then,"  said  the  Abbot,  rising  firom  his  knees,  **  if  I 
cannot  win  you  by  fidr  means,  I  will  try  another  method. 
Enow  that  I  have  only  to  speak  to  the  Council  of  your  heresy, 
and  you  will  be  condemned  to  the  torture." 

**  I  will  be  true  to  my  faith,  God  helping  me,  and  say. 
Welcome  torture  rather  than  disgrace." 

*'  Nay,  be  mine,  and  you  need  not  fear ;  but  if  you  wifl 
not  hear  reason,  I  shall  not  interpose  to  save  you  from  the 
Church's  vengeance.  Bethink  you  of  what  I  have  said,  or  by 
the  Pope's  toe,  which  I  once  kissed,  I  will  place  you  on  the 
rack,  and  see  if  that  will  not  bring  you  to  your  senses.  My 
threats  are  not  in  vain,  so  I  shall  leave  you  here  for  a  while  to 
reflect  on  the  alternatives." 

"  I  will  prepare  myself  for  death,"  said  Ardoine.  "  I  fe^ 
that  the  presence  of  God  and  purity  of  conscience  are  sweeter 
than  bodily  ease.  Wretched  man!  you  insult  that  very 
crucifix  wHch  has  heard  your  words.  I  feel  sure  that  Echard 
has  not  deceived  me ;  your  conduct  assures  me  of  it.  I  will 
die  with  this  consolation.  O  God,  if  we  should  both  be  called 
to  jtuffer,  we  shall  meet  above,  and  be  parted  no  more." 


THB  TmSOSVEU  963 ' 

^'I  could  not,''  said  ilie  Abbot  to  liimself,  as  be  paamd 
out  of  tbe  door,  "  I  oould  not  break  that  Jeor  form.  I  hope 
she  will  not  be  obstinate.  I  mnst  pnrge  lier  from  her  lieresj, 
and  win  her  heart  j  and  by  the  two  zi^t  arms  of  John  ihe 
Baptist  at  Genoa  and  Malta,  she  has  a  bra¥e  heart,  and  is 
worthy  of  MalvicinQ,  Confessor  to  ilie  Marchioness,  and 
Abbot  of  the  order  of  St.  Erancis." 


CHAPTER  XX 

THE  PBIBaKIOC. 

'  EcHABD  was  now  a  prisoner  in  that  cell  at  whose  door  be  had 
lately  stood  as  sentry.  But  yesterday  he  had  ranked  as  ike 
son  of  the  Marqxds  of  Pianesse,  and  as  an  oiEoer  of  his  Royal 
Highness  the  Duke  of  Savoy ;  now  the  blighting  suspicion  of 
heresy  had  been  cast  upon  him,  ihe  yery  breath  of  which 
bore  with  it  degradation,  not  to  say  death. 

Suffering  as  he  was  through  the  intolerance  of  the  Chnrdi, 
his  previoiLS  misgivings  as  to  the  soundness  of  her  faith  and 
practice  became  more  confirmed  from  bis  own  personal 
treatment.  In  the  gloom  of  tho  dungeon,  the  remembranee 
of  the  last  few  months  added  to  ihe  disquietude  of  his  con- 
science. The  hollow  ceremonies  of  Rome,  the  death-becL  of 
the  Marchioness,  the  painftil  scenes  connected  with  the 
expulsion  of  this  primitive  people  from  their  homes  in  the 
depth  of  winter,  the  special  misery  witnessed  in  the  farm  of 
La  Baudene,  the  discussion  of  the  Council  of  the  Propaganda, 
had  strengthened  his  doubts  as  to  the  morality  of  conversion 
by  the  sword ;  while  the  noble  and  xntelHgent  confession  of 
the  two  brothers  whose  examination  he  laid  heard,  the  horrible 
jnartyrdom  of  that  hapless  woman,  the  remembrance  of  her 
faith  and  con^iancy,  his  eonversotion  with  Ardoine  on  tlee 
^ave,  and  with  her  whom  lie  liad  lately  guarded  in  this  ceOif 


1t64  THE  SIX  SISTSBS  OF  THE  VALLEYS. 

)iad  supplied  the  yacnnm  those  doubts  had  created,  and  giv%ii 
his  mind  more  insight  into  positive  truth.  -^ 

"Not  his  son!"  he  exclaimed  aloud,  as  his  thougWts 
abruptly  changed  under  his  complicated  grief.  ''Not  Isis 
son !  not  her  son !  who  and  what  am  I P  Does  a  stain  blot 
my  birth,  as  well  as  heresy  my  character?  Ah!  Rome,^I 
have  heard  of  the  cruel  absolution  thou  dost  give  to  the  sets- 
poctod.  Perhaps  I  shall  feel  the  agony  of  those  instruments 
which  I  have  so  ofben  passed  as  a  careless  observer.  Suffer- 
ing !  it  is  thou  who  makest  us  feel  for  others  when  we  have 
felt  ourselves.  No,  the  very  thought,  whilst  it  makes  me 
shudder  for  myself,  makes  me  abhor  the  cursed  instrumentality 
the  more  when  employed  against  others." 

In  this  dark  hour  Echard  felt  the  relief  of  having  the 
praise,  and  not  the  oondemnation,  of  conscience.  He  was  a 
prisoner  because  of  his  humanity ;  ho  had  rescued  a  womttn 
from  a  fate  which  the  savage  might  abhor  as  infamous,  ao^ 
which  it  should  therefore  shame  the  Christianity  of  Rome  to 
inflict.  He  leaned  his  head  against  the  damp  wall,  and  closing 
his  eyes  saw  in  imagination  that  maiden's  face ;  he  heard  the 
accents  of  her  voice,  he  caught  the  winning  expression  of  her 
smile,  he  repeated  her  words,  and  dwelt  on  the  thousand 
nameless  nothings  which  the  memory  of  the  lover  retains  and 
exaggerates.  In  his  reverie  a  gleam  of  pleasure  lightens  his 
soul :  it  is  but  for  a  moment ;  he  opens  his  eyes ;  the  present 
is  forced  on  him ;  he  is  a  captive  in  a  dungeon — disowned 
— alone — ^in  danger  of  torture  or  of  death.  At  the  first 
thought  of  Ardoine  a  blush  had  dyed  his  cheek ;  but  even  she 
was  a  source  of  bitterness  to  him  in  this  hour  of  misery.  He 
had  heard  from  that  victim  on  the  rack  that  Raynald  loved 
her.  But  did  she  return  it  ?  He  thought  that  she  had  said 
that  she  loved  him  as  a  brother.  Alas  !  he  was  to  meet  her 
that  night.  He  was  betrayed,  and  she  might  be  captured!. 
Oh,  agony !  he  did  not  remember  that  he  had  entrusted  th6 
secret  to  any  one.  Malvicino  must  have  told  the  Marquik 
about  Dagot's  deai^  and  he  might  have  set  a  trap  to  captain 
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r.4>x4ouiie  if  he  had  discovered  their  proposed  interview.    AN 
doine  would  think  him  a  perjnred  deceiver,  and  wonld  era$9 
^  JiiA  oaemory  from  her  heart  if  it  lingered  there  at  all !     She 
,c  would  look  upon  it  all  as  a  Papal  ruse  to  ensnare  a  heretic.  She 
alight  be  now  on  her  mother's  grave  waiting  for  him.  Ah !  if 
iohe  were  taken.     Those  golden  tresses  might  be  cut  off  by 
.  rmme  base  galley  slave ;  that  cheek  might  become  haggard 
^.^m  want ;  those  graceful  limbs  crippled  for  life ;  that  form 
-pS  symmetry  broken  on  the  wheel ;  or,  worse  still,  she  might  be 
.  cast  into  the  convent,  to  subserve  the  passions  of  some  cowled 
£  hypocrite.   These  were  fearful  suppositions,  but  his  experience 
/told  him  they  were  not  only  possible,  but  probable.  For  hims^ 
he  could  have  dared  martyrdom  more  peaceMly,  could  he  have 
.received  another  smile  from  those  eyes  of  light;  but  the  dread 
,  that  he  might  be  her  unintentional  executioner  was  a  refine- 
iinent  of  misery  that  might  have  satisfied  Dominic  in  his  yearn- 
ings for  the  salvation  of  heretics. 

At  this  moment  a  sound  is  heard:  it  is  the  clock 'of  the 
convent ;  he  counts  its  strokes ;  it  is  the  hour  when  he  should 
have  met  her.  His  worst  fears  may  now  be  realized.  Wild 
with  these  thoughts  he  rushed  up  and  down  his  dungeon  in 
distraction,  then  throwing  jpmself  on  the  floor  lay  without 
signs  of  life,  save  an  occasional  tremor  or  groan.  Then  a 
.pause :  nothing  was  heard  save  the  clinking  of  an  iron  chain 
ffiustened  to  a  ring  in  one  side  of  the  dungeon,  which  in  hia 
,£:enzy  he  had  tried  to  wrench  from  the  wall  for  the  purpose 
of  suicide.  He  rises,  and  as  his  hand  rests  against  the  wall  it 
becomes  sensible  of  an  indentation  in  the  form  of  a  letter ; 
there  are  several  words  which  form  a  line;  it  may  be  the 
legacy  of  some  suffering  predecessor,  perhaps  of  her  whom  ho 
had  released  from  that  cell.  Beginning  from  one  end  to  traco 
with  his  finger  the  characters,  he  deciphered  the  sentence, 
"  The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  cleanseth  us  from  all  sin."  Un^ 
4emeath,  in  smaller  and  more  irregular  letters,  was  another 
half-finished  line,  '^  Fear  not  them  that  kill  the  body ;  but  fear 
JUfXk  who,  aflber  He  hath  killed^  hath  power  to  cast  intp  belli 
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Yea" Here  it  ceased.    The  captive  traoed  and  Tetfaood 

iOliese  precious  characters,  which  sounding  like  a  voice  from 
heaven,  spoke  comfort  to  his  lieart.  When  human  ^onsdation 
was  hopeless,  God  had  drawn  near. 

After  repeating  the  sentences  aloud,  he  fell  cm  his  knees. 
^  0  God  of  heaven,  cried  he,  ^  I  will  cast  myselTupon  Th«e 
and  npon  Thy  S<m.  This  is  Thy  Word.  O  Christ,  let  me 
know  what  tnrtti  is;  let  my  sins  be  washed  away  in  Thy 
jirecions  Wood,  of  which  I  have  hut  lately  heard.'*  Soothed 
by  these  reflections,  and  jaded  with  his  mental  conflict, 
Bchard  laid  his  head  on  a  stone  iseat  in  the  comer  of  the 
dnngeon,  while  Tie  songht  the  medicine  of  nature,  the  prero- 
gative of  yonth,-earth's  last  kind  g^  to  the  malefiictor — sle^. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

THE   TSJJUCJSCAN  ABBOT. 

QuB  scene  leads  ns  into  a  low^  vaulted  underground  chambop 
in  the  convent  of  La  Tour,  far  removed  from  all  contact  with 
"^e  outer  world.  Various  iron  jpstruments  hang  on  the  wall, 
in  one  of  which  a  human  nail  is  grasped  a>s  in  a  vice.  The 
wooden  framework,  with  its  machinery  which  the  workmen 
had  arranged  for  the  execution  of  Marguerite  occupies  the 
centre,  and  still  preserves  the  stains  of  her  blood.  Tied  to 
this  was  a  girl  in  the  bloom  of  yonth,  whose  golden  tresses 
himg  backwards,  and  trailed  npon  the  pavement.  Her  hands 
and  feet  were  bound  to  the  machine  by  cords  which  were  in 
contact  with  its  rollers  and  handles.  A  man  of  repulsive 
aspect,  with  a  shock  of  black  liair  and  a  black  beard,  in  the 
garb  of  a  Franciscan,  leaned  over  her  with  an  anxious  expres- 
sion, while  in  the  comer  a  ruffian<rlooking  attendant  snored 
with  his  arms  folded. 

Malvidno  had  had  another  interview  with  Ardoine ;  biu^ 
&iding:herinare'&aii^ver  hostile  to  his  purposes,  determined 
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te  «xecaie  Ms  meioirce.  Aided  by  YiTlahnTn,  one  of  tibose  Tilhias 
mho  were  in  the  ^aj  of  i^e  Abbey  of  Pignerol,  and  aoonstoand 
-toiikeds  of  bbod  or  intrigue,  be  bad  carried  her  to  the  tortaw- 
room,  and  fastened  ber  on  tbe^aek. 

.  ^Come,  my  loved  one,"  said  the  Abbot,  ^^will  yon  sttt 
lepent  ? — ^let  me  purge  you  firom  your  keresy ;  thefe,  I  will 
take  tbe  gag  from  your  mouth  to  hear  your  recantation." 

•  So  saying,  be  removed  a -small  piece  of  wood  from  between 
Ardoine's  teeth. 

"  Come,  now  reprait.  There,  you  can  bear  the  cord  tight- 
ening ;  quick,  or  I'll  wake  my  friend !  it's  the  work  he  Hkes. 
There,  I'll  unloose  your  band.  Now,  lift  it  up  to  show  that 
yxm  will  come  and  live  with  me,  and  then  I'll  take  you  off. 
Perverse  still !  look,  you  can  see  i^ese  specks  of  blood  on  tbe 
woodwork.  There  was  a  woman  racked  here  a  few  days  ago ; 
«be  was  one  of  your  people— she  had  black  hair,  and  came 
from  La  Baudene.  She  gave  way  at  last,  and  was  baptized, 
but  her  obstinacy  made  her  hold  out  too  long." 

Ardoine  closed  her  eyes  that  she  might  not  behold  her 
persecutor  ;  and,  weak  from  exhaustion,  faintly  articulated — 

"  Death !  death ! — ^my  Saviour  !** 

"  You  must  not  tax  my  forbearance  too  long,  or  Til  move 
the  winch.  Now,  come ;  I  do  not  want  to  hurt  these  delicate 
firms." 

"  I  wish,"  growled  ^Abricmo  asdde,  **  I  had  the  DomimcsDDL 
and  his  original  sin  here,  I  would  turn  until  he  confessed  the 
Virgin  was  Immaculate.  I'm  losing  my  time,"  continued  be 
aloud,  somewhat  angrily ;  ''  I  may  get  surprified.  Consent 
that  you  will  be  mine,  and  all  the  golden  duoats  wludi  I  have 
secreted  shall  be  yours." 

"Never!  never!"  whispered  the  prisoner.  "Death! 
death!" 

"Then  by  Pdpe  Nicholas  IIL,  the  patron  of  the  SVanois- 
oans  I"  said  Malvidno  to  himself,  "IH  tighten  the  ropes  and 
frighten  her,  or  shall  I  try  the  effect  of  argument  again  ?  By 
9t^  Alexander  m.  and  bis  stirrapl    I  bear  steps  and  voices 
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in  tHe  passage.  I  sliaU  bo  surprised,  and  what  ezplana^on 
can  I  give  ?  QnieV  said  be,  pnfcting  the  gag  into  Ardoine*iEi 
.  month,  tying  down  her  baod  again  and  pushing  her  escapccl 
tresses  under  her  head.  He  bad  hardly  time  to  throw  a  cloui 
over  her  before  the  door  opened,  and  the  Marquis  of  Pianesse, 
aooompanied  by  seyeral  persons,  entered. 


CHAPTER  XXn, 


PLACIDO  COBSO. 


EcHABD  was  left  to  his  reveries  for  many  hours,  which  roQ^ 
over  in  sad  monotony,  broken  only  by  the  convent  chimeii. 
Once  he  had  heard  the  movement  of  feet  in  the  passage,  as  j>f 
two  men  carrying  something  to  the  Chamber  of  the  Inqui* 
sition.  At  length  the  door  opened,  and  the  Marquis  entet^S 
the  cell,  accompanied  by  the  Archbishop,  De  la  Mena,  and 
Placido  Corso. 

"  My  Lord,"  said  the  Marquis,  to  the  Archbishop,  in  an 
undertone,  "  this  is  the  young  man  who  was  sent  to  enforce 
the  order  of  Gastoldo,  of  whom  I  was  speaking  to  you.  He 
was,  as  you  know,  a  godson  of  the  Marchioness,  and  at  her 
request  I  have  entrusted  to  him  various  responsible  posts  in 
which  he  coul4  have  displayed  his  zeal  for  the  extirpation  of 
heresy.  Ho  has  had  every  advantage,  but  has  betrayed  my 
confidence.  He  connived  at  the  escape  of  the  enemies  of  th^ 
Church,  and  killed  a  soldier  who  was  converting  a  heretic." 

"  Marquis,"  replied  Placido  Corso,  "  youth  is  impetuous, 
and  must  not  be  judged  too  rigidly.  I  should  intreat  you  to 
be  lenient.  You  have  many  associations  with  him.  He  wai} 
dear  to  the  Marchioness,  your  wife  of  blessed  memory.  Lei 
our  Revercoid  Father  lay  upon  him  a  penance  which  shall 
absolve  him,  and  then  let  him  be  sent  from  these  scenes  of 
temptation." 
•    **  My  consoienoe  prompts  me  to  use  hignsh  measures,"  said 
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the  Marquis;  ^'for  he  was  sent  on  a  mission  to  Rome^  and 
sioce  Jannaiy  last  I  have  selected  him  for  the  most  actirv 
.posts  of  dn^  connected  with  our  H0I7  Gmsade  in  tiiese 
Tajleys.  The  Marchioness,  in  her  zeal  for  his  salration,  or  it 
might  be  from  doubts  as  to  his  sonnd-heartedness,  desired  m* 
to  place  him  in  the  forefront  rank  of  the  defenders  of  the 
Church." 

'^Not  so,  my  Lord,*'  replied  Placido  Corso;  ''let  justice 
be  tempered  with  mercy.  He  is  young,  and  may  have  erred 
from  impulse  rather  than  design." 

''Our  brother  is  right,"  ijiterposed  the  Archbishop; 
**  sparing  the  life  of  a  heretic  might  end  in  their  salvation, 
.and  would  add  another  member  to  the  Holy  Roman  Church. 
The  soldier's  zeal  must  have  outstripped  his  wisdom,  from 
Ifhat  I  heard  of  the  affair;  and  such  acts  bring  disgrace  on 
ihe  Church,  my  Lord.  I  think  a  slight  penance  will  meet  the 
.case.  Let  him  lick  the  sign  of  the  cross  lengthways  over  the 
j^oor  of  the  chamber  of  the  Holy  Office  in  our  presence,  and 
repeat  forty  Paters^  thirty  Aves^  and  the  Penitential  Psalms 
every  day  for  six  months." 

"Archbishop,"  said  the  Marquis,  "  your  advice  leans  to  the 
side  of  charity.  I  will  not  oppose  you.  For  my  own  sake  I 
oug^t  not  to  proclaim  what  would  be  considered  a  famlj 
scandal.  Echard,"  continued  Pianesse,  addressing  the 
prisoner,  "you  have  had  advantages — ^you  have  been  educated 
by  the  late  Marchioness,  who  desired  your  salvation  with  the 
greatest  ardour.  You  have  been  to  Some,  and  seen  our  Holy 
Pather,  the  vicar  of  Christ's  Church  on  earth.  Yon  have 
been  advanced  to  an  honourable  office  herCi  and  yet  you  have 
tampered  with  the  accursed  thing." 

"I  cannot  say  that  I  have  acted  from  hostility  to  the 
Church.     I  only  followed  the  instinct  of  humanity." 

"  Talk  not  of  humanity,  young  man,"  interrnpted  De  la 
Mena,  "  when  souls  are  at  stake ;  cruelties  to  the  body  aro 
often  the  greatest  charities  to  the  souls  of  heretics." 

"  But  I  presumci"  ccatinued  Eohard,  "  that  our  reHgioa: 


270  THE  SIX  SlSTESa  07  THB  YALLETS. 

dMr  net  saneHon  iher  outrage  of  mffiaas,  as  meanB  of  diawing 
foflowers^  round  the  erosa/' 

"My  Lord,"  whispered  De  la  Mena,  ** I  &ar  your  penaium) 
18  too  light.  Ho  w  disposed  to  argue  in  fiivoiir  of  heresy,  and/ 
net  to  place  his  conscience  hnmbly  at  the  disposal  of  the 
OhiirdL'* 

"Let  ns  adjonm  to  the  appointed  chamber,  holy  Con«> 
fessors,''  said  the  Marqnis,  "and  witness  our  penitent  carry 
out  the  mild  sentence  of  onr  Archbishop." 

So  saying,  they  went  to  the  chamber  of  the  loqnisitian,  m. 
which  Malvicino  was  engaged. 


CHAPTER  xxnr 

THE  OHAHBEB  OF  THE  INQIHSmON. 

"'How  now,  holy  confesscn*,"  ezdaimed  the  Marqnis,  as  he 
eatered,  "  do  we  find  yon  engaged  in  some  private  work  of 
supererogation,  in  order  to  secure  a  good  locua  standi  near  the> 
Virgin  hereafter  P" 

^^Yonr  Qrace  knows^"  replied  Malvicino,  in  a  ^Edtering 
voioei  "  that  a  weak  vessel  like  myself  mnst  do  what  he  oan 
to  earn  heaven.  By  Pope  Innocent  III,  and  his  Albigenaian? 
cmsade  I  cannot  imitate  yon,  who  can  convert  in  a  whdesale 
way,  and  do  good  works  in  the  gross." 

"Whom  have  yon  found,"  asked  the  Marqnis,  "wor&y 
of  your  spiritual  charity?  Have  yon  been  out  foraging  for 
converts  P    K  so,  he  r^snkes  our  negligence,  holy  Fathers.'* 

"I  have  found  one  lost  sheep,  an  aged  woman,  whom  I 
have  often  seen  and  desired  to  convert,  and  I  determined  at 
last  to  bring  her  into  the  fold  of  the  Church  before  her  decLin* 
ing  years  brought  her  to  the  grave.'' 

"  I  honour  your  zeal,''  said  the  Archbishop;  "for  it  mns^. 
be  confessed,"  added  he  to  himself,  "that  onr  monks  in  gen- 
esaldooi't  caceajdacatfor  the  conversion  of  the  old  and  ugly/'. 
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^*  ]^  Lord  Ardibishop,"  wbispered  De  la  Mena^  dnvwing 
hiizi  aside  into  the  upper  part  of  the  noom^  ^an  id^b  has: 
sirack  xne,  of  which  I  hope  yon  may  approye.  Yon  zmghi^j: 
suggest  to  the  Marquis  that  it  would  be  a  mora  hononrabler 
a&d  more  exculpatory  penance  if  our  suspected  officer  were 
ordered  to  giye  that  heretic  a  turn  on  the  rack  instead  of" 
licking  the  sign  of  the  cross  on  those  flags." 

"  The  Virgin,"  said  Placido  Corso,  gazing  atr  the  figni^  of' 
the  Madonna,  *'  is  merciful ;  why  add  to  this  woman's  pangs^ 
and  make  a  young  and  unpolluted  hand  do.  the  work  of  the 
executioner?" 

"  Shame  becomes  honour  in  the  Church's  service,"  retorted^ 
De  la  Menaj  "you're  very  tender  of  heretical  flesh,  Kgnor 
Placido." 

"Young  man,"  replied  Placido  Corso,  "your  zeal,  like  that 
of  Paul,  may  be  sincere,  and  you  are  anxious  to  purge  Italy, 
from  the  stain  of  heresy.  I  mourn  over  divisions ;  but  though 
I  am  a  Eoman  Catholic,  I  have  not  forgotten  that  I  am  also  a 
man.  I'm  sure,"  continued  the  kind-hearted  priest,  "I've 
started  in  my  dreams  five  times  a  night  since  I  last  saw  the 
horrible  scene  here,  and  I've  been  as  nervous  as  if  one  of  the 
Turin  druggers  had  been  drenching  me  with  colchicum." 

"  He  has  a  goose's  heart  under  an  ass's  skin,"  said  De  la 
Mena  to  himself. 

"What's  that  you're  saying  about  drugs?'*  asked  the 
Marquis.  "I  suppose  you're  afraid  this  blood-letting  of 
heretics  will  ruin  our  heayen-sent  apothecaries.  I  think  they 
got  their  diplomas  fromr  Satan ;  for  blood  is  the  sum  of  their 
science  and  practice.  I'm  sure  for  every  heretic  we  kill,  they 
kin  a  thousand  saints.  Ha^  ha !  They  cb  more  work  for  the 
invisible  world  than  the  Church  herself." 

"Marqxds^'*  said  die  Archbishops  drawing  him  aside^  "our 
brother  has  ssggeirted  a  more  hononxable  trial  of  our  erring 
son,  in  whom  yoK  are  interested." 

**  He  is  botki,  my;  Lord,  to  attempt  to  improve  your  Grace's 
si^gestion." 
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**  Marquis,  "we're  not  in  the  conrt,  but  in  the  camp,"  replied 
the  Archbishop,  with  a  smile.  ''The  suggestion  is,  that  he 
diould  turn  the  handle  of  the  rack  on  yonder  heretic,  fbc 
whose  salvation  our  brother  is  labouring." 

"  Ha !  a  good  idea,  to  make  the  Waldensian  hag  useful  io 
tiie  last,  and  absolve  a  soul  on  her  way  down  to  perdition." 

"  Confessor,"  said  the  Marquis,  "  a  word  with  you,  if  you 
can  leave  your  convert.  The  Archbishop  will  prove  the  sin- 
cerity of  Echard  before  he  grants  him  absolution." 

''  I  take  an  interest  in  him,  for  the  Marchioness's  sake," 
replied  Malvicino,  "and  will  do  what  you  think  best  for  this 
holy  object." 

"  We  will  not  try  him  much,  but  sentence  him  to  rack 
your  patient  once,  and  finish  what  you  have  begun." 

An  expression  of  anguish  came  over  the  face  of  the  Abbot, 
and  he  trembled  from  head  to  foot. 

**  My  Lord,  you  will  degrade  him         *' 

"Then  you  are  degraded,"  retorted  the  Marquis.  "Why 
should  the  Church's  work  degrade  a  soldier  more  than  a 
priest  ?  " 

"Methinks  I  have  converted  her,  my  Lord,  and  it  were,  a, 
shame  to  rack  her  when  the  work  is  done." 

"  Oh,  as  for  that,  four  or  five  twists,  more  or  less,  are  no- 
thing for  a  heretic.  They're  out  of  hell  yet,  let  them  be  con? 
tent  with  that." 

"  But  she's  in  our  fold  now,"  replied  the  Abbot  warmly. 
"  At  first  she  was  obstinate,  but  I  have  made  her  submissive. 
I  have  argued  with  her,  and  before  you  came  in  she  consented 
to  receive  the  mass.  I  was  just  unloosing  her  as  you  entered. 
Poor  old  woman!  it  was  painful  to  me  to  hurt  her  limbs  or 
stain  her  grey  hairs." 

"Oh,  never  mind.     If  it  had  been  a  young  and  good-looking^ 
convert,  I  could. understand  your  reluctance;  but  it's  part  of 
my  Credo  that  age  and  ugliness  are  two  crimes  in  heretics." 

"  But  your  Grace  will,  I  trust,  allow  me  to  finish  the  sal- 
vation of  this  soul  by  arguments." 
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]  ^  "Yes,  afterwards ;  but  she  must  do  her  duty  first,  my  good 
confessor.  Let  us  absolve  Ecbard  through  her.  He  shan't 
Kurt  her  much.  I'll  give  him  the  hint,  or  I'll  tell  him  if  b  a 
corpse.  I  wUl  bring  him  and  the  Holy  Fathers  to  the  end  of 
tKe  'room,  where  you  have  arranged  your  gear.  Meanwhile, 
see  that  all  is  in  working  order.*' 

*'  By  all  the  two  hundred  and  thirty-five  Popes  of  Rome," 
muttered  Malvicino  to  himself,  as  he  advanced  to  the  rack, 
and  made  a  show  of  arranging  the  cloth  and  ropes,  taking 
care  that  the  figure  remained  covered,  "  by  all  the  anathemas 
of  all  the  Popes,  may  a  curse  seize  that  Marquis  for  looking 
in  here  now !  Who  could  have  known  that  he  was  coming  ? 
If  I  had  heard  him,  I  could  have  slipped  her  off,  and  hidden 
her  away.  But  it's  too  late  now.  What  am  I  to  do  P  What 
do  I  care  whether  Echard  be  tested  or  not  ?  and  yet,  if  there's 
no  other  consolation  in  my  disappointment,  there's  that— 
she'll  know  who  it  is  racking  her — and  he'll  find  out,  if  he 
ebes  on.  But  I'm  robbed,  my  plans  have  been  thwarted,  and 
soL  by  these  intermeddling  Jesuits,  who  think  that  all  who 
wear  cowls  are  as  interested  in  salvation  as  themselves.  I 
did  not  mean  to  rack  the  girl  when  I  threatened  her. 
But  how  could  I  have  known  that  she  would  have  held  out  ? 
and  yet  I  ought  to  know  what  heretics  are.  It  was  a  mistake 
of  mine  to  bring  her  to  the  touchstone.  And  then,  what 
makes  it  worse,  I  do  think  she  was  relenting  when  they  came 
in.  I  should  have  converted  her  in  body  and  soul ;  and  now, 
by  the  skull  of  Alexander,  out  of  which  Belial  drinks,  it's  all 
marred !  I  can't  release  her  on  any  terms.  Why  did  I  not 
choose  another  dungeon  P  I  might  have  known  that  I  was 
not  safe  here,  I  should  have  waited  until  Pianesse  was  out 
with  his  troops.  Wait,  I  can  at  least  slacken  the  ropes  a  bit. 
As*doine,  I  would  forfeit  my  cowl  for  your  smile !  I  would  risk 
my  earthly  hopes  for  your  love ;  and  now  I'm  outwitted.  I 
would  invoke  every  saint  in  the  calendar  to  blast  the  designs 
of  those  who  have  interfered.  I  would  preface  an  anathema 
with  the  name  of  every  Pope ;  but  my  mind  is  too  heated,  I 

T 
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can't  remember  tidem.  O  blessed  Virgin,  look  upon  thy  sfer- 
Taiit«  Immaculate  Queen,  bave  I  not  been  a  champion  for 
tijr  pure  birth  ?  I  will  say  three  dozen  Aves  every  day ;  yea, 
I  will  give  twelve  wax  candles  to  the  shrine  of  the  Immaon« 
late  Conception,  if  thou  wilt  help  me  and  deliver  this  giri. 
Well,  they're  coming  this  way.  Malvicino,  abbot  of  tho  order 
of  St.  Francis  of  Assisi,  thou  wilt  be  obliged  to  keep  thy  vow 
of  celibacy  against  thy  will !" 


CHAPTER  XXTV. 

THE  PBNANCB. 

"  EcHAED,"  said  the  Marquis,  "  our  Holy  Fathers  are  anxious 
to  receive  you  again  into  the  bosom  of  the  Church.  Your 
oflfence  is  serious — ^you  were  sent  on  an  important  missian, 
the  enforcement  of  Grastaldo's  edict,  and  you  betrayed  your 
trust — ^you  were  found  conniving  at  the  escape  of  heretics,  and 
your  false  idea  of  honour  led  you  to  rescue  some  female,  and 
in  so  doing  you  slew  a  soldier  of  the  Cross.  All  this  was 
done  by  you  in  the  farm  of  La  Baudene,  and  has  only  lately 
come  to  our  knowledge,  or  we  should  have  examined  you 
before.  The  Archbishop,  who  was  anxious  to  spare  my  feel- 
ings, has  enjoined  an  easy  penance,  and,  instead  of  licking  the 
sign  of  the  Cross  from  one  end  of  these  flags  to  the  other,  as 
he  first  intended,  he  has  now  ordered  you  to  turn  the  handle 
of  that  rack  to  prove  the  sincerity  of  your  penitence  and 
your  willingness  to  do  the  commands  of  our  holy  mother 
Church.'' 

Echard  replied  not;  he  was  overwhelmed  with  a  fore- 
boding that  the  gloomy  visions  of  his  dungeon  were  about  to 
be  accomplished.  His  heart,  which  had  always  recoiled  from 
persecution  in  the  name  of  religion,  shrank  with  horror  frt)m 
the  thought  of  becoming  an  executioner ;  he  woidd  sooner 
suffer  himself  than  do  violence  to  his  hoUer  feelings,  which 


fm  PENANCB.  27£: 

had  been  strengthetiBd  hf  tile  glimpses  of  tmtk  winch  he  &ad 
IsAelj  gained,  '^ 

"My  Lord,"  replied  Echard,  "I  have  risked  my  life  ilk 
batiJe  in  obedience  to  orders,  but  I  mtist  refdsa  to  perform 
stbch  an  inhinnan  act."  i 

"You  need  only  turn  it  once,"  added  Pianesse  in  a  IcfW 
voice,  with  difficulty  bridling  his  anger,  **  and  its  only  a  corpse  ■ 
with  which  they  are  trying  you.  Do  this,  and  for  the  sake  of  ^ 
the  memory  of  the  late  Marchioness,  I  will  restore  you  to  favour."  *. 

"  Never  will  I  buy  worldly  ease; at  the  expense  of  my  con*^ 
science,"  boldly  replied  Echard ;  "  does  a  &od  of  love  demand 
such  cruelties;  or  is  heaven  filled  by  means  of  racks  and^ 
dungeons ;  my  reason  revolts  from  the  idea,  and  I  refuse  ix>  * 
obey  your  commands.  Look,  it's  not  a  corpse;  I  oatn  see  the^ 
heaving  of  the  covering. 

"Young  man,"   said  De  la  M^na^  "tibe   Holy  MothefT- 
would  treat  you  with  tenderness ;  perform  this  slight  penance,  . 
and  you  shall  be  riestored  to  favour ;  but  if  you  aire  obstinate 
and  use  these  arguments,  you  yourself  will  be  treated  as  an^ 
incorrigible  heretic." 

"Do  you  hear?"   shouted  the  Marquis,   stamping  and' 
clenching  his  fist,  "  do  you  hear  the  Holy  Father's  words  ? — • 
there,  take  hold  of  the  handle,  ere  it  be  too  late;     It's  not  i^  ■ 
corpse,  it  is  true,  but  it's  an  old  hag  who  has  been  already 
racked,  and  is  at  the  point  of  death ;  come,  now,  obey  at 
once." 

"I  refuse,"   replied  Echard  in  a  loud  voice;   I  wiU  be 
tortured  myself  rather  than  torture  another ;  whether  she's ' 
old  or  young  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  quality  of  the 
action."  ' 

"  Son  of  a  low-bom  peasant ! "  exclaimed  the  Marquis,  his  • 
eyes  flashing  with  rage  ;  f*  I  told  y*oii  that  you  were  no  son  of 
mine ;  how  the  Marchione^  could  henre  fondled  such  a  traitor  -. 
I  know  not — you've  no  noble  blood  an' you;  T  disown  and  ' 
reject  you;  but,  though  you're  no  son  of  mine,  I  ought  to 
consider  your  salvation.  Turn,  then,  I  say,  or  I'll  compel  joo." 
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There  was  a  pause.  Echard  looked  the  Marquis  in  the 
face  with  a  fearless  glance,  without  advancing  to  comply  with 
his  command. 

"  Take  hold  now !"  cried  Pianesse,  as  his  voice  of  thunder 
echoed  through  the  vaulted  dungeon.  Echard  made  no  reply, 
when  the  infuriated  Marquis  rushed  forwards,  and  seizing  his 
hand  forced  it  on  the  handle.  *  As  he  gave  it  a  slight  motion, 
the  wheels  of  the  machine  began  to  creak,  the  cords  were 
strained,  and  a  spasm  ran  through  the  recumbent  form,  the 
dread  proof  of  its  sensation. 

"I  will  not!"  cried  Echard,  struggling  to  disengage  him- 
self; "  I  will  not  be  guilty  of  murder — ^wreak  your  vengeance 
on  me,  for  I  will  not  torture  some  helpless  creature  because 
her  creed  is  different  to  that  of  Rome." 

"What!"  gnashed  Pianesse,  as  the  foam  frothed  in  his 
mouth,  "what!  you  will  not  obey  the  Church  nor  your 
general" 

Drawing  his  sword  out  of  its  scabbard,  the  Marquis  made 
a  thrust  at  Echard.  The  blow  would  have  proved  fatal  had 
not  Echard  parried  it,  but  its  point  grazed  his  face,  and  caused 
the  blood  to  trickle  down  his  cheek.  Echard's  passion  was 
aroused ;  and,  forgetM  of  danger,  he  flew  at  Piannesse  with 
the  intention  of  disarming  him  and  of  liberating  the  captive. 

"  Do  yon  dare  to  strike  me  with  your  sword  ? — I'll  wrest 
it  from  you,  that  I  may  cut  the  cords  that  bind  your  victim  to 
the  rack." 

Springing  upon  Pianesse,  he  endeavoured  to  wrench  the 
weapon  out  of  his  hand.  The  Marquis  was  obliged  to  drop 
the  sword  to  defend  himself  from  the  grasp  of  his  assailant. 
The  terrified  ecclesiastics  fled  to  the  other  end  of  the  chamber, 
and  looked  on  in  fear. 

The  combatants  struggle;  their  eyes  start  from  their 
sockets,  their  hair  becomes  stained  with  blood,  they  foam  at 
the  mouth,  while  each  endeavours  to  hurl  his  rival  on  the 
pavement.  Now  they  fall  together  on  the  ground,  again  they 
rise,  they  fidl,  they  coil,  they  wrestle,  goaded  by  their  passions. 


u:r*     i-s-.i 
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There  is  a  pause  as  tliej  gasp  for  breath,  but  it  is  only  to 
renew  the  struggle.  Again  they  reel  about  the  room  in  tlieir 
mad  conflict;  they  approach  the  rack  on  which  the  victim  lies, 
and  the  Marquis  is  forced  against  it,  causing  it  to  tremble. 
The  Marquis  stretches  out  his  hand  to  grasp  something  for  his 
support,  and  seizes  the  cloth  which  Malvicino  had  cast  over 
the  figure.  It  is  dragged  from  the  rack,  qnd  the  eyes  of  the 
combatants  turn  to  see  the  unhappy  person  who^  martyrdom 
is  the  cause  of  their  contention.  At  the  sight  of  her  they 
relax  their  grasp,  for  their  astonishment  is  great  when  they 
behold  upon  the  deadly  Gehenna,  not  a  withered  hag,  destined 
to  the  tomb,  but  a  beautiful  girl,  whose  golden  locks  and  ex« 
pressive  countenance  may  well  arrest  the  truant  eye. 

She  is  unknown  to  Pianesse ;  she  is  known  to  Echard.  A 
cloud  darkens  his  brow ;  his  worst  fears  are  realized,  and  he 
feels  on  seeing  that  prisoner  the  self-condemnation  of  a  mur- 
derer, for  the  prostrate  form  is  that  of  Ardoine. 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

THE  BACK. 

The  Marquis  of  Pianesse  gased  on  Ardoiue  in  silent  admira- 
tion; for  the  moral  purity  which  shone  in  her  countenance 
gave  qualiiy  to  her  loveliness,  heightened  by  the  flush  of  her 
excited  feelings. 

When  Ardoine  opened  her  eyes,  and  beheld  the  stone 
walls  with  their  implements  of  death,  she  shuddered  at  finding 
herself  confronted  by  the  realities  of  torture,  of  which  she 
had  heard  in  childhood ;  but  when  she  beheld  Echard,  a  gleam 
of  hope  lit  up  her  coxmtenance,  though  she  lay  bound  upon 
the  rack.  She  had  heard  his  voice,  and  learned  that  his 
danger  had  arisen  through  his  kindness  at  La  Baudene.  She 
was  its  cause ;  in  saving  her  he  had  killed  her  pursuer.  S^e 
acquitted  him  of  having  deceived  her,  and  perceived  that  his 


iJ78  THE   SIX   SISTEBS   OJP  THE   VALLEYS. 

^arrest  had  prevented  him  irom  keeping  his  appointment  at 

.  the  grave.  She  sympathized  with  the  agony  which  he  must 
hare  gone  throngh  on  her  behalfl     She  had  witnessed  his 

'heroism  that  day,  in  that  he  preferred  death  to  torturing  an 

.unknown  heretic;  and  her  heart  whispered  that  he  would 

.  have  been  trebly  resolute  had  he  known  who  lay  upon  the 

,rack. 

"Not  his  son!"  murmured  Ardoine  to  herself;  "then  it 
is  not  his  father  that  he  has  struck.     Oh,  that  he  belonged 

.  not  to  the  Romish  Church !  Ah !  in  loving  him  am  I  dis- 
obeying my  mother's  dying  injunction?  Must  I  struggle 
with  my  doubts  and  fears  ?  Alas !  why  think  of  him  when 
torture  or  death  may  be  the  fate  of  us  both  ?" 

Echard  stood  motionless,  gazing  at  Ardoine,  for  his  eyes 
dared  not  cheat  his  heai-t ;  nor  could  he  have  refrained  from 
the  luxury  of  a  last  look,  though  on  the  rack  himself.  There 
is  a  member  of  the  body  whose  action  most  nearly  resembles 
the  liberty  of  thought,  and  which  is  free  even  in  the  chained 
slave.     It  is  the  eye,  the  best  vassal  of  the  soul. 

Echard  and  Ardoine,  though  captives,  exchanged  glances ; 
and  that  look  was  a  clue  to  the  hearts  of  both.  When  the 
burning  spirit  pours  itself  through  this  narrow  outlet,  who 
can  do  justice  to  the  powerful  delicacy  of  the  human  frame, 
or  sufficiently  admire  this  exquisite  adjustment  of  mind  and 
matter?     That  glance  was   the  lover's  absolution,  causing 

.  their  hearts  to  throb  again  in  profounder  unison,  eloquent  of 
hope,  even  when  environed  by  death. 

But  Echard's  feelings  became  chilled  with  remorse,  as  he 
reproached  himself  with  being  Ardoine's  destroyer,  for  she 
was  doomed  to  undergo  the  torments  which  Home  adjudges 

.  to  heresy.  Thajik  Heaven  that  he  had  not  been  her  execu- 
tioner, although  he  had  been  the  unwiUing  cause  of  her  cap- 
ture. Of  himself  he  thought  not.  True  the  cloud  of  death 
rested  on  both;  but  could  he  have  heard  ones  more  her 

.utterances  of  truth  and  love,  it  were  then  a  sweeter  thing 

,  to  die. 
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The  Marquis  of  Pianesse  liad  relaxed  lus  grasp  of  Ecliard, 
and  his  eye  Tvtts  liveted  to  lier  whose  accidental  nnreiling  had 
arrested  that  straggle  of  death.  Barely  had  he  seen  such 
Ijeanty,  or  felt  such  a  sudden  witchery  from  woman's  eye. 
But  he  had  observed  that  exchange  of  glances,  and  it  afforded 
some  explanation  of  the  defection  of  Echard.  He  looked 
upon  him  with  intenser  hatred,  both  as  a  heretic,  and  as  a 
rival  who  had  dared  him  to  this  humiliating  encounter. 
Such  insults  could  only  be  effaced  by  blood:  Becoveonng 
from  his  surprise,  the  Marquis  ordered  the  guai<ds,  whom  the 
fray  had  brought  into  the  room,  to  arrest  Bchard,  and  ad- 
vancing to  the  rack,  drew  his  sword,  and  cut  the  cords  whi<^ 
bound  the  victim.  Beckoning  to  ttie  attendants  to  place 
Ardoine  on  a  chair,  and  taking  the  gag  from  her  mouth,  he 
gave  her  a  draught  of  the  cordial  which  the  charity  of 
Bome  keeps  in  the  torture-room,  in  order  to  prevent  a 
heretic  from  defrauding  the  Church  of  the  last  tittle  of 
suffering. 

"  Holy  Confessor,"  said  the  Marquis,  addressing  Malvicino, 
"you  must  be  full  of  zeal  for  the  suppression  of  heresy  to  mar 
so  fair  a  flower ;  methinks  you  told  me  you  had  some  decrepit 
hag  on  yonder  rack.** 

"  Indeed,  my  Lord,  you  are  right.  Duiy  was  compelling 
me  to  a  painful  task,  but  I  thought  you  would  be  more  merci- 
ful to  an  aged  woman." 

"  If  you  were  not  a  monk,  I  should  call  you  a  fool  T*  re- 
torted Pianesse.  "  I  thought  you  knew  more  of  human  nature 
and  of  real  life.  If  you  had  told  me  what  she  was  like,  I 
could  have  seen  the  sense  of  resorting  to  Bellarmine,  and  not 
to  the  rack." 

**Fear  not,  young  woman,**  continued  the  Marquis,  addres- 
smg  Ardoine,  "  our  Church  deals  gently  with  such  as  yoii. 
When  you  learn  more  of  our  holy  faith,  I  doubt  not  you  iriiU. 
approve  our  tenets.  Archbishop,  we  inust  not  sulject  ^s 
child  to  a  baptism  of  Mood,  persuasion  will  avail  more  with 
such  a  pliant  mind.    I  will  take  her  under  my  charge.** 
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^^MyLord,  she  is  in  the  GhuTdi's  hand ;  mj  soolwill  be 
lield  responsible  for  her  sonl  by  onr  Holy  Mother." 

''  Make  yourself  easy  on  that  score,''  replied  the  Marqni^ 
"  and  shift  yonr  burden  on  to  me.  Yon  know  I  am  President  of 
the  Council  de  Propaganda,  and  therefore  will  take  good  care 
of  the  conversion  of  this  heretic." 

*'  But  I  must  lay  it  on  your  conscience,  that  you  labour  for 
her  salvation,  and  that  if  she  recants  not,  she  shall  be  delivered 
into  our  hands  once  more." 

>  "  Agreed,"  replied  Pianesse.  "  And  to  show  you  the  sin- 
cesrity  of  my  desires  for  her  salvation,  I  will  leave  her  in  the 
hands  of  tilie  Church.  Here  is  my  late  wife's  ghostly  coun- 
cillor, who  is  well  read  in  the  history  of  our  Popes,  and 
of  whose  godliness  the  Marchioness  always  spoke  most 
highly.  Confessor,  can  I  trust  you  to  instruct,  as  well  as  to 
rack,  this  fair  convert?"  added  the  Marquis,  addressing 
Malvicino. 

"By  Pope  Innocent  VI.,  who  instituted  the  festival  of  the 
Holy  Spear,  I  will  u^e  my  best  endeavours,  and  read  to  her  the 
Fathers  from  Jerome  to  Aquinas ;  and  I  will  let  you  know  the 
progress  she  makes ;  for,  as  you  have  suggested,  my  zeal  led 
me  too  far  to  rack  so  tender  a  plant,  when  a  few  instructions 
might  have  brought  her  into  the  fold  of  the  Church." 

**  I  suppose  the  Marquis  wants  her  now  for  himself,  and  it 
will  require  care  to  hoodwink  him,"  muttered  Malvicino  aside, 
who,  in  ihe  midst  of  his  surprise  at  the  issues  of  the  scene, 
and  his  disappointment  at  having  Ardoine  transferred  to 
Pianesse's  power,  hoped  that,  by  prudent  management,  ho 
might  thwart  the  intentions  of  the  Marquis,  and  carry  out  his 
own  designs. 

"  As  for  you !"  exclaimed  the  Marquis,  addressing  Echard, 
.  in  a  paroxysm  of  rage,  "  son  of  a  divorced  heretic,  you  have 
forgotten  your  futh,  your  education,  and  the  benefits  yoa 
have  received ;  you  are  an  accursed  apostate ;  you  can  atone 
for  your  crime  this  time  only  with  your  life.  Guards,  remove 
the  prisoner  to  his  dungeon,  and  place  a  sentry  over  him  until 
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fturiher  orders.  I  shall  consnlt  with  the  Connoil  as  to  the 
best  xaanner  of  punishing  the  crime  of  this  perjured  rene- 
gade.'' 


CHAPTER  XXVL 

THE   BANQUET. 

The  Marquis  was  leaving  the  chamber  of  torture,  after  the 
arrest  of  Echard,  when  he  was  summoned  to  meet  the  deputies 
of  the  Vaudois  Communes  of  the  Valleys.  It  was  now 
Wednesday  in  Holy  Week,  and  although  he  had  taken  La 
Tour  on  ^e  previous  Saturday,  and  pillaged  the  adjoining 
country,  he  had  been  unable  to  force  the  passes  leading  to  the 
higher  valleys,  which  were  resolutely  defended  by  the  brave 
mountaineers.  As  force  was  unavailing  for  the  accomplish- 
ment of  his  plan,  he  determined  to  have  recourse  to  other 
weapons — ^weQ.pons  in  the  use  of  which  Borne  has  ever  been 
skilled — ^perjury  and  fraud. 

The  deputies  of  the  Waldenses  had  been  summoned  that 
morning  by  the  trumpet  to  appear  before  the  Marquis  of 
Pianesse  in  the  Convent  of  La  Tour,  to  receive  his  assurances 
of  friendliness  and  good  faith.  On  entering  the  apartment, 
where  the  deputies  of  the  Upper  Conmiunes  were  assembled, 
the  Marquis,  who  had  not  yet  recovered  himself  addressed 
them  in  tones  of  anger : — 

**It  is  dishonourable  of  me,"  exclaimed  he,  'Ho  receive 
you  who  call  yourselves  deputies;  for  from  whence  or  of 
whom  are  you  deputies  P  You  are  criminals,  rebels  against 
your  Sovereign,  accomplices  with  those  of  San  Giovanni  and 
La  Tour.    I  am  wrong  in  admitting  you  to  my  presence." 

"Nay,  my  Lord,'*  replied  David  Bianquis,  "we  are,  and 
ever  have  been,  loyal  to  our  Duke,  though  he  treats  us  as  rebels, 
and  forgets  both  our  privileges  and  the  concessions  granted  to 
us  by  his  ancestors." 

"  You  have  an  original  way  of  talking  to  your  Sovereign^*' 
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TBtorted  the  Marquis.  *^  You  speak  as  if  you  were  right  asid 
Ids  Bojal  Higfaness  Trrong.  Shall  rebels  make  terms  vfMi 
their  prince  ?  However,  my  friends,"  continued  he  in  a  milder 
tone,  remembering  his  taotics,  "  the  Duke  would  treat  you  as 
subjects ;  for  though  he  regrets  that  there  are  two  religions  in 
his  Highness's  dominions,  je^  he  knows  your  bravery  and 
loyalty,  and  I  trust  that  we  shall  be  able  to  arrange  what  will 
be  suitable  and  honourable  to  both  parties.  Let  me  in  the 
meantime  do  myself  the  honour  of  entertaining  the  Walden- 
fiian  deputies,  so  Ihat  yon  may  not  return  fasting  to  your 
mountain  quarters." 

•  •  •  •  • 

In  the  refectory  of  the  convent  the  ancient  oak  table  was 
^loaded  with  a  sumptuous  entertainment,  and  the  antique  silver 
gHttered  on  the  board  amid  the  most  luxuriant  dishes  and 
wines  which  wealth  could  procure  in  the  favoured  land  of 
Italy.  The  company  consisted  of  the  host,  the  Marquis  of 
Fianesse,  wearing  the  uniform  of  a  general,  of  some  PiedmfOn- 
tese  officers,  several  ecclesiastics,  and  three  or  four  sim|de 
plainly-dressed  men,  the  inhabitants  of  ihe  adjoining  moun- 
tains. 

The  entertainment  was  liberal,  and  the  Marquis  was  assi- 
duous in  his  attempts  to  win  the  confidence  of  his  guests,  who 
6X1  their  parts  appeared  gratified  and  actuated  by  the  most 
cordial  feelings  towards  their  host. 

"  Deputies,"  said  the  Marquis,  rising  after  the  repast  was 
ended,  •'  I  summoned  you  this  morning  by  the  clarion  to  treat 
with  you  in  the  name  of  his  Royal  Highness,  whom  Q-od 
defend,  and  whose  health  let  us  pledge." 

"We  pledge  with  pleasure,"  responded  Bianquis.  '*L(^- 
alty  to  our  sovereign  has  been  ever  one  of  our  glories,  aaid  €&d 
he  Wd  us  lay  down  our  bodies  as  the  ramparts  of  his  throne 
we  would  obey  him." 

"I regret,"  continued  the  Marquis,  " that  any  misunder- 
standing has  arisen  between  us.  As  the  Duke's  represen;fai- 
five,  I  have  hia  Boyd  Highness's  8aQctk)n  for  assonng  yoa 
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that  our  disposition  is  fnendlj,  and  that  we  do  not  wi^h  to 
disquiet  or  mdest  yon." 

'*  We,  on  our  part,"  replied  the  elder  d^uties,  '^are  &Dt 
aware  that  we  have  done  aught  to  provoke  his  Bojal  High- 
ness ;  we  have  only  presented  our  hnmble  petition  for  the 
withdrawal  of  the  edict  of  January  25th,  and  &r  the  maiste- 
nance  of  our  immemorial  concessions." 

''  Qastaldp's  edict,"  replied  the  Marquis,  *^  has  reference 
only  to  those  who  dwell  in  the  plains  at  the  entxance  of  the 
valleys.  These,  I  fear,  must  now  be  contented  to'.aHdel>y 
the  edict,  and  must  betake  themselves  to  the  monntatns,  bat 
as  for  the  communes  of  the  Upp^  Yalleys,  they  have  po£- 
tively  nothing  to  fear." 

*'  It  is  a  source  of  pleasure,  my  Lord,  to  hear  you  give  us 
this  assurance  of  safety,  for  we  have  complied  with  the  ediet, 
though  at  a  frightftd  sacrifice  of  property  and  comfort." 

"  You  have,  it  is  true,  and  you  have  rendered  my  positian 
easy  and  pleasant.  Be  assured,  then,  that  as  regards  the 
communes  of  the  places  which  have  not  been  proscribed,  there 
is  nothing  to  fear.  I  pledge  you  my  word  as  a  noblemsn  aad 
my  honour  as  a  soldier  of  my  king." 

"  But,  my  Lord,  we  have  been  already  alarmed  at  the  6K- 
cesses  committed  hy  some  of  the  soldiers  of  your  brigade." 

**  I  trust  they  were  not  nune,  for  they  know  my  ordeis. 
Doubtless  they  would  be  isolated  acts,  and  committed  by  tile 
French  under  Grancey,  or  by  those  lawless  Irish,  who,  I  wish, 
.  were  where  they  came  j&om«" 

"  Your  Lordship  will  excuse  my  repeating  that  they  wore 
the  Duke's  uniform." 

''  Well*  they  must,  be  accidental  eases.    It  is  havd  to  exaet 

:  xi^  ^eipline  with  such  a  body  of  men,  especially  if  there  be 

a  sprinkling  of  foreigners  among  them.    But  fear   not^   my 

honour  is  linked  with  your  safety,  and  I  will  enforce  obedience 

at  all  hazards^" 

**  Could  ytm  no^  mgr  Lord,  diaband  your  fbrces  P  Tour 
«j«ny.  is  n^ore  like  «ne  Sot,  the  invasion  of  4ui  enemy's  land." 


284  THE  SIX  8ISTBBS  OF  THE  VALLEYS. 

^^  I  should  be  glad  to  send  them  away,  bat  I  cannot  do  so 
"without  the  Duke's  permission.  Their  number  certainly  em; 
barrasses  me,  and  there  would  be  a  great  advantage  in  scatte^^ 
ing  them." 

''  There  cannot  be  less  than  fifteen  thousand  men  under 
your  command,  including  the  French,  Irish,  and  Bavarians." 

"Not  so  many — ^not  so  many.  You  see  the  Duke  has 
allowed  the  French  to  find  winter  quarters  on  this  side  the 
Alps,  for,  knowing  your  loyalty,  he  would  confide  the  strangers 
to  your  kind  keeping.  But  there  is  one  way  in  which  you 
could  yourselves  subserve  the  cause  of  order,  and  place  your 
loyalty  to  the  Duke  in  the  strongest  possible  light.'* 

"In  what  way,  my  Lord?"  asked  Bianquis ;  "we  will 
ahow  our  obedience  to  our  Sovereign  in  anyway  that  does  not 
affect  our  duty  to  God  nor  our  liberty  of  conscience." 

"My  knightly  word  is  pledged  for  your  safety,  deputies^ 
80  you  need  not  hesitate." 

At  this  moment  faint  screams,  which  seemed  to  come  from 
the  lower  parts  of  the  convent,  were  heard  through  the  open 
window.  The  deputies  exchanged  glaaces,  and  the  Masquis 
of  Pianesse  turned  pale,  as  he  muttered  an  execration  to 
himself. 

Beware,  you  trustful,  honest  men !  The  innocence  of  the 
dove  is  no  match  for  the  subtlety  of  the  serpent.  Could  you 
have  seen  at  that  moment  the  death  struggles  of  your  friend 
David  Prins,  it  would  have  saved  many  hxmdreds  of  lives  and 
nerved  your   arms    to  fight    to  the  last  upon  •  Angrogna's 


"  You  may  render  a  service  to  your  country  and  to  me," 
continued  the  Marquis,  "  by  engaging  each  of  your  respective 
communes  to  receive  and  lodge  one  of  the  regiments  whidh 
have  been  sent  hither." 

"  How  many  are  there  ?" 

"  There  is  the  regiment  of  Grancey,  commanded  by  Da 
Fotitbourg,  the  regiments  of  Galeazzo,  ChablaiBi  and  St. 
Damian.    By  receiving  these  without  resistance,  not  only 
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WQl  the  localities  wHcli  shall  receive  them  be  secure  from  all 
T^btence,  but  it  may  be  that  the  prince,  touched  with  this' 
jfl^f  of  confidence,  will  display  less  rigonr  in  the  exclasioh 
prononnced  against  the  towns  of  the  plains." 
■  **  We  will  do  what  we  can  to  persuade  onr  respective  com- 
mnnes  to  act  agreeably  to  yonr  wishes,  and  shall  rely  on  your 
laiightly  hononr  for  the  assurances  of  safety  which  yon  have 
made.  But  we  do  not  see  why  they  should  wish  to  penetrate 
into  the  higher  valleys,  where  the  climate  is  trying  and  the 
necessaries  of  life  are  scarce.  If  they  remain  at  the  entrance, 
they  shall  be  suppKed  with  forage  and  food." 

"  No,"  replied  the  Marquis,  "  we  want  possession  of  the  ' 
passes ;  it  is  this  proof  of  confidence  that  will  touch  the  hearl; 
of  His  Boyal  Highness,  and  convince  him  that  your  loyalfy 
has  been  calumniated.     My  knightly  word  is  pledged   for 
your  safety." 

"  We  will  speak  to  our  people,  then,  and  persuade  them  to 
agree  to  the  terms.  And  you  shall  take  possession  of  them  in 
three  days.    We  rely  on  your  word  and  honour,  my  lord." 

"You  may  do  so.  I  swear  to  protect  you  as  I  hope  for 
salvation  through  our  Saviour  and  our  Blessed  Lady." 

"  *  I^on  servanda  fides  hareticisy*  is  the  dogma  of  the  Council 
of  Constance,"  muttered  he  to  himself  as  the  deputies  bowed 
and  retired.  "  Ad  extirpandos  htereticos  is  the  teaching  of  our 
holy  Propaganda.  My  soldiers  shall  not  wait  long  for  march- 
ing orders  if  we  can  get  up  the  valleys.  When  once  they  are 
snugly  hidden  in  every  house,  my  signal  shall  be  given,  and 
we  shall  read  the  heretics  a  lecture  on  the  Catholic  faith  and 
practice." 


CHAPTER  XXVUL 

THE  COLETTE. 

The  warlike  preparations  of  the  Marquis  of  Pianesse  and  the 
'capture  of  La  Tour  spread  consternation  throughout  1\!l<^  ^^* 


286  THE  SIX  SISTBfiS  OF  THB^  VALLEYS. 

leys,  and  many  of  ^e  more  experienced,    fonsmost'  among 
whom  was  Janayely  conjectared  ihat  the  Church  of  Borne  was, 
about  to  celebrate  the  Easter  of  1655  by  earrying  otit  her 
long-cherished    project  of   exterminating    the    Waldensian 
Church. 

It  was  on  the  evening  of  the  day  when  the  deputies  had 
been  entertained  by  the  Marquis  of  Pianesse,  that  Janavel . 
climbed  on  to  one  of  the  crags  of  the  spur   of  Pian   Pra, 
which  overlooks  the  spot  called  to  this  day  the  Vineyards  . 
of  Lucema.    He  was  accompanied  by  the  Moderator  Leger, , 
who,  during  the  times  of  peiil^  had  not  deserted  his  post,  and . 
had  been  present  at  several  of  the  skirmishes  on  the  hills  of 
Angrogna.     They  stood  upon  the  crest  of  a  projecting  rock, 
and  looked  for  some  time  in  silence  on  the  valley  of  Lttcema,  ■ 
the  hazy  windings  of  which  they  could  trace  from  ViJlar  until 
it  widened  beyond  the  well-known  farm  of  La  Baudene. 

"  It  appears  as  if  our  ancient  history  were  about  to  repeat 
itself,  Moderator,"  said  Janavel,  addressing  his  companion.  . 
"  Look !  do  you  see  that  faint  glimmer  ?  there  is  La  Tour. 
That  building  to  the  left,  in  which  you  see  the  light,  is  the 
convent.  In  that  is  the  Marquis  of  Pianesse,  a  general  suf-  : 
rounded  with  his  army,  and  President  of  the  Propaganda, 
attended  by  his  inquisitors." 

"  Friend  Janavel,"  interposed  the  harba^  "  remember  the  ' 
miracle  of  Horeb.    The  bush  was  on  fire,  and  yet  was  not 
consumed.     That  is   the   emblem  of  'ttie  church  of  Christ. 
It  has  been  so  with  us,  c^d  so,  Qod  helping  us,  it  shall  be 
yet."  ..  ,..:^>-v. 

"  But,   Moderator,'^ the  Marquis   has  been  deluding  our  * 
deputies  to-day  in  that  convent ;  and  I  fear  they  have  acted 
most  unwisely  in  consenting  to, have  troops  cantoned  in  the 
upper  valleys." 

"  I  fear  so,  Janavel.     You  and  I  have  always  protested 
against  such  concessions.     Can  the  leopard  change  his  spots  ? 
Can  the  Police  run  backwards  ?     Can  the  vine  fruit  amid . 
the  snow?     Can   the   alpine   plant   endure   the    scorching 
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vikUejs  P  Then  tnay  the  Glrarch  of  Borne  diai^  her  natnrOi 
and  love  liberiy  and  toleratipn.  These  concessions  do  iiot 
disann  their  hosfciliiy,  and  only  leave  us  ooiopletely  at  their 
n^ercj.  What  they  want  is  not  onr  sabmissiooy  but  our 
extirpation." 

'^  Yes,"  replied  Janavel,  .^'  experience  is  a  hard  master,  and 
we  read  its  past  lessons  too  slightly,  considering  that  the 
Church  of  Rome  never  ceases  to  carry  on  an  open  or  a  Beorei 
warfare  against  us.  Fraud  aiid  treadiery,  violence,  bloodshlBd, 
the  dungeon,  the  rack,  and  the  stake, — ^these  are  her  weapons 
for  bringing  Csesar  and  his  empire  to  the  foot  of  Calvaary's 
Cross.  But,  Moderator,  from  the  Httle  that  fell  from  you,  I 
gathered  that  you  had  become  a  soldier  upon  Angrognalv 
hills.  Gaa  you  give  me  an  outline  of  the  events  of  the  ImHb 
three  days?" 

"  La  Tour,"  replied  L^ger,  "  as  you  know,  was  taken  by 
stratagem  on  Saturday  evening.  On  Monday  immense  bodies 
attacked  us  on  those  heights  above  La  Tour,  St.  John,  and 
Angrogna,  but  we  held  our  entrenchments.  Yesterday  two 
attacks  were  made,  and  I  was  in  the  one  made  on  Taillaret. 
Jahier  repulsed  that  on  Oastelluzzo,  and  through  God's  mercy 
we  were  also  successfiil.  We  lost  two  men  and  they  1^ 
fifty  dead  in  the  field, — a  fiwst  sufficient  to  justify  the  saying  of 
the  Duke,  *  that  the  skin  of  a  Vaudois  always  costs  fifteen  <«' 
twenty  of  his  best  Catholics.' " 

"Friend  Leger,"  said  Janavel,  "my  h^iH  is  sorrowfid. 
My  beloved  wife  has  been  taken  and  may  have  perished,,  onr 
family  are  outcasts,  and  I  have  my  misgivings  about  this 
army.    How  many  men  are  there  P" 

"  Report  puts  ttiem  down  at  fifteen  thousand  in  aU — Frenoh^ 
Lish,  Bavarians,  Piedmontese,  and  a  number  of  outlaws  whom 
love  of  plunder  and  promised  indulgences  have  drawn  to* 
gether,  after  the  examples  of  Alezandrini  and  Cattan^.  it 
looks  as  if  some  bloody  work  were  at  hand." 

"  I  do  trust  our  deputies  have  not  been  deceived ;  but  how 
they  treated  the  two  who  were  sent  the  third  time  to  Turin, 
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when  they  were  waiting  for  the  final  answer !  Pianesse  had 
left  the  evening  hefore,  to  bring  his  army  here  as  a  reply  to 
onr  petitions ;  and  the  remonstrances  against  Gastaldo's  edict 
of  the  Swiss  cantons  of  Zurich,  Basle,  Schaffhansen,  and 
Appenzel,  dated  March  5th,  has  produced  no  effect.  There's 
some  one  coining!  Who  is  this?  Ah,  Baynald,  my  boy, 
where  hast  thou  been?  Sliielding  some  helpless  one  from 
harm,  I  feel  assured." 

*'  Father,  father,  I  fear  that  treachery  is  preparing  death 
for  us.  I  have  heard  of  so  many  acts  of  murder  and  bar- 
barity, that  it  looks  like  the  prelude  to  a  general  massacre. 
But  oh!  father,  how  can  I  talk  to  you  in  this  manner? 
Ardoine  is  taken.  She  went  to  the  grave  of  her  mother,  she 
was  seen  by  a  Hedmontese  officer,  the  one  who  delivered 
Gastaldo's  order  to  us  on  the  25th  of  Januaiy,  and  with 
whom  I  had  the  wrangle — ^he  has  decoyed  and  carried  her  off," 

"  O  God  of  heaven !"  cried  the  elder,  "  give  us  patience  to 
bear  what  thou  seest  fit  to  lay  upon  us.  And  hast  thou 
heard  anything  of  thy  mother,  Raynald  ?**  ' 

"I  have  a  good  hope  that  she  is  alive  in  the  convent. 
But  look,  father,  what's  that  on  the  opposite  hill  ?  Can  you 
not  see?  There's  a  column  of  white  smoke  rising  out  of 
those  trees,  which  you  can  see  in  the  moonlight.  It's  too  ' 
large  for  a  bonfire.  Nor  is  it  the  stacks,  it's  the  houses  on 
file." 

**Ah!  Moderator,  my  words  are  true.  The  work  of 
destruction  has  begun !" 

"Oh,  listen,"  continued  Raynald,  "the  wind  is  blowing 
from  that  direction.  I  hear  shouts — ^they  come  from  that 
quarter — ^there  is  treachery.  Father,  let  us  make  the  signal 
of  distress  on  the  Colette.  There,  did  you  not  hear  that 
faint  noise,  and  those  shots  ?  Let  us  make  the  signal,  so  that 
the  fugitives  on  the  heights  of  Angrogna  may  take  warning." 

Janavel  sat  for  a  moment  with  his  head  between  liis  knees, 
as  if  in  a  reverie. 

"  Yes,  Raynald,  do  it,  do  it.    The  sudden  rush  of  cala- 
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milUs  overwhelmed  my  mmd.    Pastor,  must  joa  veinm  to  the' 
side  of  Angrogna  P    If  so,  be  careful.    Ood  be  with  you.'' 

The  father  and  son,  after  collecting  some  dij  sticks^ 
pidees  of  brushwood,  and  the  cones  of  the  pines,  lighted  ilie 
heap,  adding  fhbgments  of  the  firs  and  birches  to  feed  the 
flame.  The  yellow  streak  soon  shot  into  the  sky,  and  cast  its 
tawny  glare  for  many  a  rood  athwart  the  mountain  side. 

"  Heap  on,  my  brave  boy,  heap  on  wood ;  let  us  make  such 
a  sign  that  those  on  Angrogna's  hill  and  the  Vach^re  must  see 
and  understand  it." 

The  father  and  son  then  sat  upon  the  ground  in  silence. 

'^Look,  father,"  suddenly  exclaimed  Baynald,  *^  there  is  a 
bright  spot  on  the  hill  opposite.  It's  the  answer  to  our 
signal.  How  it  increases  in  brightness !  Ah,  a  gust  of  wind 
has  quenched  it.  Now  it  blazes  again.  Thank  Qod  that  we 
have  put  them  on  their  guard." 

" Thank  God,"  added  Janavel,  "for  there  are  many  fugi- 
tives there.  Possibly  they  have  seen  the  troops  creeping  up 
the  valley,  so  as  to  surprise  Pra-del-Tor.  Heap  on  more  wood» 
my  boy,  that  our  beacon  may  be  seen  far  and  near.  Oh !  my 
heart  is  wounded  within  me ;  my  church !  my  valleys !  I  have 
only  six  or  seven  brother  peasants  on  whose  arms  I  can  rely^ 
and  what  are  we  against  so  many  ?" 

'^  Father,  you  must  not  &int.  You  shall  find  in  me  one 
who  will  fall  by  your  side  fighting  for  liberty  of  conscience^ 
and  the  purity  of  our  mothers  and  daughters.  I  may  well 
perish,"  murmured  the  young  man  to  himseli^  "for  Ardoine 
is  lost." 


CHAPTBB  XXVllL 

THB  UABQT7IS. 

In  an  upper  window  of  the  convent  of  La  Tour,  a  young  girl 
stood  absorbed  in  thought,  and  indifierent  to  all  the  objects  of 
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loahiij  ifboBk  odgM  liav»  Wfz^ctM  lier  ofcientiail.  Tiie  ri&m 
from  idw  oafiemettt  GverLik>kmg  tike  YaUey  of  the  Pelioe  nM 
c^  w^(^  tnigkt  hare  eDoihaaiited  a  heart  fi^  &am  sorrow.  In 
ihdbadkgrbiHid  towered  tho  Alps,  whosd  descending  spitM 
were  tinged  with  the  hoes  of  the  retaming  spring.  Aloft  tha 
id^Bached  snow  claimed  kindred  wil^  the  glistening  clondfl^ 
while  .in  the  foregronhd  the  pastooral  beauties  of  the  vaUej^ 
Blight  have  awakened  a  bucolic  of  the  Mantuan  poet.  The 
aoenfi  was^  aa  it  were^  an  epitome  of  nature  from  the  pole  id 
the  tropics,  an  alliance  of  the  sublimities  of.  Switzerland  Witb 
the  softer  loveliness  of  Italy. 

/,  That  ttiai(^n  gazed  on  the  view  throogh  the  mist  of  £fcMing 
tears ;  she  looked  npon  the  .hills  over  which  she  had  roflinied 
-irith  the  vagrant  iS)ot  of  childhood;  on  yonder  crag  she  ha^ 
gathered  the  first  friiits.of  spring,  and  on  the  .sward  visible  iai 
iJiat  upland  hollow  she  summoned  her  flocks.  As  she  looks  hat 
•aye  becomes  riveted  by -a  sjjot  floating  in  the  sky ;  it  is  a  spec- 
incle  which  makes  her  heart  more  sorrow^l,  for  it  ia  the 
fiymbol  of  liberty,  and  she  is  a  prisoner.  It  is  the  eagle  of  tha 
Alps«  In  her  mountain' watdiings  she  had  often  gazed  npon 
tile  kingly  bird,  and.  her  heart  had  heaved  with  the  emotioil 
tir^ich  the  grand  and  beautiful  in  naiure  elicit  even  fl*om  an 
undisciplined  mind.  The'  eagle  floating  along  as  if  he  were 
tine  ctttiBoioia  vassal'  of  heaven,  and  an  elemental  something 
above  the  grofveUing  eaarth  beneath,  sails  on  steady  wing,  aa  if 
^jower,  liberty^  and  royalty  were  his  birthright.  Hia  eye  quails 
not  where  man  qiwils,  but  beholds  unblenched  the  sun  itB^£ 
He  soars  above  the  piercing  Alps,  and  looks  down  Upon  th^ 
scathed  crags  which  Nature  sets  apart  for  his  heritage.  He 
swerves  not  for  the  advancing*  tdmpest,  for  he  is  a  part  of 
Nature,  her  type  of  the  repose  of  power  in  the  sunshine, 
and  of  reckless  majesty  in  the  surging  storm.  "  The  way 
of  an  eagle  in  the  air  ^  wonderful,'*  says  the  wise  man, 
"  they  mount  up,  with  wings,  they  are  swift  as  the  wind, 
^ttlnd  their-  nest  is  exalted  on  high  amid  the  clefts  of  ^ 
irii^ged  rocks." 


^  A^pddiiie'  ms  iatonnpted  in  tli0  wigb  of  benlwfiioMiJilii  by 
ih/tmxbfa!QCQ  of  tbeMa^^qpik of  l^uiie^« .  :    .r  l  :  .c  'i; 

"  Ardoine,"  said  he,  advancing  towards  her,  "  ll|'Y<^!]^ 
iefl^oled  on  my'propoisaLB  ?  ydnr  fitto  is  ia  yovrr  ^^Jn^ds ; 
inly  recant,  and  become  my  hnde^  ftnd  nil  ia  jmi^**  ,  :  <■  '-y^i^ 

*^  My  Lord,  yon  mock  yomr  pm<H»er«    J  eftn^lQitx^  dlHI" 

feofe!"  .       'f  ••\   •.  \  r^f 

^'Do  not  be  basty;  ike  conditions  are  easy;  o&metii.iii 
go  to  mass  oooasioniiUyf  and  I  will  vmrny  y»u  j  secretly,  ;f 
swear  that  I  love  you ;  I  cannot  help  it.  It  is  a  contx^ajGU^tlOl^ 
that  one  of  my  rank  aild  ?elJgi(Wi  $honld  kn0el  to  yo»  $>  but 
love  is  a  tjrai^  and  thei?e  are  no  njrgumentd  wben  h9  hm  th^ 
■mastery."  .  , 

"  Oh,  my  mother — ^my  friends  !  Wh3t  oan  I  do  ?  Wq^f^ 
that  I  were  in"  my  grave ;  never  will  I  recant.' ' 

*'  Well,  I  mn«t  overlook  your  haresy,  if  you  will  k^^  it  <» 
yourself.  Sefe  how  I  love  you;  I  make  myself  inooneifit^i^; 
:fi>r  4o  yon  hot  know  iha  object  of  my  misdon  here  ?  It  is  to 
convert  your  Churches;  jwid  yet  foy  Hbte  lov^  of  you  J  wfi 
ttol^^te  what  I  hate  like  sin." 

"  I  cannot — indeed  I  cannot !  Would  yoQ  ©are  for  ^  lii%0fit 
(Whose  love  is  given  to  axioth^  ?"  »  ^ 

"To  anoilier?    Whom  can  you  have  €»e»?     Howroia 

Ja  person  in  ypur  position  hjtve^  j^en  ai^ybody  who  could 

be  my  rival  ?     Think  of  what  you  are  rejecting.    Yon  ah%ll 

'become  mistress  of  my  (Estates  on  the  Min^io,  and  enjoy  what- 

frrer  wealth  can  purchase/* 

**  I  have  been  brou^t  up  to  pyi^fer  truth  and  purity  pf 
'  consGience  to  all  the  good  things  which  th^  VQrld  o^  give." 
^  "  That  is  your  way  of  talkingr  I  k»pw^"  jieplied  the  Mar- 
quis, "  but  it  is  a  different  thing  when  you  are  tried.  F^w 
( can  resist  these  worldly  goods  When  Ifchep^  is  a  chsnce  pf  their 
'  getting  them.  I  offer  you.hononr,  iiiches,  possessions,  and  all 
^  that  makes  li£9  agreeable,  at  a^n  GKeb»ngQ  fbv  su^Sering  poverty, 
'.  imd  it  may  be — m  I  need  not  t^  y^u  what  tjto  Church  <>£ 
Rome  awards  to  heretics."  ; 
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\  ^iCy  Lovd,  my  oonsoienoe  forUds  me.  0  Godl  k^p^ me 
firm ;  I  will  be  tme  to  my  &ith  land  my  Saviottr*  0  moUifa^ 
iftotiierP'  ;  >! 

**Nay,  do  not  sorrow,  for  I  mean  you  kindly.  Are  ypi;| 
not  a  woman^  and  should  yon  not  like  to  do  what  others  do  ? 
finch  beauty  as  yours  should  not  be  hidden  in  obscurity ;  yoa 
"irili  outvie  the  proud  ladies  of  Turin,  who  have  been  your 
Bliperiors.  Fpr  myself,  if  I  could  convert  you  to  our  faith^ 
Italy  would  boast  no  fairer  bride  destined  to  shine  in 
eoupts,"  1 

"  I  have  never  seen  these  things,"  replied  Ardoine ;  **  bj^ 
what  would  they  be  to  me  in  the  midst  of  the  ruin  of  ipy 
family?  No,  no,  I  will  perish  here,  but  I  will  never  fQi^ 
swear  my  conscience," 

"  You  can  do  good  to  your  friends.  You  belong  to  iiSa»t 
£amily  at  La  Baudene  of  which  I  have  heard ;  some  of  yoi^ 
aunts  and  uncles  are  prisoners  in  this  convent."  :^ 

Ardoine  started ;  a  deadly  pallor  overspread  her  face,  and 
the  lustre  of  her  eye  was  clouded  with  anguish*  f 

"  Oh,  for  God's  sake,  spare  my  dear  friends  j  release  theio, 
for  the  love  of  God." 

"You  have  it  in  your  power,  Ardoine ;  speak  thewoerd^ 
ttnd  the  dungeons  can  be  opened,  and  they  shall  be  free." 

"  Oh,  what  am  I  to  do  P  O  Heaven  I  why  is  such  a  omoL 
choice  forced  on  me  ?  " 

"But  if  you  will  neither  recant  nor  have  me  as  yoor 
husband  or  lover,  you  shall  see  their  dying  agonies.  The|f 
shall  feel  the  rack,  the  pulley,  and  the  fire ;  they  shall  die  by 
inches,  with  all  the  torture  possible.  I  will  flay  alive  yoqr 
nnde  David,  and  leave  the  manner  of  his  death  as  a  proverb 
to  posterity."  r, 

"  0  God,  dost  thou  hear  ?  What  can  I  do  ?  My  mother, 
I  wept  over  thy  grave,  but  now  I  rejoice  over  ihy  deattu 
Forswear  my  faith  I  cannot,  but  to  sacrifice  my  worlio^ 
happiness,  in  this  there  can  be  no  actual  sin.  What  can  IdoP 
1  cannot!"  ...^.i 
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®^  •(YcNiliaT©  muoh  bx  your  power ;  listen  to  me,  ted  I  WiU 
€(ii3I^^^  my  plans.  Know  that  we  intend  to  eelela^te  iMa 
Easter  by  a  massacre,  to  which  those  of  history  shuU  h^,  |M9 
nothing. 

"My  Lord,  pity,  oh,  pity!"  cried  Ardoine,  falling  at  his 
fdeity  and  clasping  him  ronnd  his  knees.  " 
^    Pianesse  gazed  at  her  face  for  a  moment,  and  then  oon« 
tinned — 

^-  "I  have  an  army  of  several  thousands;  I  have  had  your 
deputies  here,  and  have  got  my  troops  np  to  the  ends  of  .the 
▼alleys,  and  to-morrow  my  soldiers  will  establish  themselvei^ 
tiilder  every  roof.  If  the  inhabitants  won't  recant,  they  will 
then  use  the  sword  and  the  fire  in  a  manner  the  Holy  Office 
cannot  do  on  its  smalL  scale.  Kow,  if  I  am  too  far  compro- 
mised to  arrest  all  these  proceedings,  I  can  do  something  tp 
make  things  better.  Think  of  yonr  mother,  yonr  nncles  and 
annts,  brothers  and  sisters ;  will  yon  not  reproach  yourself  if 
yon  hear  their  dying  groans,  or  see  from  this  window  their 
houses  burning  on  yonder  crags  ?  Oh,  think !  rarely  has  a 
^young  person  had  so  much  in  her  power,  I  love  you ;  my 
love  is  passionate,  and  admits  not  of  rebuke ;  yea,  a  heart  and 
ji  love  like  yours  is  worth  winning,  and  would  be  an  honour 
even  to  a  warrior.  Think  over  these  motives,  and  if  you  would 
fciow  more  of  our  faith,  my  confessor  shall  talk  to  you  on 
spiritual  subjects.  You  must  decide  soon,  for  there  is  no  time 
ijo  be  lost." 

•*0h,  I  cannot!  Oh,  mother!  oh,  Echard!"  So  saying, 
Ardoine  fainted,  and  lay  insensible  at  the  feet  of  the 
Jforquis. 

t"  **Echard!*»  muttered  Pianesse  to  himself  in  a  tone  of 
anger,  "is  that  serpent  to  cross  my  path  again ?  I  must  lose 
jaco  time  in  despatching  him,  and  when  she  hears  that  he  is 
dead,  she  may  be  more  ready  to  listen  to  reason.  I  will  send 
tiy  confessor  to  her,  and  instruct  him  to  suit  his  arguments 
to  her  case.  After  all,  it  wiU  be  a  most  extraordinary  and 
capricious  act  in  me  to  make  a  heretio  girl  like  this  my  wife  " 
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*HE  i?EOSELtTIZEfe.    ' 

^DAi/QfitESy"  iN^dKaLvioino^  as  lie  entered  Ardoine's  cliam« 
hbtf  after  having  received  the  in&ixactioiis  of  the  Marquis^ 
**  "will  you  not  become  reoon<»led  to  the  holy  Catholic  Church  P! 

"  I  do  not  went  to  hear  your  arguments,"  replied  Ardoineu 
**  Leave  me  5  you  are  the  source  of  my  sorrow/' 

**  I !  who  saved  you  from  Echard,  who  would  have  ruine4 

: "  Peijure  not  yourself,  wretched  man.  Did  not  that  scene 
in  the  dangeon  absolve  him,  and  did  not  you  place  me  OJ^ 
ifaat  dreadful  iUfitrumait?" 

.  .  '*  But  indeed  I  did  not  mean  ix)  hurt  you.  I  would  not 
harm  a  hair  of  your  head.  I  will  now  act  as  your  friend. 
The  Marquis  of  Pianesse  intends  to  marry  you,  or  to  g6 
through  a  false  ceremony  to  satisfy  your  conscience.  You 
know  him  not.  He  is  jealous,  cruel,  and  tyrannical,  and 
when  you  have  served  his  purpose,  then  the  punishment  of  a 
heretic  will  be  your  fate.  Let  me  urge  you  to  escape.  I  cau 
get  possession  of  the  necessary  keys.  Oh,  think  of  yourselj^ 
and  trust  me  this  once."  y     ; 

**  Escape  with  you !"  said  Ardoine,  looking  him  steadfiasily 
in  the  face.  "  Can  I  give  you  credit  for  sincerity  of.  purpoee 
after  what  I  have  seen  ?  No,  I  diould  fear,  another  plot.  1 
will  bear  the  present  rather  than  rush  into  a  worse  future." , . 

**  But  you  must  not  judge  me  only  by  the  past ;  a  man  njay 

repent.    Why  should  I  not  desire  to  repair  the  iiyury  whia|;i 

;  I  have  done  you?    By  Pope  Borgia,"  said  the  Abbot  aside, 

"  I  wish  I  could  imitate  his  son  Valentine,  who,  after  being 

'an  ^chbi^hc;^  and  cardinal|  was  xoada  a  lawman..    X  woul^ 
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9mef  hvni  00  ^eatttifbl  a  fiann,''  cioufciinted  Se  algitid.  ^^tfm 
^Bfei^mj  daaghter,  would  liave  ftin^Tmhted  MakximeikhmmtWf 

^  How  can  we  be  expected  to  Tecint/' jodd  Ardoioei  f^jil 
we  are  to  jndge  of  your  vdsgion.by  ik^  acts  (^fts  xinniKtettiJI 
Are  fraud,  last,  and  cruelty  the  marks  of  .&ii  veh^da  .lei 
'Christ  F  Whatever  oar  dobtrines  may  be,  they  bdn'g  ^rth 
good  fmiti  as  even  yon  cannot  help  admittmg/'-  r-.^ 

^  I  wish  I  conld  ever  listen  to  yoiu  To  bear  tibose  Hpi 
iepeak,  to  see  those  ejes  flashy  is  Elysiam  to  the  IPrancifleail, 
Oh,  Ardoine,  smile  upon  me ;  pity  one  -^^liODi  yoDP  beaii^ 
has  made  miserable,  I  could  not  have  turned  the  rack  on 
you ;  I  would  have  saved  you.  Be  mine,  and  I  will  brave 
the  thunders  of  the  Pope  and  the  rage  of  the  Marquis." 

So  saying  he  clasped  her  hands  and  pressed  them  to  his 
lips  in  his  fervour.  Ardoine,  though  fqr  the  moment  taken  by 
surprise,  struggled  to  get  free  with  the  energy  of  despair, 
while  her  screams  rang  throughout  the  stone  corridor.  ' 

"  By  the  deposed  Popes  she  will  betaray  me.  I  must  stofj 
this,'*  muttered  the  Abbot,  placing  his  hand  over  her  moutlL 

"  By  the  groans  of  the  dying!"  thundered  the  Marquus  of 
Pianesse,  bursting  into  the  apartment  at  that  moment,  '*  is  thig 
the  way  in  which  an  Abbot  reconciles  heretics  to  the  Church? 
You  have  .not  studied  the  life  of  Alexander  VI.  for  nothing.''^ 

With  these  words  he  dealt  a  blow  upon  the  Abbot's  faoej 
which  laid  him  senseless  on  the  floor.  » 

"  Hypocrite  !*'  said  the  Marquis,  kicking  him  on  the 
ground,  "  take  the  reward  of  your  knavery.  In  ftiture,  don*t 
mix  up  the  secular  with  the  sanctity  of  the  Confessor.  Aht 
I  can  understand  the  rack  scene  now.  If  it  were  not  for  the 
injury  the  scandal  would  do  us,  I  would  order  him  into  arrest^ 
or  give  him  a  taste  of  the  rack  myself.  But  ihe  ecclesiastics 
reject  secular  authoiity,  and  it  would  not  do  to  have  dissen*- 
sions  in  our  Councils;  so,. though  he  has  ptoved  himself  & 
fool,  he  must  enjoy  his  own  benefit  of  clergy.**  - 

Malvicino  lay  motioidless,  and  it  was  some  time  be:fore  h6 
recovered  his  senses,  and  'realised  i^  position.     Bhame^  dil^ 
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sppointnimt)  and  hatred  filled  liis  breast,  vrhen  he  felt  tl;^ 
he  had  been  detected  in  his  designs,  and  humiliated  by^ttio 
liand  of  a  soldier.  Stnng  with  these  feelings,  he  slunk  to  his 
cell  to  count  his  beads,  and  to  make  his  peace  with  the  Im- 
ioiacnlate  Virgin. 

"K  I  had  Uved  in  the  good  old  time  of  John  XXTT.," 
growled  the  Abbot,  as  he  entered  his  chamber,  ^^he*d  not 
have  made  me  pay  much  for  this  or  any  other  misdemeanour. 
A  £9W  crowns  would  have  balanced  my  account  either  for  this 
or  the  next  world." 


CHAPTER  XXX, 

THE  ARCHBISHOP. 

There  is  a  week  in  the  year  which  has  received  the  epithet  of 
•*  Holy,"  because  it  has  been  consecrated  by  the  most  thrilling 
memories  of  the  Founder  of  our  religion.  From  the  manger 
to  the  cross  He  was  a  sufferer;  but,  as  at  this  time,  the 
various  streams  of  sorrow  mingled  together,  and  rolled  in 
with  a  flood  upon  his  devoted  soul,  when  He  offered  Himself 
up  to  God  a  sacrifice  for  the  sins  of  men.  What  can  be  con- 
ceived more  touching  than  the  spectacle  afforded  by  the  Man 
of  Sorrows? 

The  Man  of  Sorrows !  What  a  title  for  Him  who  dwelt 
in  bliss  from  a  trackless  eternity,  and  whose  word  sprinkled 
the  universe  with  worlds.  There  have  been  thousands  of 
sorrowing  men  on  earth,  but  only  one  Man  of  Sorrows. 
This  was  his  title,  because  He  loved  us,  and  gave  Himself  for 
us.  He  suffered  that  we  might  not  suffer.  His  character 
was  such  that  the  bruised  reed,  hanging  together  by  a  single 
fibre,  was  never  snapped  by  his  gentle  touch,  and  He  bade 
Rome's  Patron  shea^  his  weapon,  warning  him  that  all  tibey 
that  used  the  sword  should  perish  by  the  sword.  When 
amongst  us  He  exhibited  phases  of  moral  excellence  wUch 
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bave  left  the  angels  eternal  stadents,  and  bequeathed  big 
virtues  for  man's  imitation,  even  as  his  labours  were  under^ 
taken  for  man's  ben^t. 

The  Churches  of  Italy  have,  on  this  day,  beei^ 
reciting  (alas,  in  a  dead  language!)  the  record  of  those 
sufferings,  whereby  the  mystery  of  redemption  was  accom* 
plished  on  Calvary,  but  no  congenial  spirit  has  been  breathed 
into  the  councils  of  that  omsading  Church  which  bears  the 
surname  of  the  lowly  Nazarene.  The  valleys  of  the  Alps 
present  an  example  of  her  Apostolic  policy.  Ravaged  home*, 
steads,  desolated  hearths,  acts  of  rapine,  personal  agonies, 
have  been  the  persuasions  whereby  she  would  win  converts, 
not  to  Calvary's  cross,  but  to  her  own  corrupted  creed  and 
ceremonies. 

On  the  evening  of  Good  Friday,  April  23rd,  1655,  the 
Marquis  of  Pianesse  reposed  in  the  chamber  set  apart  for  hia 
use  in  the  convent  of  La  Tour.  Before  him  were  the  adjuncts 
of  official  dignity  common  to  every  age.  Packets  of  papers,.' 
parchments,  edicts,  manuscripts,  law-books,  writings  on 
ecclesiastical  and  civil  jurisprudence,  surrounded  him,  and  he 
sighed  as  he  surveyed  the  littered  table. 

"This  conversion,"  he  exclaimed  aloud,  suddenly,  "is 
heavy  work,  and  tries  one  more  than  campaigning.  What 
with  disputing  with  deputies  about  privileges  and  edicts — 
what  with  arguing  in  theology  with  self-educated  peasants, 
who  perplex  our  priests  in  the  Scriptures — ^what  with  cajoling 
and  scattering  our  troops  for  their  work,  one  need  have  seen 
something  of  diplomatic  service  and  know  the  art  of  language 
as  a  veil  of  thought.  I've  had  a  hard  time  of  it ;  I  shall  be 
glad  when  it's  over.  But  I  suppose  I  shall  earn  a  decoratioa 
-^ay,  and  the  name  of  Pianesse  shaD  be  eternally  connected 
with  these  valleys  of  the  Alps." 

He  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  and  yawned,  as  he  threw  up 
a  ducat  into  the  air,  sayings- 

"I  would  not  give  that  for  the  chance  you'll  have  of 
supping   to-morrow   night,    ye   heretics  I      At   last  we've 
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QAli»ppodjoii9imdjEk>iB0  wQl  hif^  joR  oat,   O  boxA  of  ,b^: 
money  baa  been  well  spent,  and  wiU  pxai|nc»  a  laolaL.liai^-. 


.  ^0ocid  eyening,  Aix^biflhoj^"  9U)d  .PjaneiBse^  rising  and/ 
addrewng  the  prelai«,  wbo  eaterod  a^  this  moc^ient;  ^1: 
draye  your  blessing ;  I  hope  you*ll  sup  with  zoe.  Oor  caimer 
pcospers.  We  only  waat  fine  wefither.  tooiyiozTow  for  pnr 
crusade.  I  think  we  hay  e  l^d  the  train  woU ;  it  only  needss 
tlw  spark.'' 
,    "Are  yon  quite  ready?"  said  the  Arohbisbop. 

^  Beady  when  the  clock  strikes,  Tonr  flag  has  been  pre- 
pared, and  the  machinery  has  no  Jack  of  oib.  We  wiU  miAui 
onr  banner  in  the  name  of  the  Chnrch,  and  the  soldiers  of  tho 
SBFenteenth  century  ifdll  do  what  the  BuU  of  the  ^fleenth  left 
nadone." 

'*  You  haye  boused  them  comfortably  in  their  new  quarters^ 
]^£arquis?" 

"  I  haye  got  them  nearly  into  every  house  j  th^  will  be 
deeping  to-night  under  roo&  which  won't  be  standing  to-v 
morrow.  The  rival  harhets  will  be  at  peace  then,  like  Gnelf 
and  Gbibelline  in  a  plague  pit." 

'^  That's  sharp  practice,"  said  the  prelate ;  '^  the  Church 
has  got  the  victory  this  time ;  the  Pope  wiU  be  sending  you  a 
deocnraiion,  Marquis.  But,  tell  me,  how  did  you  overcome 
tibese  fellows,  for  they  seem  sharp  enough  ?" 

"  Nothing  easier.  Only  swear  to  them  on  the  BiWe,  and 
they  will  believe  you  at  once.  I  had  the  deputies  to  dinner^, 
and  told  them  if  they  would  receive  a  few.  troops  for  a  day  or. 
two,  as  a  test  of  loyalty,  ifc  would  satisfy  the  Duke." 

^*  Capital,  capital  1  TouVe  studied  with  the  Jesuits  t^ 
some  pui*pose.  I  don't  think  the  brains  of  a  Capuchin  would 
^ow  such  skill  in  the  Church's  service.  Have  you  been  to 
mass  to-day?"  ; 

-     "Of  course  I  have.    I  dare  not  inaugurate  this  holy  cru- 
n»^ .  wiithout  the  satiction  of  Hieavqn ;  and  besides,  Archbishop^ 
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jou  iaur#  tibkia Gh>bd  Fridaj;  yoa  ine  tba^B  HkewsmSlkVYe 
onljfiidifarBBpper.^  ' ' w^ 

"  Yoa'TO  ft  gbod  sapplj^"  answered  tibe  prelate,  ea  he  sio^ 
Teyed  the  table  in  the  next  TOonu 

'*  A  Cathdiio .  cook,^  replied  the  Marqnit,  "  woidd  be  rv^kB^ 
if  you  did  not  allow  him  some  latitude  in  disg4ii«ng  fish ;  ed 
it  IB  their  fault  if  you  think  the  fle^  is  pampered*  Were  you 
at  mass,  Ardilnshop  P"  :  i 

*^  Did  you  not  hear  me  P  I  chai^ited  the  €k>8pel ;  but  since 
I've  lost  my  teeth,  Tin  not  good  for  much,  and  I  confess  £ 
took  a  nap,  for  that  young  friar  preached  such  jel  time.  Thesis 
neophytes,  who  have  zeid  without  discretion,  do  ziot  kaxm 
when  to  stop,  and  yet  he  had  an  hour-glass  near  him. .  Whea 
he's  as  old  as  I  am,  and  his  legs  get  more  rheumatic,  he'll  have 
more  sympathy  for  the  flesh,  and  be  better  pleased  to  sit  tiian 
^tand." 

^*  I  thought  it  long,"  rejoined  the  Marquis,  ^  but  it  calmed 
my  conscience.  How  this  day  will  be  remembered  if  we  do 
our  work  cleverly  !  We  ought  to  pluqk  them  up  this  time 
and  eclipse  Cattan^e  and  De  La  Trinity." 

"  I  suppose  you  have  settled  to-morrow's  programme  i 
Have  you  arranged  about  hoisting  up  your  signal  ?" 

''  I've  got  two  men  sitting  up  all  night,  and  a  flask  of  wine 
to  keep  them  warm.  The  weather  looks  well;  I  think  we 
shall  have  a  fine  spring  morning,  and  that  our  flag  'sviil  b^ 
seen  from  the  mountain-tops  for  several  miles."  ' 

^^Dominus  vohiscum,''.  said  the  Archbishop;  "commeaDtd 
yourself  to  the  Virgin,  for  withcmfc  her  you  can  do  nothing^ 
Ah,  well,  how  time  flies !  I  remember  when  I  was.  at  St* 
Peter's,  forty  years  ago,  hearing  the  Gospel  the^re.  It  was  tfa^ 
Holy  Father,  Paul  V.,  who  was  in  the  chafe  He  was  valiaDi 
for  the  Churcfc,^  for  he  suffea^ed  hitodf  t<6  be  oslkd  /  Yioe*God 
upon  earth,  the  monarch  of  Christendom,  the  supporter  of 
Papal  Omnipotence.'  Ah,  how  things  pa^s  away!  we'vie  'had 
four  Popes  since  then.  Are  yoji  i^riiig  to  xefretih  youjgslf 
for  the  niorrpw  ?"^  .  :  i  .;  •;.;..  ,._       .;  .''rj 
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c  ^  No,  my  Jjord ;  I  will  confide  an  affair  to  yonr  Grace,  iff 
whicH  yon  can  help  me.  IVe  seen  a  girl  here — one  that  pnlai' 
our  Tnrin  women  to  shame,  and  I  am  determined  to  make-he^ 
mine.  Marriage  is  the  shortest  way.  I'll  convert  her  after^ 
ihat,  and  if  not^  a  line  from  the  Vatican  will  make  me  a 
bachelor  again." 

"  Marquis,  yon  surprise  me.  Are  yon  not  looking  after- 
the  flesh  ?    Are  yon  joking  ? — ^you  marrying  a  heretic ! " 

*'  She's  only  that  now  ;  wait  till  IVe  drilled  her  six  weeks, 
and  you'll  give  me  more  credit  when  you  see  howl  can  plaj^ 
the  ecclesiastic.  There's  more  tact  wanted  there  than  in 
letting  loose  four  regiments  of  cut-throats  and  the  scum  of 
Ireland.     Though  in  both  lines  I  pique  myself  on  my  tact." 

**  It's  an  odd  freak,  General." 

"It  is,  I  grant;  but  Nature  is  contradictory,  and  truth  is 
stranger  than  fiction.  Love  is  a  sort  of  madness,  as  we  used 
to  learn  at  school.  At  any  rate,  let  us  go  through  a  ceremony  j 
you  can  read  something  in  Latin — the  Burial  Service  or  lie 
Ordination  of  Priests,  and  that  will  soothe  her  conscience." 

"  Is  it  the  girl  we  rescued  on  the  rack  ?  If  so,  I  can  be 
more  sympathizing,  for  her  eyes  were  such  as  would  make  a 
priest  forswear  his  cassock,  and  become  an  Abelard.  Ah,  I 
remember  when  I  was  a  popular  confessor  ,  so  I  must 

wink  at  a  soldier  sacrificing  at  other  shrines  besides  that  of 
Mars.     But  when  is  it  to  take  place  ?" 

"  After  midnight,  when  the  fast  is  over ;  I  shall  need  only 
you,  as  we  wiU  do  the  thing  secretly.  As  for  Echard,  I  have 
hardly  had  time  to  think  of  him.  We  must  make  an  example 
of  him.  The  Inquisition  gives  us  a  choice  of  methods — the 
pulley,  the  fire,  the  Ohevalet,  the  rack.  Which  shall  he  begin 
with.  Archbishop  ?" 

"  I  am  perplexed,"  replied  the  prelate.  "  Is  not  he  your 
son?" 

"  He  was  never  a  son  of  mine ;  you  could  tell  that  by  his 
acts,  which  betray  his  breed.  The  Marchioness,  having  no 
children^  adopted  him ;  and  in  furtherance  of  her  wishes,  I 
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h^e  girenlmn  many  honourable  posts  in  ike  work  of  snpireBi^ 
ipg.heresy,  and  this  is  my  requital    But  past  benefits  mnst 
be  file  gange  of  his  sndBTerings.    Is  that  not  a  moral  axiom 
yoniUnstrate  in  your  preaching  ?'* 
,.   '^  Where  is  the  apostate  now  ?'*  inquired  the  Archbishop. 

^*  Safe  in  a  lower  dungeon,  with  a  sentry  at  the  door.  As 
soon  as  we  have  done  onr  work  to-morrow  in  gross,  I  shall 
consider  him  in  detail,  with  any  other  culprits.** 

"  See  that  he  receives  absolution.  Marquis ;  let  not  your 
wrath  pursue  him  beyond  the  grave." 

^'You  know/*  replied  the  Marquis,  speaking  gravely, 
"  what  our  poet  says,  and  what  your  practice  illustrates,  '  Id 
vive  la  piUS  quand  on  est  bien  mart,*  ** ' 

"Well,  General,  you  are  doing  the  Church's  work,  and 
she  must  not  interfere  with  your  private  affairs.  I  wiH 
refresh  myself  with  a  little  sleep,  and  then  I  will  earn  my 
midnight  fees." 

So  saying,  the  Archbishop  retired  to  his  diamben 


CHAPTER  XXXr. 

THE  MABBUGE. 

The  convent  bell  had  tolled  midnight,  and  announced  the 
commencement  of  Saturday,  the  24th  April,  a  day  which  must 
leave  an  eternal  blot  upon  the  Church  of  Home.  Would  that 
it  were  a  solitary  date  in  her  annals  of  persecution !  Candles 
were  burning  on  the  high  altar  in  the  chapel  of  the  convent 
some  time  after  nocturnes^  as  if  for  some  special  purpose. 
Their  hght  shone  on  the  carved  oak  stalls  of  the  choir,  the 
handiwork  of  one  of  the  monks,  who  had  spent  thiriy-sHc 
years  in  their  completion.  The  place  was  otherwise  dark 
and  silent. 

The  dock  has  tolled  the  half-hour  after  midnight,  and  a 
group  was  standing  before  the  altar.    It  consisted  of  tibe 
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iLrehbxdiopVrf TiuSiH  Ihk Mav^[tD»of  HeuMMe,  AMbind,  andd 
ftmale  aittrndant..  Ardoins's  bead  mm  oorerad  vriOi  a  yei]; 
Aiough  irfaiok  udie  gloxieed  .timidly  at  iho  crnoifizi  wkioii 
stood  in  front  of  the  altai'-]iiMe«  and  ait  the  inarbla  etatnes 
BorrdimcUBg  thb  figare  of  the  Madonna  aad  Child.  She 
iarned  her  oyos  npwards,  as  if  imploring  meroy  from  heaven, 
though  yshe  recoiled  with  honor  on  hehoiding  the  blaaphemooa 
representation  of  God  the  Pather  on  the  frescoed  oeiling.  In 
this  trying  hour  the  oolm  conrage  of  innocence  did  not  desert 
her ;  resistance  appeared  hppeless ;  she  must  snbmit,  and  oom^ 
mit  her  way  io  Him  who  judgeth  righteoufidy.  Bho  was  not, 
however,  without  consolation;  many  passsges  of  Scriptare 
wore  grayon  on  hor  momoVy,  and  she  kept  repeating  to  herself 
tthe  words,  '^'When  than  passest  through  the  waters  I  will  be 
with  thoe ;  and  through  the  rirers,  they  shall  not  orerflow 
thee:  when  thou  walkest  through  the  fire  thou  shalt  not  be 
burned,  neither  shall  the  flame  kindle  upon  thee." 

Many  verses  which  she  had  leamisd  for  her  grand&thor 
rang  in  licr  oars  as  with  tlio  sound  of  a  trumpot,  and  enabled 
hor  to  tasto  tho  peace  of  God  which  passoth  all  understanding. 
Her  calmnoss  was  greater  in  the  stern  ronlity  than  in  tho 
anticipation  of  the*  trial.  Confinement  and  mental  sorrow 
had  impaired  the  freshness  of  her  check,  and  hor  love-lit 
jBmilc  had  waxed  fainter,  as  if  the  spirit  of  ^outh  had  been 
'  crushed.  The  Archbishop,  meanwhile,  robed  himself  fbr  tho 
ceremony.    Stepping  over  to  tho  Marquis  he  whispered — 

"  Well,  my  Lord,  shall  I  wed  you  according  to  the  laws  of 
•the  Council  of  Trent,  or  shall  I  intono  the  instructions  about 
the  rubrics  and  the  samts*  days?  Have  you  brought  a  ring 
with  you  P*' 

**I  protest  in  tho  sight  of  God,'*  exclaimed  An!omo, 
^  against  this  impious  profanation  of  marriage ;  I  will  never  bo 
yom*  bride.  If  yon  compel  mo  to  become  so  by  force;  msy 
Heaven  cancel  the  vow.'* 

"  Come,  fioly  IVither,'*  said  the  Marquis,  advancing  to  tho 
'altar,  <*  it  St  too  cold  to  listen  to  the  henries  of  our  fiur  peoi- 


Mfett  I^irvsi  tiiist  die  wOl  weigb  jma  a^imietiifli  Ik  ftimur  itf 
dhB  holy  Bonuu  fUtb^  a&d  thai  you  will  wekonie  her  tm  -h 
uBOg^ter.  *  ... 

^It  will  rejoiee  octf  lieafi  to  A»  ao,**  i^epfieS  the  Artk- 
liisbop ;  "  now,  daughter,  aie  you  Teady  r^ 
r-  ^^Oh,  is  iihere  no  help!"  exclaimed  Ai-doine,  whom  despair 
iuul  Tendered  afanost  pasBxre;  ^oh,  my  moiher!  woidd  that 
yonr  daughter  lay  beside  you!  Lord,  who  didst  drride  'Qie 
Bed  Sea  of  old,  and  saved  ihe  three  children  in  the  midst  of 
^e  flames,  is  thy  hand  shortened  now  tiiat  it  Cannot  sare  ?^ 

The  Archbishop  tamed  to  i^  east ;  and,  after  bowing  to 
Hie  altar,  proceeded  with  the  op^iing  passage  of  the  Marria^ 
Service.  Pianesse  stretched  forth  his  hand,  and  laid  it  oil 
Ardoine's.  It  sent  a  Ihrill  throngh  her  frame,  and  she  drew 
-back  several  paces.  He  then  grasped  it  by  force  and  gave  it 
to  the  priest,  who  held  it  in  that  of  the  Marqnis.  The  deep 
<adences  of  the  Archbishop's  voice  rang  throngh  the  chapel, 
and  echoed  along  the  rafters  of  the  ceiling.  The  irrevocaUe 
act  was  abont  to  be  completed. 

**  O  Lord  !'^  cried  out  Ardoine,  in  a  voice  of  anguish,  **I 
tenrind  Thee  of  Thy  past  help  to  Thy  saints !  of  the  hononr 
of  Thy  name!  of  onr  prayers  and  praises  in  onr  lost  home  ! 
Bend  the  heavens  and  come  down,  let  the  mountains  flow 
down  at  Thy  presence ;  God  of  the  &theiiess,  arise  and  hel^ 
for  Thy  name's  sake !" 


CHAPTEB  XXXn, 

THE  DUNGEON. 

Ohce  more  had  the  grating  key  of  the  chmgeon  turned  upon 
Echard.  His  proiE^ects  were  gloomy,  £oar  his  lingering  hopes 
were  extinguished,  and  an  ignominious  death  seemed  to  be 
his  fate.  The  suspicions  the  aathorities  had  entertained  of 
his  heresy  had  deepened  into  the  aocosation.    He  had  made 
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ihe  Ibarqnifi  a  mortal  enemy  by  ihAfc  emxnmter ;  and  lie  fell 
ASBored  that  if  he  did  not  perish  by  the  sentence  of  the 
Chnrchy  he  shoxild  fall  a  victim  to  personal  revenge.  Eveijr 
jttep  seemed  like  tiiat  of  the  messenger  of  diBath;  and  when  ' 
his  jailer  entered,  he  was  prepared  for  the  summons  to  instant 
execution.  But  since  he  had  lain  on  those  stones  he  had  seen 
Ardoine.  Alas !  it  had  been  a  sight  to  enhance  his  misery,  ' 
and  to  give  to  death  a  bitter  sting.  He  hardly  dared  review  the  t 
scenes  of  that  chamber.  She  lay  on  the  rack,  and  possibly 
had  undergone  mutilation.  He  shuddered  when  he  rememi^  ' ' 
bered  the  death  of  Marguerite  on  that  same  instrument,  and 
now  another  of  that  singular  family  had  perished  through  the 
guile  and  violence  of  the  Church  of  Rome.  It  was  clear  that 
she  had  been  at  the  rendezvous,  and  would  have  condemned 
him  as  a  betrayer.  Yet  the  scene  in  the  dungeon  might  un- 
deceive her,  and  convince  her  of  the  loyalty  of  his  heart.  But 
why  interrogate  the  past?  Despair  rested  on  the  future. 
They  were  prisoners,  in  the  grasp  of  the  Marquis.  In  vain  he 
tried  to  solve  the  mystery  of  their  betrayal.  It  was  probable  ' 
that  his  arrest  had  been  designed  beforehand ;  but  who  could 
have  revealed  Ardoine*s  counsel?  The  Marquis  must  have 
captured  her.  But,  then,  he  would  not  have  placed  her  on 
the  rack,  and  his  manner  in  the  dungeon  indicated  his  sur- 
prise. Echard  stopped  suddenly.  Faint  screams  were  an* 
.  dible.  He  wrung  his  hands  at  the  thought  that  Ardoine  might 
I  be  undergoing  torture.  Oh !  that  he  knew  the  truth,  and  then 
he  might  dash  his  brains  out  against  the  dungeon  walls.  In 
the  midst  of  his  agony  his  hand  rested  against  the  inscription 
which  he  had  noticed  before.  These  words  spake  with  au- 
thority, as  if  they  were  not  the  utterances  of  men  but  of  God. 
That  holy  name  was  not  unknown  to  him,  and  the  merit  ' 
ascribed  to  the  Saviour's  blood  seemed  so  full  and  perfect  that 
he  would  throw  his  soul  upon  it  alone.  He  would  make  his 
peace  with  God,  and  prepare  for  death. 

** To. morrow's  sun,"  cried  he  aloud,  "may  be  my  last. 
Bright  visions  had  dawned  upon  me,  but  they  are  quenched  in 
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darkness;  and  that  loved  one  who  wonld  have  led  me  to  trnth 
has  perished,  throngh  my  instrnmentality.  Wonld  that  I 
knew  more  of  God*s  trnth !  I  have  learned  to  reject  my  own 
ereed,  bnt  the  void  of  my  heart  is  not  yet  filled.  I  mnst 
stamp  this  passage  on  my  memory,  and  tmst  that  it  may  be  a 
safe  guide  to  my  gnilty  sonl  when  entering  eternity.  Ah !  I 
hear  a  key  tnming  in  the  look.  Death,  thou  mayest  be  ap- 
proaching. This  text  shall  be  my  watchword.  I  will  have 
no  monk's  absolution,  but  bid  death  welcome  in  my  Saviour's 


CHAPTER  XXXm. 

THE  SENTBT. 

Halvicino  remained  long  in  his  cell  on  his  knees  before  the 
image  of  the  Virgin,  which  was  in  one  comer  opposite  to  the 
traditional  skull  and  cross-bones,  those  monitors  to  the  tenant 
of  the  uncertainty  of  life  and  of  the  certainty  of  death.  He 
gazed  at  the  image,  crossing  himself  from  time  to  time,  and 
kissing  the  floor. 

"  I  have  it,  by  our  present  Pope  Alexander  Vll.,"  cried  he, 
with  a  sadden  exclamation,  which  seemed  a  strange  interrup- 
tion to  his  meditation  in  honour  of  the  Virgin.  '*  Blessed  be 
the  Holy  Mother ;  it  must  be  she  who  has  suggested  it.  I'll 
trick  the  general  with  his  own  weapons,  and  see  which  can 
get  the  victory.  Yes,  I  see  it  in  its  details,  a  bold  and  com- 
plicate conception.  By  the  poisoner  Ceesai',  Duke  Valentine, 
it's  a  misfortune  when  there  are  too  many  links,  and  one  has 
to  depend  on  other  people  who  sometimes  disappoint  one's 
calcidations.  But  there's  no  help  for  it.  Buin  or  revenge. 
He'll  do  it.  His  love  will  prompt  him,  and  then  after- 
wards      Why,  I've  not  lived  threescore  years  if  I  can't 

overreach  him  who  has  hardly  turned  the  score.  The  dagger 
will  quiet  him,  and  the  Pelice  will  take  him  out  to  sea.    Bat 
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how  abont  getiang  to  him  ?  Thai's  a  difGic^LUrf.  Methinks  it 
IB  Mandolin  who  is  on  duly*  I'd  better  gain  him  at  any 
rate." 

Malvicino  accordingly  watched  his  opportoniiy,  and  joined 
the  soldier  who  kept  guard  over  Echard's  dimgeon. 

''  Soldier  of  the  crosSi"  said  he,  addressing  Mandolin, ''  &» 
Marqnis  has  given  yon  nnplesusant  work  in  ihis  dreary  pa»' 
sage.  Still  yon  are  serving  the  Ohtffch.  I  am  her  officer  aa 
well  as  yon,  and  we  cannot  always  do  what  is  agreeable." 

"  It  is  certainly  cold  here.  Holy  Father,  and  I  wish  I  had 
a  light,  or  some  company." 

"  That  you  may  well  do,  for  it  is  in  places  like  these  that 
the  ghosts  of  the  dead  walk  up  and  down  at  night.  I  believe 
you  were  on  duiy  last  night.  Did  yon  hear  groans  under 
these  flags  ?  for  a  dreadful  murder  was  committed  here  just 
twenty-seven  years  ago  last  night,  and  they  say  the  stones  are 
soaked  with  blood  every  year  at  the  same  hour.  Here,  I  will 
hold  my  taper.  There  you  see,  there  is  a  reddish  tinge  mt 
the  stone.  Shall  I  look  at  your  shoes,  and  see  if  they  are 
wet?" 

"  Mother  of  God,  defend  me ! "  exclaimed  the  soldier,  mK 
tone  of  unfeigned  alarm.  "Father,  stay  with  me.  Have  you- 
any  holy  water  to  sprinkle  the  paasage  ?'^ 

"  Perhaps  it  was  to-night,"  continued  Malvicino,  "  becanse 
the  monks  are  a&aid  of  this  passage  on  Qood  Friday,  for  fear 
they  should  hear  the  groans.  The  spirit  returns  either  last' 
night  or  to-night.  Yes,  it  would  be  to-night,  since  your  shoes* 
are  not  yet  wet  with  blood," 

"  Oh,  what  shall  I  do  if  I  am  to  pass  another  night  here^ 
alone?" 

"  You're  safe  bb  long  as  I'm  here.  But  I  should  like  to* 
know  the  truth.  Look  to-night  into  that  dark  comer  as  ths 
clock  strikes  twelve,  and  see  if  you  can  see  a  skeleton.  Hier 
still  wears  some  flesh  on  his  ears  and  right  hand,  which  drips 
with  blood.  He  groans  four  times,  and  then  kneels  on  tba 
stone  where  yon  are  standing." 
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'^SaiiHssixiia  Maria!  protect  me,^  cried  Mandolin,  in  an ^ 
agony  of  fear.     "  What  can  I  do  ?  " 

"I  could  sprinkle  the  place  with  holy  water,"  said  the- 
Ahhot,  "  for  at  the  very  scent  of  it  the  devil  turns  tail  like  a- 
coward,^  or  I  conld  lend  yon  my  crucifix.  For  myself,"'  con- 
tinned  the  Abbot,  after  a  pause,  "  I  have  no  fears ;  for  i^e 
holjf  tooth  of  St.  Francis^  which  I  carry  with  me,  wouM  pre- 
seorve  me,  though  a  thousand  devils  were  about  me.'' 

"  Oh,  lend  me  your  toe  or  your  tooth.  Holy  Father,  iont  I 
feel  in  such  a  £*ight.    My  hair  stands  on  end." 

"You  may  well  fear,  having  no  holy  relic.  But  who  ia- 
your  prisoner  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know.  Soldiers  should  have  no  ears  nor  eyes^ 
but  must  obey  orders.  I  was  told  to  look  after  him,  as  he  was* 
likely  to  be  executed." 

"  Unhappy  prisoner,"  said  Malvicino.  "  Doeshe  know  his 
hours  are  numbered  ?  Mandolin,  he  has  a  soul.  I  must  con*^ 
fesB  him,  and  administer  absolution." 

"  I  was  ordered  not  to  admit  any  one  near  him,"  said  ther 
soldier,  doggedly,  whose  sense  of  duty  had  returned,  and  had 
overcome  his  terrors. 

"  Your  orders  were  right,"  replied  Malvicino,  "  but  laws, 
you  know,  do  not  bind  the  Church.  The  man  must  have  the 
ministrations  of  the  priest.  Have  yon  not  a  soul,  and  do  yon 
not  wish  to  be  saved  ?  This  man's  blood  will  be  on  you  if  you 
do  not  let  me  confess  him,  and  you  will  hear  his  groans  next 
to  you  in  purgatory." 

"  It's  as  much  as  my  life  is  worth  to  disobey  orders,  and 
you  know  Pianesse's  character." 

"  I  fear,"  said  Malvicino,  in  a  trembling  voice,  "  that  the 
dead  man's  ghost  will  haunt  you  all  your  life,  and  be  pre- 
sent at  your  death-bed.  Oh,  I  fed  in  a  cold  sweat.  Hera 
I  have  a  flask  of  prime  Monte  Fiasohom,  let  me  give  you 
some." 

"  Ah,  that  warms  me,  Holy  Father.'*  ' 

"And  yet  you  do  not  wish  the  wretdi  inside  to  have  a 
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drop  to  siarengiiheii  his  nerves,  nor  to  have  my  spiritual  con- 
solation for  his  sonl."  ' 

'^  I  should  not  mind ;  only  I  am  a&aid.'* 

"Afraid!    Of  what?" 

*^  Of  the  Marquis  finding  it  out,  and  then  I  shall  be  a  lost 
man." 

"He'll  never  hear  it;  why  should  he?  You're  in  mxiCih 
more  danger  from  this  ghastly  skeleton.  What  will  you  dO 
if  he  puts  his  slimy  arms  round  your  neck  ?" 

"  0  Virgin !  0  Virgin !  that's  he.  I  felt  something  cold 
to  my  neck.  Ah,  there's  nothing.  Holy  Father,  stay  with 
me ;  at  least  sprinkle  the  place  with  holy  water." 

"  I'll  take  care  of  you,  if  you'll  let  me  see  the  prisoner. 
Here  is  something  that  will  protect  you,  which  I  can  lend 
you;"  so  saying,  the  Abbot  pulled  out  a  parchment,  on  which 
waa  printed  in  large  red  characters,  *  Fro  Oonversione  SaretU 
etntm* 

"  This  will  save  you ;  where's  my  taper  ?  You  see  these 
red  letters,  though  you  cannot  read  them.  This  is  the  colour 
of  which  devils  are  afraid.  If  Satan  should  show  his  nose 
here,  throw  that  in  his  fece,  and  by  Pope  Urban  VIE.,  who  was 
Pope  for  twelve  days,  I'm  no  Franciscan  if  he  does  not  vanish 
in  twelve  seconds.  Now,  give  me  the  key.  Come,  if  you 
reftuse  me,  I'll  not  absolve  you  on  your  death-bed,  nor  will  any 
other  priest.  We  will  cast  you  into  the  hottest  place  in  pur- 
gatory, and  keep  you  there  ten  years  over  your  time." 

"  Holy  Father,  be  mercifrd.  Oh,  where's  the  key ;  I  can't 
find  it?  I  thought  I  had  it  in  my  pocket.  Is  it  on  the 
ground  ?  How  cold  it  is !  I'm  on  the  stone  that  sweats 
Wood." 

"  If  you  don't  take  care  it  will  stain  your  feet,  and  they 
will  never  become  white  again,  and  then  the  bloody  skeleton 
will  put  his  shroud  over  your  mouth,  or  take  your  teeth  ouir,  * 
unless  I  lend  you  this  holy  tooth,  or  you  have  the  red  paTdfci^ 
ment  which  the  Pope  has  blessed." 

"  Oh,  lend  me  the  tooth.    Give  me  the  paper,  Holy  Father. ' 
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•  ,..■  u- 

There,  there's  the  key.  I  will  begin  my  JPaters  and  Aves 
now.  There,  you  can  unlock  the  door.  Look,  I  place  it  there. 
You  can  nse  it  when  you  like,  but  don't  be  long  in  absolving 
ham,  or  the  ghost  may  come  when  you're  inside.  Where's 
my  parchment  ?  I'll  clasp  it  in  my  right  hand  along  with 
mj  arquebus.  The  Holy  Father's  gone  in.  The  Virgin 
protect  me." 


CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

MALVICINO. 

"Welcome,  executioner!"  said  Echard,  raising  his  head  as 
he  beheld  a  i&gure  approaching  liim  in  the  glimmering  light 
of  the  taper,  "  I  am  ready." 

"You  don't  know  me,"  said  Malvicino  to  himself, "  though 
you  have  cause  to  remember  me. — Ha,  ha !  the  scenes  of  La 
Baudene. — It's  a  dangerous  game  to  bring  them  together,  and 
I  must  be  careful.  Two  and  twenty  years  ago !  how  time  flies ! " 
.  "  Son,"  said  Malvicino,  addressing  Echard,  "  do  you  not 
recognize  one  whom  you  have  known  in  better  days  ?  I  have 
come  to  confess  you  before  you  die,"  continued  he,  raising  his 
voice,  so  that  it  might  be  overheard  by  Mandolin  outside. 
,  "  You  may  spare  yourself  the  trouble,  for  I  have  confessed 
to  God,  and  shall  do  no  more.  Think  not  that  I  would  con- 
fess to  such  as  you." 

"  Echard,  these  words  of  wrath  do  not  suit  your  danger. 
By  Pope  Innocent,  have  I  not  been  your  friend  ? '  and  would 
I  not  have  saved  that  girl  whom  you  loved  ?  " 

"  Saved  her !  Did  we  not  find  you  alone  with  her,  and  she 
on  the  rack  ?  It  must  have  been  you  who  arrested  me,  and 
entrapped  her." 

"  Nay,  judge  not  by  the  outward  appearance.  You  are 
sorrowful  and  disappointed ;  you  wiU,  however,  acquit  me  as 
regards  the  past,  when  you  know  what  my  present  eTtdxAS&«'^ 
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^  I  eappoee  jcfo,  eome  from  tbe  Hiofy  Office  to  exbott  me 
to  prepare  £ar  tartme." 

''No,  I  would  do  yon  s  benefit.  I  inta  liad  difficulty  in 
getting  hold  of  the  key  cijoor  dungeon." 

^'  What  b^iefit  can  yon  confer  on  one  doomed  to  death? 
Ton  will  insult  before  yon  tortnre." 

"  Look  at  this  key,"  replied  the  Abbot;  "  does  it  suggest 
no  hopes  ?     Hope  is  sweet,  though  death  is  in  sight." 

"  Avaunt !  I  distrust  yon.  Where  is  your  captive  ?  Have 
you  murdered  her?"  asked  the  prisoner,  in  a  voice  husky 
with  emotion. 

"It  is  for  her  sake  I  came  hither;  I  would  save  her. 
Echard,  you  love  her." 

"What  if  I  do?    It  will  avafl  me  Httle,  for  I  am  doomed.** 

"  Yon  love  her ;  I  can  enable  yon  to  save  her.  She  is  in 
danger." 

"  In  danger !  Alas !  yes,  yon  mock  me  with  the  remem- 
brance ;  it  was  you  who  brought  her  there.** 

"  Forget  the  past.  I  have  come  to  rescue  her  at  the  eleventh 
hour." 

"  How  can  I  save  her  ?  Ah !  I  would  do  so  at  ihe  risk  of 
my  life,"  murmured  the  captive,  as  a  flnsh  of  joy  overspread 
his  features. 

"  Yon  may  save  her.  The  Marquis  saw  the  girl  on  the 
rack ;  he  was  so  struck  with  her  that  he  has  determined  to 
make  her  his  own." 

"  I  am  at  a  loss,"  replied  Echard,  "  to  understand  your 
motives ;  I  guspect  that  some  plot  lurks  beneath." 

"  Trouble  not  yourself  about  my  motives.  The  Marquis 
has  laid  the  hand  of  violence  on  me,  as  you  may  see  by  this 
wound ;  let  my  revenge  bring  a  benefit  to  you." 

"What  can  I  do  ?"  asked  Echard  amdously. 

"  I  will  explain.  Pianesse  has  determined  to  wed  her— 
■whether  truly  or  falsely  I  cannot  say.  The  marriage  is  on 
the  eve  of  being  celebrated ;  yea,  this  night  is  fixed." 

^  Oh  agony  1 "  groaned  Echard.    ^^Yon  do  notmeaa  liiat 
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Pianesse  is  going  to  force  Ardoine  to  many  him  ?  She  will 
not  consent." 

"  She  is  helpless.  There,  don't  yon  hear  the  mnsic  from 
above  ?  I  fear  the  marriage  is  taking  place.  Stay,  I  will  get 
rid  of  this  sentry,  to  save  trouble." 

So  saying,  Malvicino  stepped  ont  of  the  door. 

"  It's  all  right,"  he  added,  as  he  returned  into  the  dun- 
geon; "he  has  finished  the  flask  I  lent  him,  and  will  not 
disturb  us." 

**  Oh  tell  me  what  I  am  to  do  1 "  said  Echard,  seizing  Mal- 
vicino by  the  arm, 

"  We  must  creep  to  the  chapel ;  you  must  make  straight 
for  Pianesse,  and  overcome  him;  then  carry  off  Ardoine. 
There  is  no  one  who  will  interfere  with  you  save  the  Arch- 
bishop, who  is  to  take  some  part  in  the  burlesque.  Then  rush 
into  the  convent  garden,  and  I  have  taken  care  that  the 
western  gate  is  not  locked  to-night,  so  you  can  escape 
ttirough  that.  You  must  act  without  me,  for  I  must  not 
appear  in  the  miatter.  Without  me  your  situation  is  des- 
perate.   Haste,  follow  me,  or  all  is  lost !" 

Echard  quickly  arranged  himself,  and  having  gently  drawn 
the  sword  out  of  ihe  drunken  Mandolin's  belt,  followed  Mai* 
vicino.  They  threaded  several  passages,  until  they  came  to 
the  door  of  the  diapel. 

"  There,  look  there,*'  said  the  Abbot,  "  and  see  if  my  words 
are  true  or  not.  Quick  1  the  ceremony  has  begun ;  the  Church 
may  claim  her." 

He  hoard  no  more ;  he  looked  through  the  chinks  of  tilie 
door,  and  the  scene  fired  his  soul.  Bursting  in,  with  a  terrific 
cry,  he  rushed  to  the  high  altar,  absorbed  with  one  thought, 
the  rescue  of  Ardoine. 
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THE  AVENGER. 

Seizing  one  of  the  heavy  missals,  Ecliard  flung  it  at  the 
Archhishop.  It  missed  the  Filiate,  but  added  to  his  con- 
sternation at  the  sudden  apparition,  and  he  fled  £rom  the 
scene.  The  intruder  had  taken  all  by  surprise ;  the  scream 
echoing  through  the  chapel,  and  the  vision  of  an  apparent 
maniac  were  sufficiently  startling  in  the  dead  of  night. 
Springing  towards  the  Marquis,  Echard  grasped  him  by  the 
throat,  and  both  fell  upon  the  pavement.  But  the  Marquis 
was  not  to  be  overcome  vnthout  a  struggle.  It  is  a  fearful 
thing  to  see  two  human  beings  in  a  fierce  conflict,  whose 
issues  are  life  or  death.  They  grasp  each  other,  and  stroizi 
until  the  sweat  stands  upon  their  brows ;  they  pant,  they  roll' 
over.  The  victory  is  doubtful.  Now  they  struggle  inside 
the  rails,  and  are  dashed  against  the  altar.  The  Marquis  is 
victor;  he  kneels  upon  Echard's  breast;  he  feels  for  hiff 
sword,  but  he  cannot  find  it ;  he  wrests  the  one  which  Echard 
had  taken  from  Mandolin,  He  will  not  strike  his  adversary 
twice ;  the  taint  of  heresy  renders  the  disowned  accursed ;  tha 
outrage  at  the  rack  can  only  be  atoned  for  by  blood;  and  now, 
by  some  fatality,  the  same  wretch  mars  this  scheme,  and, 
would  rob  him  of  his  prize  upon  the  steps  of  the  altar.  As 
for  the  careless  sentry,  death  should  be  his  portion. 

Ardoine,  despite  her  horror,  had  prayed  for  the  success  of 
Echard,  for  she  knew  that  she  was  the  cause  of  ihe  stru^le, 
and  that  her  future  life  would  be  affected  by  its  results. 
Shame  and  misery,  or  love  and  happiness,  hung  in  the 
balance.  Her  heart  almost  ceased  to  beat  as  she  saw  tlie 
Marquis  obtaining  the  advantage.  Fear,  however,  brought  a 
reaction. 

*'  Echard !  Echard ! "  she  exclaimed  in  a  tone  of  agony, 
"  Oh,  save  me — save  me ! — it  is  Ardoine  who  entreats  you." 

The  words  acted  like  an  electric  shock  on  Echard;  with 
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an  effort,  of  whicH  joutli  and  passion  are  alone  capable,  lie 
sprang  &om  the  ground,  and  dashed  i^e  Marquis  backwards. 
Seizing  one  of  the  gilt  candlesticks  which  had. been  upset  in 
the  struggle,  he  struck  at  the  Marquis's  head.  Had  the  blow 
taken  effect,  the  Marquis  of  Pianesse  would  have  been  a 
corpse.  Its  shock  was  broken  by  his  arm,  but  it  struck  hirn 
on  the  temple,  and  felled  him  to  the  ground. 

"Oh,  in  the  name  of  God!  don't  kill  him!"  cried  out 
Ardoine;  "  save  me,  let  us  fly.     But  do  not  kill  him !" 

"  Fear  not,  Ardoine,  but  I  must  render  him  incapable  of 
pursuing  us.  Lie  there,  wretched  man;  you  have  brought 
misery  into  peaceful  homes  in  the  outraged  name  of  the 
religion  of  Christ." 

"  Come,  my  beloved  Ardoine,  take  off  your  cloak  5  I  will 
tear  it  into  strips  and  tie  his  feet  and  hands  together,  so  that 
he  may  not  give  the  alarm.  The  Archbishop  will  be  bringing 
others  to  the  rescue." 

"Echard,  my  heart  misgives  me;  beware  of  that  Abbot 
Malvicino ;  it  was  he  who  captured  me  and  placed  me  on  the 
rack." 

"  Ardoine,  you  are  faint ;  I  will  help  you.  Quick,  let  us 
make  for  the  postern."  Lifting  her  in  his  arms,  he  carried 
her  &om  the  chapel,  and  threaded  his  way  to  the  convent- 
garden.  His  breast  heaved  as  he  felt  his  burden,  of  whose 
weight  he  was,  as  it  were,  unconscious.  He  strained  hep 
to  his  heart,  and  surrendered  himself  to  the  bliss  of  the 
moment,  notwithstanding  the  dangers  by  which  they  were 
Burrounded. 

*•  Fear  not^'*  said  he,  bending  over  her  face,  "  I  am  yours ; 
I  have  been  true  since  first  I  saw  you,  and  the  fear  of  death 
shall  never  make  me  false.  Doubt  me  not,  for  I  am  one  with 
you  in  creed.  Oh,  can  you  in  this  hour  cheer  me  with  one 
bright  word,  and  tell  me  that  you  love  me  P" 

A  soft  voice  whispered  the  wordsi  "Echard,  I  love 
you." 
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IHE  OABDWI  OF  THE  COTVSHT. 

ECHABD  and  Axdoine  felt  refreshed  by  the  cold  night  air  as 
they  stood  in  the  garden,  mid  looked  npon.  the  waning  moon 
and  the  star-lit  heaven,  after  their  imprisonment.  But  they 
heard  voices  in  the  distance  and  concealed  themselves 
behind  the  shrubs,  endeavouring  meanwhile  to  approacb 
Che  postern  which  had  been  agreed  upon.  An  altercation  was 
taking  place.  A  party,  consisting  of  two  or  three  soldiers,  a 
man  and  a  woman,  passed  by  them,  and  were  met  by  some  cue 
coming  out  of  the  convent. 

"Hush,  dearest  Ardoine,**  whispered  Echard,  ** there  is 
donble-dyed  treachery;  Malvioino  has  played  ns  &]se.  We 
must  be  quiet  until  they  have  gone  in,  and  then  we  can  gain 
that  door  which  they  have  left  open.  Hush !  we  shall  hear 
then*  plans.  Let  us  be  stealing  behind  these  shrubs,  so  as  to 
be  approaching  the  door." 

"By  Pope  Clement  VULL  and  his  congregation,  Dff 
uimliis**  said  Malvicino,  coming  to  meet  his  bandits,  and 
seeing  the  figure  of  a  man  and  a  woman  among  them,  "you 
have  done  your  work  cleverly.  Bring  the  girl  this  way.  As 
for  the  man,  dead  men,  you  know,  tell  no  tales.'' 

"Tou've  given  us  A  tough  job.  Holy  Father,  to  catch  this 
brace  of  lovers.  But  we've  got  them,  and  shall  be  glad  of  ourl 
pay.  This  thin,  sepulchral  fellow  fought  more  than  you'd 
have  thought." 

"  How  now,  dog  of  a  Franciscan,"  exclaimed  Eorengo,  **  is 
this  your  doing?  Are  these  your  soldiers?  Is  an  honest 
man  to  be  molested  at  this  hour  of  night  ?** 

"By  all  the  Papal  Bulls,"  said  Malvicino,  "what  are  yon 
doing  out  of  your  cell,  Marco  Aurelio  Rorengo  ?  A  Domini- 
can ought  to  be  telling  his  rosary,  and  not  bringing  women 
into  a  convent  on  Good  Friday  evening.  But,  as  you  assert 
that  the  Virgin  was  bom  in  original   sin,    I    doubt    not 
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ibis  is  part  of  joar  eceed.    Quick,  sddiers,  to  the  o&rBr 
^wstera." 

''HideonB  immacnlaie,  if  jon  are  to  be  taken  as  a  ^mple 
of  your  order,  tben  it's  the  kust  miracle  of  heaven  I3iat  yon*ro 
at  large  on  earth  yet.  We  teach  that  the  "Virgin  was  1)0111 
like  any  other  woman,  and  we  cannot  find  yonr  inyention  in 
early  times." 

"By  Pope  Gregory  and  his  Propagamda,  may  Heaven 
^direct  all  our  Pope's  anathemas  against  your  order.  You 
Dominicans,  &om  your  pions  lives,  have  a  horror  of  anytlnng 
that  professes  to  be  immaculate  in  others.  It  is  a  viitne 
banished  by  your  rnles,  at  least  it  is  not  to  be  ibund  in  your 
practice.  Are  you  following  the  practice  of  original  or  actual 
£in  to-night,  holy  black  frifur  P" 

"  I  assert  with  the  Holy  Catholic  Church  that  «he  was  npt 
immaculate,"  replied  Borengo,  "  and  I'll  prove  it  to  you  wifli 
my  fists.** 

"  Go  on  and  write  yotnr  hisioricsd  memoirs,  Maroo  AureHo 
Rorengo,  and  give  a  chapter  to  to-night*s  adventure.  It's  a 
lucky  thing  for  you  that  Leo  invented  indulgences,  for  your 
actufd  sins  would  hava  made  Tetzel's  forttme,  and  your  inten- 
tional ones  would .  have  given  <a  surplus  to  l^e  TsipA 
exchequer." 

"  Silence,  thou  whose  order  forms  the  scum  of  the  ChurA. 
If ature  has  been  making  a  generation  of  dwarfs ;  and,  saving 
herself,  to  make  you  in  a  new  mould,  no  doubt  an  immaculate 
one." 

"  Curse  this  Dominican,"  said  Malvicino  aside,  ^  how  he*8 
spoiled  my  game,  aaa.d  I  am  losing  my  tkne  now.  .Oh,  where 
are  my  converts  ?  Hidecms  Dominican,  you  had  better  return 
to  your  cell ;  and  this  our  daughter,  wko  i£  I  mistake  not  is  a 
nun  from  the  adjoiziing  eootvent,  had  belter  eonfess  herself  to 
be  not  immaculate.  My  sons,"  continued  Malvidno,  ad- 
dressing his  followers,  "these  are  iiot  my  fi»iends.  They 
must  have  got  out  at  the  other  door.  Quick,  see  if  they  are 
there,  and  follow  them  in  the  direction  of  ViUar.     What  shaXL 
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I  do  if  they  have  escaped  meP  I  most  get  a  small  troop  in 
the  Marquis's  name,  to  pnrsne  tlie  wretcH  that  has  committed 
the  outrage.  It's  a  good  thing  that  I  don't  appear  in  the 
matter,  though  I  may  yet  gain  my  point.  Oh  madness !  if  at 
the  eleventh  hour  I  have  been  disappointed.  I  thought  there 
were  too  many  links  in  the  plot.  But  who  could  have 
guessed  that  it  should  have  gone  on  so  well,  and  then  fail  at 
the  point  of  success.  Oh,  may  the  fiends  of  purgatory  lunch 
off  the  carcase  of  the  cursed  Dominican,  who  reviles  the 
blessed  Mary,  bom  without  original  sin.  The  accursed  black 
friar  1  How  he  triumphs  over  me !  0  Ardoine,  have  I  lost 
you  at  last;  and  not  only  so,  but  given  you  your  lover,  and 
enabled  you  both  to  escape  out  of  the  jaws  of  death.  Better  to 
have  lefb  you  alone,  or  never  to  have  troubled  my  head  about 
the  Babylonish  girl.  Ah !  if  I  had  met  such  a  one  in  early 
life,  I  might  have  been  a  virtuous  man.  Perdition  take  St. 
Antony  and  his  monks  in  Egypt  who  put  the  idea  of  celibacy 
into  the  Church's  head !  and  yet,  by  all  the  Popes,  they've  not 
minded  the  dogma  much." 

With  these  reflections  Malvicino  entered  the  convent  to 
disguise  his  share  in  the  plot,  and  to  organize  measures  for 
the  recapture  of  the  fugitives. 

Echard  and  Ardoine  stood  breathless  as  they  heard  the 
preceding  conversation,  and  realized  the  danger  in  which 
they  were  placed.  When  the  soldiers  had  sallied  out  by  the 
other  postern,  and  Malvicino  had  entered  the  convent,  they 
stole  forth.  They  made  for  the  gate  through  which  Rorengo 
had  entered.  They  cross  its  threshold.  They  stand  outside 
the  gloomy  walls,  and  look  towards  the  heights  of  Angrogna, 
whither  they  will  flee.  The  traces  of  their  sorrows  are  swept 
away.  They  look  up  to  heaven,  and  smile  as  they  thank  Ood 
with  an  emphasis  which  only  captives  lately  exposed  to  death 
could  feeL 

God  speed  them,  they  are  freel 
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CHAPTER  L 

THE  ETEBLASrmG  MOTTHTAIirS. 

Yb  everlasting  maimtains,  what  mighty  influences  liave  ye 
liad  on  the  destinies  of  the  hnman  race !  The  tyrants  of  man^ 
kind  would  raze  your  ramparts,  ye  coverts  for  the  victims  of 
their  wrath.  But  £3r  you,  liberty  had  perished  firom  the  earth. 
Hithecr  the  patriot  flies  when  his  country  has  been  crushed 
beneath  the  despot's  heel ;  in  your  caverns  the  saint  flnds*  a 
shrine  when  the  church  of  his  feithers  smoulders  in  the  wind ; 
upon  your  crags  the  apostles  of  liberty  plant  their  banners^ 
when  death  were  their  portion  in  the  plains  beneath. 

Man  rears  his  towers  to  be  the  grave  of  freedom,  and  the 
sepulchre  of  thought  and  mind ;  but  the  battlements  which 
God  has  bidden  the  earth  upheave,  environ  liberty  and  are 
the  sanctuary  of  truth. 

Hail,  blessed  liberty !  descending  from  heaven,  thou  dost 
alight  on  those  parts  of  the  earth  which  are  nearest  to  thy 
bii^place !  Let  thine  empire  be  the  world,  but  let  thy  throne 
be  the  mountain  glen,  which  was  thy  shrine  when  the  earth 
was  armed  against  thee.  "We  seek  thee  not  under  the  bloody 
guillotine,  but  rather  amid  the  bloodless  snow  which  descends 
among  the  valleys  of  the  Alps. 

The  eagle,  scathleas  by  the  avalanche,  the  chamois,  free 
upon  the  ice  field,  are  types  of  liberty :  the  torrent,  begotten 
of  the  mist  and  glacier,  the  uprooted  pine,  athwart  the  volley* 
ing  spray,  speak  of  liberty :  the  crag,  split  from  yon  eyrie,, 
and  strewn  broadcast  in  the  valley^  iB  nature's  homage  to 
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fiberiy :  those  wayward  snininitB  wLich  pierce  the  sky,  poiiit 
upwards  to  the  true  temple  of  liberiy :  yea,  ye  glorions  moun- 
tains, ye  speak  to  the  heart  of  man,  and  ye  speak  of  liberfy 
and  Gt>d. 

And  ye  Alps,  with  yonr  everlasting  glaciers,  your  arrowy 
pinnacles,  your  mythic  caverns  and  yonr  escarped  gorges,  ye 
have  been  bulwarks  against  Bome's  oppression ;  ye  have  many 
a  moimtaui  pass  and  many  a  bare  block  of  limestone  environed 
by  the  brightest  memories  of  man's  history,  his  struggles  tor 
pnriiy  of  faith  and  liberty  of  conscience. 

Ye  mountains,  whose  slopes  embody  nature,  from  the  arctic 
fichen  to  the  purple  grape,  it  is  this  moral  charm  which  makes 
you  distinctive  among  a  thousand  groups.  You  have  bem 
ibe  asylnm  of  tmth,  and  though  you  shall  crumble  into  dnst, 
the  tmth  you  shielded  shall  remain  for  ever.  But  for  you  this 
band  of  martyrs  had  perished ;  your  fitstnesses  protected  them, 
your  caverns  gave  them  hearths  and  altars,  your  rocks  fought 
for  them ;  and  around  whatever  cn^s,  from  the  blue  sea  to 
the  plains  of  Hungary,  history  and  tradition  have  cast  their 
enchantments,  none  glow  with  holier  memories  of  religion, 
truth,  and  liberty,  than  those  of  Angrogna,  Lucema,  and 


Hail,  ye  bulwarks  of  liberty,  which  God  erected  against 
Papal  Home,  that  city  of  the  Plain ! 

It  is  the  night;  in  her  silence  nature  is  eloquent,  and 
teems  with  the  past.  I  view  those  valleys  in  the  moonlight,  I 
look  along  that  line  of  crags,  I  mark  the  bends  in  that  liver, 
I  count  those  ridges,  as  they  shoot  into  the  valley,  and  the 
phantoms  of  history  flit  before  my  mind. 

Those  meadows,  from  which  flie  dank  dews  of  evening  are 
ascending,  and  casting  a  fragile  circlet  on  that  isolated  peak, 
have  been  the  battle-field  of  nations.  Li  that  secluded  dell 
have  rang  the  shout  of  battle  and  the  shock  of  arms,  when 
French,  Irish,  Italian,  Spaniard,  Swiss,  Bavarian,  have  swayed 
to  and  fro  with  the  tide  of  war. 

I  stand  where  martyrs  stood,  I  tread  where  heroes  trod,  I 
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ieel  the  spell  of  the  great  and  good,  in  genius  and  in  suffer- 
ing. 

Suffering !  it  has,  like  genius,  its  inspirations.  The  heart 
throbs  when  brought  into  contact  with  suffering,  for  the  fear 
of  that  dread  fellowship  pierces  the  soul. 

Look  at  these  valleys !  Bead  not  their  legends,  but  their 
iiistories.  Behold  that  dazzling  snow,  now  silvered  by  the 
moon,  the  dark  red  blots  of  the  infant's  blood  have  stainod  that 
hue.  Behold  the  waterfaU,  leaping  with  the  thunders  of  &eeh 
dom,  it  has  roared  over  the  corpse  of  the  youth  who  perished 
by  the  sword  of  the  Church  of  Borne.  Mark  the  river,  seam- 
ing the  valley  with  its  sparkling  track,  it  has  borne  the  ashes 
of  the  martyr,  and  gurgled  over  heaps  which  the  Vatican  had 
slain. 

Survey  those  crags  and  gorges,  they  have  witnessed  the 
deeds  of  heroes,  outvying  those  of  Greece  and  Borne,  and 
which,  if  vouchsafed  one  page  of  classic  history,  would  have 
been  the  theme  of  eternal  song. 

Betrace  centuries ;  when  the  Arian  Ooth  flooded  Italy,  the 
truths  which  Paul  spake  on  Mars  Hill  clung  to  these  rocks ; 
when  the  Moslem  threatened  to  supplant  the  Cross  by  tho 
Crescent,  the  doctrines  of  the  Gospel  mingled  with  theso 
mountain  breezes:  when  the  black  wave  of  ignorance  and 
superstition  submerged  Europe,  behold  this  island  of  light — 
for  when  gross  darkness  covered  the  nations,  the  people  that 
dwelt  here  saw  a  great  light. 

In  the  lone  cottage  in  Angrogna's  glen,  centuries  before 
Tyndale,  was  the  wordof  God  rehearsed  from  mouth  to  mouth. 

Behold  in  these  valleys  the  cradle  of  truth,  against  which 
Borne  has  fought  for  centuries,  but  against  which  sho 
has  fought  in  vain.  To  you,  ye  Alps,  shall  be  given  voices 
in  the  day  of  judgment.  Break  forth,  ye  mountains,  ye  forests, 
with  every  tree  that  is  therein ;  ye  everlasting  hills,  keep  not 
silent,  denounce  the  deeds  of  blood  of  the  accursed  city. 

Look  at  this  scene  I  To  the'  external  eye,  Nature  is  un- 
changed.    Those  crags  stand  forth  as  when  Cattanee  and  Bo 
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la  TnmU  masrchad  4t>  Uoocb  the  Ghurdi  of  Eome  iBHH- 
changed,  a  foe  to  lights  liberiy,  and  tmth :  the  religion  of  tbofe 
valleyB  is  nndiaiiged;  for  the  &thers  have  dedared  to  their 
floass  the  tmths  whidi  nret  them  to  Apostles. 

Changes  have  swept  oyer  Eoiope,  soda],  political,  militaij. 
ConqaeranhaTe  adYaaoed  and  fled,  armies  have  melted  away, 
kingdoms  have  waxed  and  waned,  dynasties  have  snnk  into 
ibed^/rii  of  mankind;  bat  as  a  silent  pledge  of  an  nnchanging 
fiEitore,  these  Talleys  haye  remained  unchanged  in  Mth,  be- 
cause they  have  abided  under  the  shadow  o£ihe  Almighly- 
«C7  tznth  ''His  Israel  of  ihe  Alps." 


CHAPTER  n. 

THE  SLOPES  OF  THE  TAKBALIH. 

^TFhb  shadows  of  night  orercast  the  monntain,  as  Echard  and 
Ardoine  ascended  the  slopes  of  the  Yandalin,  in  the  directioii  <lf 
CasteQnzzo.  Ardoine  leaned  cm.  Echard  as  i^  amid  the  visions 
-of  the  past,  she  would  assure  hersdf  of  the  reaHiy  of  abrighter 
present.  Nor  could  Echard  resist  giving  himself  up  to  the 
^<»mnninion  of  love,  sweeter  from  the  painfbl  memories  of^bd 
past,  and  from  the  apprehendon  of  a  portions  ftitare. 

*'  Ardoine,"  whispered  Echard,  as  he  led  her  over  abridge 
of  pines,  mdcfy  cast  across  the  stream,  ''how  can  I  tell  yon 
what  my  feelings  have  been  P  I  am  bewildered  by  this  tran- 
sition from  misery  to  happiness.  My  heart  was  wrong  with 
agony  in  my  dungeon ;  not  because  I  knew  that  I  was  doomed 
to  death,  but  because  you  were  lost.  I  had  tremUed  at  the 
thought  of  sudi  a  calamity,  and  the  knowledge  g£  the  fiet 
drove  me  almost  to  madness.  You  were  a  prisoner,  and  might 
be  tortured ;  death  was  your  &te,  and  I  idt  that  you  wodid 
brand  me  as  your  betrayer,  and  as  ^e  cause  of  your  mis- 
fortunes." 

"  Ediard,  I  have  suffered  in  many  ways,  whn^  I  cannot 
rdate,  but  bitter  was  it  when  doubts  about  your  honour  i 


ffifroed  vpoh  mjimnSi;  f«r  dhovgli  my  Ibettrt pteadril ill  yonr 
behalf,  appearances  were  against  you." 

Y       ^^'Thej  irere,  'BXEdeed,  but,  as  yon  n^vf  see,  t  yn»  tnyself  a 
<wieiiiii«" 

"Yes,  through  what  you  flidti*  La  Benadfette;  ifc-waiiyattr 
.]azi4iiess  to  me  which  was  the  beginning  of  ycmr  troxdbles." 

^fiay  not  so,  dear  Ariosne.  But  how  you  tremb^.  Ijs  It 
f)»eeeuase  you  see  me  ts^  woariaig  the  Tiniform  t>f  Sarqy  ?" 

"it  wafi  not  becsose  <rf  <3iat,  for  ycrar  acts  hsve  profved 
your  sincerity,  bat  I  oonhl  not  1^  tremblmg  wlicoi  I  iremem- 
bered  that  you  were  a  member  of  the  tJhirrcii  of  Borne,  which 
^as  wreak^  her  crxtd^"''^  And  yet  I  -owe  yon  a  gpeat  debt 
€if  gratitude." 

"  Dear  Ardoine^  speak  mft  thus ;  bdlieve  me,  a  dian^ehas 
taken  place  within  me.  Cannot  you  trust  me  when  you  loofc 
4^  the  past,  and  read  its  midoonceptions  ?  Though  there  is 
tfmB  point  which  I  ornnot  solve,  how  MalTieino  should  have 
Jbeepme  acquainted  with  otcr  {dan,  and  have  captm*ed  you.^ 

"  It  is  straaage,"  replied  Ardoine,  -ttioughtfiilly ;  "  I  am  sure 
I  saw  your  sword  before  I  ventured  forth.  It  was  he  who 
cast  me  on  the  Gehenna,  and  your  en1a*anee  saved  me  from 
torture." 

"  Can  you  remember  wtet  yeur  fedings  were  asyon  lay  ok 
iherack?" 

"  I  felt,"  answered  Ardoine  «dtecRmly,  ^  i^e  presence  6f 
Ood  in  a  way  I  never  ^slt  bef(n«.  Heaven  was  open  to  me. 
I  felt  that  peace  of  Qrod  whidai  passeth  understanding,  and  was 
^iHe  to  commune  with  my  Saviour,  My  heart  did  tremble  at 
times,  but  the  Lord  sl3*engthened  my  faith,  and  it  Mled 

"  Could  yos—^did  you  think  of  me^l3ien?^  asked  Echard, 
in  a  voice  almost  inaudible  from  emotion. 

"  I  conld  not  belp  it,''  artlessly  replied  tibe  young  girl. 

"  Nor  did  I  forge*  ycF»  in  my  dungeon ;  my  last  thought 
would  have  been  God's,  my  last  but  one  yours.  Oh !  Asv 
doiue,  let  me  hear  iha  iswA  finm  yomr  lips,  repeat  to  me  the 
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sweet  assnraxice  of  ypnr  love,  whicli  is  like  a  star  in  a  clouded 
heaven."  f> 

'']^ay,  Echard,  I  have  not  been  Inronglit  np  in  courts  and 
cities,  I  am  but  a  mountain  girl ;  but  it  is  not  for  me  to  b^a^ 
jready  with  professions  of  love.'* 

^'  Pai'don  my  boldness,  yet  I  feel  that  an  hour  of  such  ex^ 
periences  as  we  have  had  must  make  our  hearts  understand 
each  other  better  than  ten  years  of  formal  knowledge.  Them 
ia  nothing  I  value  on  earth  without  your  love ;  may  I  cherish 
the  hope  that  we  may  become  one  in  £aith  and  in  love  P" 

"You  may  hope,"  replied  Ardoine,  blushing.  "But| 
Echard,  Echard,"  added  she,  checking  herself,  "  oh  tell  me  if 
you  are  still  a  Boman  Catholic?  Deal  candidly  with  mi$. 
Did  I  not  hear  something  from  you  as  I  lay  on  the  rack 
which  cheered  my  heart  ?" 

"  Ardoine,  since  I  saw  you  first,  my  convictions  of  tb0 
truth  of  your  creed  have  been  deepening.  It  pleased  God  ti^ 
give  me  light  in  my  dungeon,  for  I  found  written  on  the  wall, 
*The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  cleanseth  from  all  sin.*  Thiip 
helped  to  confirm  what  I  had  heard  from  you  before." 

"  Oh !  it  is  a  beautiful  text,"  interrupted  Ardoine.  **  Ah  Vf 
continued  she,  with  a  sigh,  "  I  remember  when  grandfather 
preached  on  it.  It  was  one  of  the  last  sermons  he  was  able 
to  preach.  I  was  a  child,  and  he  kissed  me  when  he  came 
home  because  I  could  repeat  the  text  by  heart." 

**  I  remember  you  quoted  this,"  rejoined  Echard,  "  when  I 
met  you  at  La  Baudene.  Those  words  echoed  in  my  ear# 
when  I  was  taken  into  the  dungeon,  as  I  thought,  fat 
torture  or  death." 

"  Alas !  do  not  talk  of  that  scene,"  exclaimed  Ardoiaei 
shuddering,  "  it  is  like  a  dreadful  vision,  which  crushes  my 
heart."  : 

"  Oh !  how  agonized  I  was  to  see  you,"  continued  Echard ; 
**  my  fears  were  realized,  and  you  must  have  been  astonished 
at  hearing  my  voice." 

"  It  sounded  in  my  ears  like  a  death-knell,  but  it  explamed 
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60'Xtiiicli ;  I  saw  tbat  you  were  not  my  betrayer,  and  I  heard 
that  yon  were  not  the  Marquis's  son." 

"O  Father  of  heaven!"  exclaimed  Echard,  "what  mys- 
tery hangs  over  me?  I  saw  some  one  in  prison  whom  I 
loved,  something  like  you,  with  lustrous  eyes,  but  dressed  id 
ttack." 

"  That  must  have  been  my  Aunt  Martha*  Oh  I  where  is 
she?*' 

"  I  do  not  know,  I  released  her  at  the  risk  of  my  life ;  so 
you  may  judge  whether  :piy  heart  is  true  to  your  cause  or 
not." 

"  God  bless  you ! "  whispered  Ardoine,  pressing  his  arm  to 
her  side. 

•*  At  last  we  have  reached  the  crest  of  this  ridge.  This 
seems  to  be  a  safe  place,  and  there  is  this  fragment  of  rock 
which  will  shelter  us.  There  is  La  Tour  and  the  Convent, 
Can  you  not  see  the  smoke  rising  from  its  chimneys  ?" 

**Echard!"  exclaimed  Ardoine,  bursting  into  tears,  "my 
heart  breaks.  Oh  where  is  my  home,  where  we  all  lived-  so 
happily  together  ?  Where  are  they  all  now  ? — some  hav9' 
been  killed.     Alas !  why  do  I  survive  ?" 

"  I  must  turn  comforter,  Ardoine,  and  bid  you  confide  in 
God.  Look,  the  sun  is  rising,  to  bless  the  human  race ;  let  us 
remember  that  there  is  a  heaven  above  us  where  Christ  reigns, 
who  suffered  greater  things  than  these  for  our  sakes." 

"  O  my  mother,  your  grave  is  there  !  I  am  looking  afar 
off  at  the  spot  where  you  lie,  buried  amid  the  ruins  of  our 
home ;  O  my  God,  I  am  an  orphan  !" 

"  Ardoine,  I  am  with  you — ^my  heart  is  yours.  There,  let 
ns  kneel  in  the  sight  of  heaven,  and  thank  God  for  his  past 
help,  and  pmy  Him,  for  Christ's  sake,  to  be  with  us  for  th^ 
fiiture." 
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CHAPTER  BEL 

THB  TWENTY-FOUSTH  OF  APRIL),.  JBSl^  v 

It  IS  tlie  mommg  of  Saturday,  Easter  Sve,  the  24tli  of  Apr3^ 
1655.  The  sun  is  rising  upon  Italy.  Its  beams  shoot  through 
tibe  filmy  imst,  which  hangs  like  a  coronet  on  the  small  conical 
hill  of  Cavour,  that  solitary  redoubt  erected  by  nature  for  the 
protection  of  the  valley  of  Lucema.  The  A^s  seem  whiter 
iimn  before,  in.  the  transparency  of  the  dewy  morning,  and! 
lead  our  thoughts  back  to  the  time,  when  first  the  new-made 
light  glistened  on  the  snows  of  earth.  Peak  after  peak  is  lit 
up  by  the  advancing  streaks ;  the  grey  shadows  have  become 
suited  with  a  silvery  tinge,  then  anon  the  colours  deepea 
iBto  the  roseate  tint,  as  if  Kature's  chastity  blushed  to  be 
revealed  hj  daylight ;  then  again  a  vast  mantle  of  crimson  ii| 
flung  on  granite  or  on  snow,  changing  firom  hue  to  hue  j  now 
mellowed  in  softest  purple,  now  brightened  with  amber  Hght,^ 
iwfw  wreathing  the  snowy  crests  with  flames  of  fire.  The 
crags  of  CasteHuzzo  have  lost  their  ruggedness  in  the  ma^^ 
mellowing  of  the  morning  lighi^  and  fragments  of  fleecy  mist 
hover  thereon,  fbebly  urged  on  by  an  unseen  breath,  whiclk, 
gently  sways  the  forest  of  firs,  and  adds  motion  to  the  still 
landscape. 

It  is  the  spring — the  spring  of  Italy !  The  resurrection 
of  nature  is  taking  place,  when  God  renews  the  face  of  the 
earth.  The  vine  is  bursting ;  it  will  soon  clothe  its  poplars^ 
and  weave  together  its  festoons,  under  which  the  husbandman 
will  reap  his  harvest.  The  harebell  droops  steeped  with  the 
dews  of  night,  each  blade  of  grass  twinkles  with  its  own  pris- 
matic drop,  and  is  freshened  by  the  invisible  showers  of  para- 
dise ;  for  the  dew,  like  novelty,  gives  charm  and  freshness  to 
what  was  beautiful  before.  In  that  crisp  morning,  as  Nature 
is  unswathing  her  winter  cerements,  as  the  breeze  fioats  by  us 
laden  with  the  memories  of  Eden,  we  feel  that  existence  is  a 
pleasure  as  well  as  a  probation. 
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WhaM  lavelinesB  inlajs  the  scGiie  {  In  her  dullest  xooocb 
Nature  is  wonderM ;  how  much  mare  when  she  exults  in  hor 
birthright  of  faea^t7,  liberty,  and  peace.  She  is  an  etemAt 
poem,  a  silent  hjmn  of  praiee  to  the  InTisibley  who  made  vmb, 
her  priest  to  inteTp*et  her  homage,  and  wafi  it  to  the  ihrotte 
ef  heaven. 

What  suggestions  has  such  a  soese  &>r  a  sonl  yersed  in 
commimings  with  nature  and  with  Gh>d  I 

Nature,  I  love  thee!  I  can  feel  the  romance  both  of 
histoij  and  nature,  for  thej  embalm  each  other.  The  histcsry 
of  man  stirs  mj  soul  to  wonder,  yet  it  crushes  me  with  doubt 
and  fear,  but  thou  art  a  link  of  wonder  and  of  peace,  of  mjB* 
tery  and  joy.  I  love  thy  free  glens,  thy  pure  snows,  thy 
crashing  rocks,  thy  dreary  caverns,  thy  embattled  icefiddk. 
When  I  behold  thee  my  heart  heaves,  and  I  rise  above  the 
scene ;  then  the  soft  protest  of  the  tinkling  bell  recalls  my 
^oul  to  earth,  swayed  with  thy  lofty  ins|nration8.  Nature !  I 
joy  in  thee,  for  through  thee  I  eommune  with  eternity,  with 
WOTlds  unseen,  and  with  God  Himself  I 

There  is  Mfe !  the  chirp  of  the  grasshopper,  the  lonely 
cadence  of  the  nightingale  upon  the  slopes  beneath,  the  musio 
of  the  sheep-bell,  the  &iint  thunders  of  the  torrent  from  thaA 
black  ravine,,  announce  that  Nature's  repoee  ia  one  of  beantf 
and  strength,  and  not  of  death.  The  cattle  are  lowing  on  the 
upland  hill,  the  stroke  of  the  woodman's  axe  rings  in  An- 
grogna's  glen,  the  Eocks  issue  from  the  rude  cMlet^  the  shefK 
herdess  carols  her  song,  braced  by  the  elastic  air.  In  her 
silence  Nature  speaks  of  peace ;  in  her  distant  sounds  &om 
the  plains  beneath,,  of  industry ;  in  her  sunshine,  of  heaven, 
and  of  the  life  thereof,  which  is  lore* 

And  if  Nature,  with  her  mute  eloquence,  spake  of  peace 
and  love,  so  did  the  ritual  of  that  Church  which  overspread 
the  greater  part  of  Europe.  But  the  day  before  ten  thousand, 
churches  in  Italy  had  pealed  with  the  memory  of  Messiah's 
death,  the  most  unexampled  act  of  love  of  which  the  arch- 
angel in  his  wanderings  through  sparse  has  ever  heard.     But 
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yesterday  millioiis  went  to  Christian  temples  to  heat  the 
most  affecting  recital  extant  in  the  worid,  and  to  meditate  on 
the  death-speeches  of  that  adorable  Saviour.  Cardinals,  arch- 
hishopSy  bishops,  abbots,  friars,  monks,  priests,  had  chanted 
the  gospel  written  faj  the  apostle  of  love.  Thej  had  assemUed 
to  contemplate  the  Son  of  GtKi  agonizing  for  the  redemptioa 
of  the  world.  No  hostile  expression  conld  thej  find  in  those 
gnileless  lips ;  nerer  conld  thej  cite  the  occasion  when  thos^ 
pierced  hands  had  grasped  the  sword  to  secure  a  follower ; 
never  conld  they  detect  a  trace  of  persecution  in  the  teaching 
of  Him  who  came  to  overthrow  the  religious  systems  of  the 
world. 

At  this  very  moment,  the  Founder  of  this  sublime  rdi-- 
gion,  was,  in  the  memory  and  meditation  of  the  Chnrdi, 
lying  in  his  tomb  for  the  full  accomplishment  of  his  work. 
On  the  morrow  that  Church  would  be  called  to  triumph,  bo» 
cause  that  bruised  form  had  rent  in  twain  the  grave,  and 
come  forth  as  Grod,  to  extend  his  empire  of  love,  and  to  win. 
sons  and  daughters  by  the  memories  of  his  cross.  On  Uie 
morrow  would  the  temporal  and  spiritual  Head  of  this  migbfy 
section  of  Christians  stand  in  the  balcony  of  a  southern 
temple,  and,  stretching  out  the  hands  of  a  Christian  Bishop 
towards  heaven,  cast  the  blessing  of  an  old  man  on  the  hn^ 
man  race. 

On  the  morrow  would  the  guns  of  St.  Angelo  ring  out 
the  fact  that  Christ's  Vicar  had  blessed  the  people,  that  is, 
we  presume,  breathed  again  the  words  of  his  Master^  and 
whispered  love  to  Mend  and  foe. 

Such  were  the  associations  which  clustered  round  that 
Saturday,  the  24th  of  April ;  such  was  the  mute  attitude  of 
nature,  in  her  maidenly  beauty,  expostulating  with  the 
wicked,  supplicating  for  the  good,  and  turning  the  eyes  and 
hearts  of  all  to  the  throne  of  God. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

THE  8IGNA1. 

ECHABD  tamed  his  eye^  on  to  the  valley  as  he  sapportecl 
Ardoine,  and  beheld  the  mountains  and  plains  of  Itsdy  with 
transport^  heightened  by  the  remembrance  of  the  dungeon 
waUs.  The  Felice  seemed  reduced  to  a  thread  of  light,  now 
for  a  time  eclipsed  behind  the  buildings  of  La  Tour,  th«i 
merged  into  the  dim  distance  until  its  union  with  the  Po* 
The  convent  could  be  discerned  among  the  buildings  of  the 
Waldensian  capital ;  while,  at  some  distance  from  the  town, 
the  turrets  of  the  Marquis  of  Angrogna's  castle  were  bright 
in  an  isolated  shaib  of  sunshine.  Beyond,  San  Giovanni, 
Fenil,  Bubiano,  Bricherasco,  and  other  hamlets,  like  gleaming 
specks,  studded  the  horizon.  On  the  left  side  the  hills  of 
Angrogna  rose  dotted  with  farms,  and  at  intervals  with  the> 
campaniles  of  the  Waldensian  temples  just  di^tiuguishablo 
amid  the  trees.  On  the  right  towered  the  Alps,  forming, 
with  their  lateral  valleys,  the  south  side  of  the  yalley  of 
Lacema. 

"  Look,  look,"  suddenly  exclaimed  Echard,  shading  his 
eyes  with  his  left  hand,  and  pointing  eagerly  in  the  direction 
of  La  Tour ;  "  it  goes  up.    Lord  of  heaven !  is  it  possible  ?" 

"  What  is  it  that  you  mean  ?"  rejoined  Ardoine,  terrified 
by  his  tone  of  horror ;  "  I  see  nothing.*' 

"  I  see  it !  I  see  it !  Mercifol  Heaven,  blot  out  my  un- 
willing share  in  this  design  of  hell." 

'*  Explain  yourself,"  exclaimed  his  agitated  companion,  as 
she  clasped  his  arm  with  both  her  hands. 

"  There,  look !— do  you  not  see  ihe  Convent  of  La  Tour^ 
from  which  we  have  escaped  P" 

'^  Yes,  I  see  it,"  whispered  Ardoine,  trembling  from  head: 
to  foot,    ''and    I    see   something   black   movmg   up    and. 
down." 
''Alas!  you  kno^  not. its  meaning.    It  was  not  there  a 
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xninnte  ago.  It  has  just  been  hoisted  np.  Hark,  there  is  the 
soniid  of  the  convent  beQ  ;  ft  is  &mr  o'clock ;  the  hour  npon 
which  the  Council  of  tha  Propaganda  determined  for  their 
omsade.  I  shudder  when  I  remember  their  deliberations^ 
igainflb  which  jtoy  feelings  rerouted.  1  thank  Ood  I  hare 
taken  no  part  in  them.  And  now  i^iat  I  hare  gtmed  more 
knowledge,  I  would  rather  cast  in  my  lot  wi^  the  persecuted 
tiam  the  persecutors.  Look !  the  Bag  goes  down  I  yon  will 
see  it  again  m  a  moment. 

The  black  flag  ^appeared  l^oree  timesy  and  then  remainecF 
en  the  highest  point  floating  in  the  breeze. 

••They  have  lowered  it  three  times  in  the  name  of  the 
"Hofy  Trhiity,'' continued  Bchard:  "such  bfeephemyisf  akzzr 
ta  such  emelty.    Ardoine,  that  flag  is  the  signal." 

"  The  signal  of  what  ?** 

"Of  what  I  warned  yen;  of  a  massacre  which  wiB  dehigcr 
yofu?  valleys  with  blood.  It  is  Saturday,  Eiister  Bve,  the 
Mth  of  April.  It  is  four  in  the  m<»*nhig.  Thank  Ood  ^bai^ 
I  have  saved  yon,  and  that  I  take  no  part  in  these  wholesale' 
uurders." 

"  0  my  Saviour !  my  Saviour !"  gasped  Ardoine,  smkin^ 
to  the  ground,  on  which  she  would  have  fallen  had  not 
Schard  caught  her  in  his  arms.  Laying  her  on  the  grass,  he^ 
bent  over  her  witib  affection,  and  havrag  xmloosed  her  ker- 
chief, brought  water  from  the  adjoining  stream,  which  he 
sprinkled  over  her  face. 

"  Better  water  than  Wood,"  murmured  he,  as  he  looked  on 
that  beautiful  face  on  which  the  hue  of  death  seemed  im- 
printed. *'  Strange,**  soliloquized  he,  "  that  after  my  experi- 
ences of  life  I  should  feel  so  drawn  to  these  persecuted  people, 
and  that  my  prospects  and  habits  of  thought  should  have 
undergone  so  great  a  change  in  so  short  a  time.  I  think  she* 
is  recovering,  I  should  feel  her  loss  more  than  that  of  rank 
and  riches,  for  I  have  found  in  her  affection  that  companion^ 
ship  for  which  I  have  long  pined  in  vain.'* 

Becovering  her  senses,  Ardome^  looked  vaeaistly  Bsoand 


iarj,intta^Iitoc(^'ze8t«l  on  Bdiav^  wIiom  prennee  teenigUi 
knr  bftdc  to  Ae  eomMaoaiQcn  efher  pcwiidflai, 
V  "^Okl  Echard^w&ftt  has  happeaed?    IXcl  I  hmf  «v^ki 
wbab  yoa  ttid?    I  dseaaned  tiiat  mj  simts  irMre  kifled^    i» 

,  .  ^Pe«rAzdo£iie,leftnoiLma.    Your  C(f8»  leem  ficei    Ifoip 
^  AoH  kwk  ia  that  dbection  J* 

"  There,"  exdaimed  Ardoine^  -sncozuBcicFaB  ef  Echsrf  s  «b^ 
trettiies,, '* there i&  the  fiag^distiiictm  the  saaashine;  I  gee  ii 
tsemblmg  in  the  breeze.  What  Echsrd  hinffted  at  La  Band^zi^ 
is  tmew  O  mj  moihei^  would  thai  ooe  gzove  oontaiiied;  vjr 
bottiP* 

*^  Ardoine,  ocr  trooblea  are  grlgf  oaa,  bcii  we  may  Be  fliaiiiE^ 
fnl  that  we  have  escaped  deaiii.  I  wiH  shed  zi^  last  drop  of 
Uood  &r  your  sake.  I  lovayou,  and  will  do  aoy  ntmort^  to 
made  amends  for  the  past." 
..  ^'Oh,.  and  my  dear  aunts,  where  are  yoa?  My  little 
"Rthimft,  Merle,  mad  Lena.  AH  eanztot  escape  I  Sotb»  edT 
them  wiU  be  killed  I  Oh  agoz^  to  think  of  onr  home  being^» 
mxn,  and  our  valleys  ringed  with  oor  blood  f — ^Whaft  Is  ^at  f 
I  hear  the  shots  of  an  aarqnebns^  Edtod,  Echard,  look  yonder 
across  the  valley — ^there — ^in  that  knot  of  trees — I  see  fignrea 
-—^ere  is  a  soldier ; — look  f — h»  porsaea  sotne  one — it  is  a 
woman— she  falls — ^ker  child,  what  la  he  doing  with  it?  ke 
has  flnng  it  against  ^e  rock.  O  Godf  I  see  tiletwebo^es 
on  the  groondf*'  and  she  bxcried  her  head  in  hw  hands,  while 
a  cold  sweat  irtoed  on  her  brew.  ^O  beloved  anntB^  is  it  any 
of  yon?  Some  of  onr  friends  took  refbge  in  Astroglia.  Ima^f 
have  beheld  the  massacre  of  some  of  yonr  little  ones." 

"0  God!"  exclaimed  Echard,  "is  there  a  heaven  above 
to  make  amends  for  this?  DoetThon  behold  the  earth,  or 
hast  Thon  forsaken  thy  people  ?" 

"  Reproach  not  the  Lord,"  intermpted  Ardoine,  looking 
np  to  heaven,  "  the  cap  is  bitter^  but  there  is  a  Father  and  a 
Jndge  above.  We  have  xead  of  these  things  in  the  cold  paged 
of  history y  but  th^  ntliigi  ia  iSfoay*" 
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;  ^' Can  these  be  the  deeds  of  a  true  chtiroli?"  contmixed 
Echard.  "  Did  our  Saviour  die,  as  it  were  yesterday,  for  the 
biimaii  race  ?  Did  Ood  so  love  us  that  He  spared  not  his  own 
Son  ?.  Was  this  Son  cracified  to  save  our  souls,  and  dare  we 
proselytize  for  Him  by  the  sword,  the  rack,  and  the  assassin's 
4agger  p  My  conscience  abhors  the  idea.  Church  of  Rdme, 
as  I  look  down  upon  this  valley  of  slaughter,  of  fire  and  blood, 
I  forswear  thy  creed ;  for  thou  art  the  Church,  not  of  Christ, 
but  of  fallen  human  nature.  I  abjure  thy  altars,  and  will  cast 
in  my  lot  with  those  thou  persecutest.  Ardoine,  I  am  one 
frith  you  in  creed ;  I  belong  to  the  Church  of  your  fathers.** 

"Thank  God  for  this  consolation  even  in  this  hour,"  re* 
pHed  Ardoine.    "  But  what  do  I  see  there,  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  valley,  in  the  forest  of  pines  ?  *' 
.    Echard  was  unwilling  to  add  to  the  pangs  of  his  cam* 
panion,  and  returned  no  answer. 

"  Look,  Echard,  they  appear  to  be  like  soldiers.  I  see  the 
:&ashes  of  light.  It  is  the  sun  glancing  off  their  helmets* 
They  are  going  to  Bora.  0  heavenly  Father!  perhaps  they 
are  the  Duke's  soldiers  sent  to  destroy  B>ora,  and  many  mem- 
bers of  my  &mily  are  there.  Are  we  all  to  be  cut  off  in  one 
day?** 

"  Fear  not,**  replied  Echard,  "  there  is  your  uncle  Janavcd ; 
a^d  you  know  what  a  lion-hearted  man  he  is." 

"  But  he  has  only  a  handful  of  men,  and  look  at  the 
number  of  the  enemy.  And  if  they  should  surprise  the  place ! 
Oracious  Heaven !  the  deeds  done  in  Calabria  and  Provexice 
might  be  repeated  there." 


CHAPTER  V, 

THE   VALLEY   OF   LUCERNA. 

Quante  delizie  e  quante,  o  bel  paese, 
Nel  tuo  grembo  profuse  11  ciel  cortese! 
Qui  dolce  clima  io  eento  ed  aria  pura 
Kon  da  esali  attosoata  d'  aequo  infette. 


tHB  TILLXY  or  X.UClOfiHA«  MS 

1)"    ;'.  Veggo piBgge smaltate di Terdun I 

E  sovi^  6886  al6ggifir  aalubri  aurettei 
Pure  linfe  spicciar  dai  rerdi  ooUi, 
Facendo  1'  erbe  6  i  campi  freschi  e  xnolli| 
'  *        ■  E  il  Pelice  fra  i  rivi  alzando  il  corno. 

It  ocm  pi^  torto  fra  i  lapilli  al  pianoj 
E  nutrir  siill6  lame  a  sd  d'  intomo  '• 

II  nooe,  il  pioppo,  il  saHce,  V  ontano. 
Yeggo  di  Taghi  fior  pinte  le  Bpond6^ 
Ed  i  pesci  guizzar  nell6  chiare  ondcu 

lib  di  casta^i  stendersi  una  china^ 
E  giti  ne*  campi  biondeggiar  la  spicai 
Miro  collk  8id  tergo  alia  coUina 
Poggiar  la  Tite  al  pesoo  6  al  pragno  amica| 
Qu^  apalliere  di  jbobo  6  di  gesmini^ 
Si6pi  di  cre^  bosai  e  d*  albo8piiii» 

Come  bella  corona  le  montagna 
IB^ono  al  cielo  le  sublimi  create^ 
E  fan  schermo  alle  yille  e  alle  campagna 
'  Dall'  inforiar  di  renti  e  di  tempeste^ 

Qui  nella  valle,  oome  in  loro  sede 
,  Segnan  la  pace,  1'  amistl^  la  fede. 

Quante  delizie  e  quanto,  o  bel  paese^ 

"Sel  tuo  grembo  profuse  il  ciel  corteee ! 
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Thb  hour  had  come,  fraught  with  miseiy,  and  bloodshed; 
but  nature  knew  it  not.  The  sun  had  risen  upon  Zoar  a  few 
moments  before  God's  wrath  turned  the  summer  lake  into  the 
Dead  Sea;  and  so  the  lavish  sunshine  glows. on  the  doomed 
yalley  of  lAicema,  on  the  eve  of  the  "  Piedmontese  Easter."  • 
''It was  from  the  steeple  of  a  Gathc^c  Ghurch  (St.  Qer* 
main  TAuxerrois)  that  the  signal  for  the  massacre  of  St. 
Bartholomew  was  given ;  it  was  from  the  minsters  of  the 
Cathedral  of  Palermo  that  the  Sicilian  Vespers  sounded ;  it 
was  from  an  edifice  which  bore  the  name  of  the  Virgin  Mary^ 
that  the  signal  was  given  for  the  bloody  annihilation  of  the 
Church  of  the  Valleys.  O  holy  mother  of  Christ !  the  highly* 
favoured  Mary !  if  a  sword  was  to  pierce  thy  soul,  was  it  not 
by  means  of  that  Ghurch  which,  pretending  to  honour  thee 
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most,  calls  thee  Qpieai  of  saigeSs,  yet  3naiQB&  thee  Queen  of 
demons  ?" — Musim^  lrol.  i,  part  iL,  elxap.  vn. 

The  flag  on  whidi  ^e  episcopal  hands  had  rested  floats  in 
the  breeze.  Its  emhlems,  the  cross,  the  sword,  the  olive-branch, 
and  its  appeal  tb  jlihe  Judge  of  all^  are  dii^la^ad  in  the  sight  of 
heaven  and  earth! 

This  is  the  signaL  Tfaesigiud!  For  what?  For  work 
to  be  done  for  the  E^eemer  t9f  the  fanman  race,  who  purchased 
bliss  for  man  at* the  price  of  his  cross  and  psLssion.  Whatl 
Are  these  shrieks  the  accents  that  will-  ba  taoeeptable  to  his 
ear  P  Are  these  mangled  bodies  his  oS&iingfi  ?  Is  this  hnmaa 
blood  the  sacrificial  expiation  with  which  Ms  Altars  mnst  be 
sprinkled  ?  Are  these  men,  wHh  oowl  fmd  gown,  a  crudfis: 
in  one  hand,  a  sword  in  the  oihesr,  ftpy  and  hatred  in  their 
eyes,  are  these  his  Aposiies  ?  Are  these  regiments  of  cavalry 
his  last-commissioned  servants  P  Are  these  soldiers  reeling 
out  of  the  tavern,  his  band  for  the  oonvBrskm  of  the  helpless 
to  his  faith  P  Speak,  ye  hefi/vlens  and  earth  I  Speak,  ye  crags 
from  which,  the  old  man  was  hmied;  «peak,  ye  granite,  bespat- 
tered with  the  brains  of  the  infent ;  «peak,  ye  gorges,  strewn 
with  htiman  limbs ;  speak,  ye  crystal  snows,  dyed  with  the 
blood  of  the  mother ;  speak,  ye  forests,  in,  which  rotted  the 
TO^gjn,  4Bhot  down  like  the  wolf  I  O  Natazo,  if  thon  faaal  ^ 
irmoe,  speak  i  andoseod  th»fc  voke  to  the  <3n*oaie  of  the  Etemsdl 

O  ear&,  earth,  earth !  One  day  thon  shalt  cxy  ont.  'ThiMi 
Bhalt  disdose  thy  blood,  and  no  more  eover  ihj  skdn.  ^Rsb 
crags  of  AngTOgna  shall  cry  ont  to  Ood,  and  erery  hidj^ 
^eed  of  blood  ahall  be  brought  to  light. 

The  stillness  of  tiie  morning  has  been  broken.  TRie  eobe^ 
which  the  diild  has  often  play^y  tested,  rings  with  its  dyii^ 
waiL  The  screaans  of  death  are  heard  on  the  slopes  where  ^bb 
shouts  cijoj  floimded  before.*  The  battle  cries  and  nationafl 
€Mtth8  of  French,  Eavarian,  Irish,  and  Piednumtese,  mangle  M 
tiie  war  whoop  of  the  Chnrch  of  Bome.  ' 

Te  thoughtless,  bdiold  Christ  in  Ge&semane,  swea^n^ 
Uoodibr  man's  redemption;  behold  Him  belbie  fais  tenneo^ 
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jtoiVy  his  face  livid  asid  maned;  look  ^tfiiflaL  <on  Ibe  malb- 
factor's  cross,  and  h&ar  {bis  pi»jer,  "  Fatiier,  fbrgire  i^iem  f* 
behold  l^ese  martyrs,  sacrifidag  i^eir  lives  betoe  tkeywiU 
^resign  their  &ath:  behold  ihe  regimeniB  of  curalrj  «nd  in- 
^fantrj,  these  bands  of  assassuiB,  tfaiese  escaped  fvonx  prison, 
deluging  these  homes  with  blood  in  ihe  name  of  the  God  of 
Heaven  and  of  the  Pope  of  Eome?  study  the  subtle,  passionate 
monk,  and  the  implacable,  perfidious  genend^  leview  theas 
scenes  of  hnman  life,  and  form  yoor  oonolvsions. 

The  hours  roll  on.  A  thin  coAiamn  of  amcke  rises  on 
the  opposite  side  of  the  valley  of  Locernab  The  oohmm 
thickens,  and  resHming  a  somlovi  shade,  waxes  denser.  It 
haaxga  like  a  clood  above  those  trees,  and  its  dnsky  oxiJS&ae 
is  fringed  by  the  snnshiiie  of  Easter  Eve.  The  burning  of 
^bat  hamlet  attests  tiie  massacre  of  its  inhabitants.  This 
<acene  is  not  solitary,  for  as  the  day  advances  ihe  area  of 
ecclesiastical  victory  becomes  widened. 

Look  down  the  valiey  of  Imcema ;  what  means  that  ftmeral 
p^fl  of  smoke  beyond  La  Tour  ^  Look  izp  the  valley  towards 
Yillar.  Alas !  the  spots  of  desolation  multiply  in  the  land- 
scape. The  hours  roll  on  i  That  valley  is  dotted  £rom  endtp 
end ;  every  here  and  there  the  yellow  gush  of  the  fire  leaps 
forth  timid  the  tre^  and  tdie  roof  of  ^e  bouse,  which  peqted 
above  as  a  friendly  landmark,  is  blotted  &om  eight.  ^Hia 
valley  of  Lucema  has  become  overcast.  Those  insular  patches 
of  smoke  have  e^^anded;  those  brooding  clouds  tondi  ea(^ 
other;  at  last  hnndreds  of  tiiom  join,  forming  a  death-like 
canopy  over  the  length  and  breadth  of  that  vale,  intercepting 
the  brightness  of  the  son,  and  relieved  only  by  the  tawny  fiame 
beneath. 

The  fiag  of  deatb  waved  gently  in  the  breeee,  which  shook 
the  petals  of  the  violet^  and  the  Itdlian  sun  poured  down  his 
light  upon  the  scene.  The  gloomy  pall  was  edged  by  the 
silver  rays,  though,  unlike  the  frail  mist  of  morning,  it  red^sed 
to  be  dispersed.  But  the  scene  changes.  Clouds  settle  on 
the  Alps,  a  driving  wind  rashes  down  from  tho  mountainsi 
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the  sky  becomes  overcast,  an  npper  layer  of  donds  rests  on 
the  valleys.  Nature,  that  vestal  intercessor,  would  fashion  a 
veil  to  hide  those  deeds  from  heaven*;  she  would  mediate 
between  man  and  Gk>d;  she  would  intercept  those  astonished 
glances  which  the  angels,  from  their  starry  heights,  would 
oast  on  those  scenes  of  torture,  desolation,  and  death. 

The  valley  smokes  1  The  valley  lately  fresh  with  sunshino 
and  with  spring ! 

Nor  is  this  the  only  spot  in  the  sunny  south  which  the 
Vatican  has  blackened  witii  ruin.  The  hills  of  Calabria,  the 
slopes  of  Leberon,  the  gorge  of  the  Yal  Lonise,  the  valley  of 
Pragela,  the  snows  of  the  Yalteline,  the  Marquisate  of 
Saluces,  the  plains  of  Languedoc  and  Provence,  the  mighty 
tract  in  the  Hautes  Gevennes,  measuring  forty  leagues,  and 
including  466  razed  villages, — are  the  scenes  of  Rome's 
prowess,  who,  in  the  name  of  faith,  hope,  and  love,  can 
change  the  garden  of  Eden  into  the  blasted  Sodom. 

And  time  would  fail  to  revert  to  Yalladolid,  Seville, 
Thorn,  Bohemia,  Nismes,  the  Netherlands,  Ireland,  with 
their  massacres  in  gross  and  their  murders  in  detail.  And 
yet  the  Church  of  Rome  would  have  us  believe  that  she  is  not 
a  persecuting  Church,  and  we  are  intolerant  because  we 
decipher  the  bloody  chronicles  of  the  Western  Ashtaroth,  and 
protest  in  the  name  of  human  nature ! 

Reader,  look  at  the  Valley  of  Lucema  on  April  24, 1655, 
and  admit,  either  that  there  is  no  Providence,  or  that  there  is 
a  judgment  to  come.  Button  thousand  inductions  convince 
ns  that  the  throne  of  the  Universe  is  not  vacant;  while  this 
last  proof  is  a  practical  appeal  to  our  moral  sense,  which 
makes  up  the  complement  of  the  arguments. 

As  the  ashes  of  Gomorrah  testify  to  a  present  judgment, 
80  let  the  smoke  of  Lucema  demonstrate  that  which  is  to 
oome. 

Widowed  Church,  thou  art  in  the  dust,  and  sackcloth  is 
thy  covering ;  but  fear  not,  fill  up  thy  martyr  roll,  and  thou 
■halt  hereafter  be  a  crown  of  Qlory  in  the  hand  of  thy  God ! 
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Oh,  look  at  Nature,  fresli  from  the  hand  of.God,  in  all  her 
ohafitity.  The  breath  of  the  Lord  lingers  npon  her,  and  He 
prononnces  her  ''very  good."  The  new-made  man  walked 
erect,  and  passed  by  the  sacramental  tree  in  conscious  inno- 
cence. His  heart,  like  the  blue  wave  of  Galilee,  in  which  the 
overhanging  stars  are  graven,  reflected  his  Ood.  Leap  over 
centuries,  and  contrast  the  ruins.  If  the  dark  places  of  the 
earth  became  vocal,  would  not  the  cry  reach  xmto  the 
heavens?  Her  soil  is  red  with  her  children's  blood;  She 
groaneth  and  travaileth  in  pain  until  now.  These  gorges 
have  dripped  with  the  blood  of  their  children,  those  meadows 
have  been  enriched  by  the  bodies  of  their  cultivators,  the 
silvery  torrent  has  become  gory  ere  it  joins  the  river  in  the 
plain  beneath.  Look  at  Eden  and  Adam  whilst  the  tree  of 
knowledge  of  good  and  evil  was  untouched.  Look  at  the 
valleys  of  the  Alps  on  Easter  Saturday,  1655,  when  Adam's 
children,  infuriated  by  religion  (strange  paradox !),  have  sunk 
lower  than  the  beasts  that  perish. 

Long  did  Echard  and  Ardoine  stand  upon  the  crag,  but  at 
length  they  retreated  under  the  buttress  of  rock,  which 
afforded  a  hiding-place  and  commanded  a  view  of  the  valley 
beneath.  They  are  above  the  clouds  which  gird  the  base  of 
the  mountain ;  and  look  downwards  on  the  mist  which  has 
hidden  the  Convent  of  La  Tour  and  Ardoine's  home.  The 
echoes  of  ravage  and  murder  ascend  on  the  breeze,  and  pierce 
the  covering  which  has  blotted  out  the  details  of  misery  from 
their  view.  Let  them  clasp  eacb  other  in  the  sight  of  God. 
Let  their  tears  be  dried  in  the  light  of  that  sun,  which  shines 
above  the  gloom  of  the  smoke.  Let  them  turn  from  earth  to 
heaven.  God  is  there,  the  souls  of  their  martyrs  are  there, 
standing  before  the  throne  of  the  Lamb,  with  palms  in  their 
hands,  and  songs  of  victory  in  their  mouths. 

Echard  strained  Ardoine  to  his  breast,  and  wiping  away 
her  tears  bade  her  trust  in  God,  when  he  suddenly  relaxed 
his  grasp,  as  the  shouts  ^^Ammazzit**  **Ammazzi^^*  were  borne 
on  the  breeze.    The  report  of  musketry  is  heoxd  qt\.  ^^ 
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xnotintami  TEe  mftrdeters  may  liave  tracked  them;  A  ahrill 
Gsy,  like  the  scream  of  a  womaai,  zises  from  the  valley;, 
several  hnndred  feet  beneath  them,  and  sotaids  like  the  w^ 
of  one  doomed  to  dea&.  > 

"Oh,  Echard!''  exclabaed  Ardoine,  "as  you  love  me,, 
help  my  connfcpy-women.  It  may  be  one  of  my  own  relations.'*. 

"I  should  have  gone,  dearest  Ardoine,  without  urging^ 
had  I  not  trembled  for  ydur  safety.  How  can  I  leave  you. 
alone  in  such  danger  ?" 

**  Pear  not  for  me.  I  know  the  place ;  if  I  see  any  of  the. 
soldiers,  I  will  flee  into  that  cavern,  where  you  see  that  hole  ; 
onr  ancestors  fled  there  in  old  days.  But  Echard,  take  caroj 
the  rock  is  rough ;  untie  your  scarf  and  loop  it  on,  to  the; 
trees,  and  so  you  can  descend  safely.  Oh,  quick ;  I  hear  th& 
screams  again.  It  is  a  woman.  My  ears  deceive  me,  or  I 
know  that  sound.  God  be  with  you,  and  bring  you  safely  back.**  - 

Echard  descended  rapidly,  and  was  soon  hidden  in  the^ 
imderlying  clouds. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

^  •       .  -  ; 

A  CHAPTER  OP  HISTOET. 

*•  Kot  as  a  Prince,  justly  stirred  up  by  the  rebellious  contumacy  of  hk 
subjects,  and  provoked  by  their  petulant  and  audacious  behaviour,  but, 
like  a  loving  Pather,  we  have  chastised,  them  more  mildly  than  they^ 
deserved."— JEaf^rac^ //-owj  a  letter  of  tJie  Duhe  of  Savoy,  to  liis  Bighnet9 
the  Lord  Protector  ofJEngland,  2ldth  July,  1655. 

"Fbom  the  head  of  the  valley  downwards,  in  villages  and. 
hamlets,  on  the  highways  and  rocks,  the  Propaganda,  by  the 
help  of  the  bad  faith  which  its  Church  authorizes,  had  now . 
introduced  its  soldiers,  or  posted  its  assassins.  Accordingly? 
the  veil  was  raised.  On  Saturday,  Easter  Eve  (24!th  April, 
1655),  at  four  o'clock  in  the  morning,  the  signal  for  a  general' 
massacre  of  the  Vaudois  was  given  to  those  perfidious  troops, 
fromthe  sommitof  the  cafitle  of  LaTour.  , 
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"  The  soldiers,  apprised  beforehand,  liad  viaea  early ;  iheji 
were  fresh  and  active ;  they  had  slept  under  the  roofs  of  thoaer 
whose  throats  they  were  to  cut.  Those  whom  the  Yaudois 
had  received,  lodged  and  fed  with  such  oonfidence,  who  ongldt 
to  have  protected  them,  were  now,  at  the  same  momenir 
throughout  the  whole  valley,  and  with  the  same  &naticisia^ 
transformed  into  base  assassins.  Rome  carries  off  the  palm 
for  conversions  of  this  kind. 

"  And  now,  how  can  we  give  an  idea  of  the  horrors  which 
ensued  ?  '  Little  children,'  L%er  says,  *  were  torn  from  the 
arms  of  their  mothers,  dashed  against  the  rocks,  and  casii 
carelessly  away.  The  sick  or  the  aged,  both  men  and  womeny 
were  either  burned  in  their  houses,  or  hacked  in  pieces ;  oov 
mutilated,  half  murdered,  and  flayed  alive,  they  were  exposed 
in  a  dying  state  to  the  heat  of  the  sun,  or  to  flames,  or  to 
ferocious  beasts ;  others  were  tied,  in  a  state  of  nakedness, 
into  the  form  of  balls,  the  head  between  the  legs,  and  in  thiat 
state  were  rolled  down  the  precipices.  Some  of  them,  torn 
and  bruised  by  the  rocks  from  which  ttiey  had  rebounded^ 
remained  suspended  from  some  projecting  rock^  or  the  branoh 
of  some  tree,  and  still  groaned  forty-eight  hours  afberwards. 
Women  and  young  girls  were  violated,  empaled,  set  up  nakedb 
upon  pikes  at  the  corners  of  the  roads,  buried  alive,  roasted 
upon  lances,  cut  in  pieces  by  these  sclMerg  ofihe  faUhy  as  by 
cannibals :  then  after  the  massacre,  the  diildren  which  had 
survived  it,  and  were  found  wandering  in  the  woods,  were 
carried  away ;  or  children  were  forcibly  taken  from  what  re- 
mained of  their  afflicted  family,  to  be  conveyed  into  the  dwell-r 
ings  of  these  butchers,  and  into  the  monasteries,  like  lamba 
taken  to  the  slaughter-house ;  and  finally,  i^e  massacre  and 
the  removal  of  children  were  succeeded  by  conflagration,  the 
monks,  the  propagandists,  and  the  zealoue  Caiholica  running 
from  house  to  hous^  with  resinous  torchiM,  or  incendiary 
projectiles,  and  ravaging  in  the  midst  of  the  fires  these 
villages  now  filled  with  corpses.' 

''Such  was    the   frightful,  unparaUeled,  unprecedented 
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flcene  wbich  was  ihen  presented  in  these  regions  of  despair. 
*And  let  it  not  be  said,'  adds  the  historian  Leger,  'that  I 
exaggerate  things  npon  account  of  the  persecutions  which  I 
myself  personally  have  endured ;  I  have  travelled  from  one 
neighbourhood  to  another  to  collect  the  authentic  testimonies 
of  the  survivors,  who  deponed  what  things  they  had  seen  be- 
fore two  notaries  who  accompanied  me.' 

•  #  #  •  # 

"  The  universal  destruction  of  the  Vaudois'  houses  by  fire 
followed  the  massacre  of  their  inhabitants.  '  In  many 
hamlets,'  the  witness  of  the  mariyrs  proceeds,  'not  one  single 
cottage  remained  standing,  so  that  the  beautiful  valley  of 
Lucema  there  presented  only  the  aspect  of  a  burning  fdmace, 
where  cries,  which  became  more  and  more  un&equent^  at- 
tested that  a  people  had  lived !' 

"  Mger  adds  after  this  a  long  series  of  notarial  depositions, 
giving  the  particulars  of  martyrdoms  of  which  there  had 
been  eye-witnesses ;  the  horrors  which  were  committed  in  the 
face  of  the  sun,  the  names  of  the  victims,  and  the  vauntings  of 
their  butchers. 

"All  these  noble  and  courageous  persons,  thus  put  to 
death,  might  have  saved  their  Kves  by  abjuring  their  religion; 
and  the  torments  inflicted  upon  many  of  them  were  still  pro- 
longed in  prison  without  making  them  yield.  Ten  years, 
twenty  years  afterwards,  there  were  still  in  the  galleys  of  the 
sovereign,  galley-slaves  who  were  martins.  In  the  dungeons 
of  Villefranche  and  of  Turin  there  were  forgotten  victuns 
whose  tortures,  firmness,  and  joyful  death  Heaven  alone  could 
know.** — From  Dr.  Muston's  Israel  of  the  Alps,  vol.  i.,  part  ii. 
chap,  vii.,  page  848.* 

•  For  yerifloations  and  detafls,  see  Morland,  book  ii.,  <^p.  vi.  •  LSger, 
part  li.,  chap,  ix.,  page  108.  »      ^    » 

Both  Morland  and  L^ger  published  "The  Factup  dT  the  Court  of 
Turin,"  or  tke  official  account  of  the  massacre^,  and  rafiifte  the  document 
paragBaph  by  paragraph. 
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CHAPTER   VII. 

YILLALMIN  BOOHB. 

The  tragedies  of  Easter  Eve,  which  had  long  formed  the 
subject  of  grave  deliberations,  were  now  receiving  their  accom- 
plishment, through  the  efforts  of  generals,  ofi&cers,  bishops, 
abbots,  monks,  soldiers,  and  outlaws.  The  Councils  of  the 
Vatican  and  the  devices  of  the  "  Oonsilvum  de  Frapa^amdd 
Fide'*  were  being  wrought  into  human  history. 

Borne  Papal !  shallow  copyist  of  Rome  Pagan,  not  merely 
hast  thou  imitated  the  heathens  in  the  ceremonies  attending 
thy  "  Pontifex  Maximus,"  in  the  canonization  and  invocation 
of  saints  (where  Janus  cedes  to  Peter,  Lucina  to  Margaret, 
Mars  to  George),  in  thy  self-inflicted  lashings,  in  thy  purga- 
tory, in  prayers  for  the  dead,  in  thy  vestal  virgins,  candles, 
processions,  carnivals,  holy  water,  statues,  Agnus  Dei  and 
charms,  in  the  worship  of  images,  and  many  other  sucli- 
like  things,  but  thou  hast  copied  paganism  down  to  its 
bloody  rites.  The  times  have  changed,  but  the  principles  and 
deeds  have  not.  It  is  not  Domitian  gloating  over  the  agonies 
of  the  Nazarene  in  the  Flavian  Amphitheati'e ;  we  are  sur- 
rounded by  an  amphitheatre  of  hills  on  which  the  Church  of 
Rome  has  loosed  her  Neros  for  the  daughter  of  Christians. 
The  child  cowers  under  the  juniper  bush  on  the  Vandalin, 
because  it  will  not  add  '  Ave  Maria*  to  the  name  of  Jesus,  and 
the  babe  is  dashed  against  the  rocks  because  its  mother  bows 
not  to  a  cross  of  wood. 

It  was  past  midday  on  that  same  Saturday,  when  two  or 
three  soldiers  wandered  over  the  spur  of  the  Vandalin, 
between  Castelluzzo  and  La  Serre,  in  pursuit  of  some  fugitives. 

"Well,  Berru,"  said  Villalmin,  "we  have  been  out  some 
time  from  the  Convent,  and  though  we've  done  some  of  the 
Church's  work,  we  have  not  found  that  couple  on  whose 
heads  there's  that  good  price.  That  cursed  Abbot  Malvicino 
spoiled  my  first  sleep  to  send  me  ofi^  on  this  busineas^  t^ 
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catcli  that  ofl&cer,  and  some  girl  whom  the  Marquis  wishes  to 
convert.  He  said  he  ivould  follow  ns»  but  I  don't  see  any- 
thing of  him  eith^  atid  this  is  about  the  place.  Ah  well, 
this  mountain  is  a  change  for  you  a^r  your  prison,  and  I 
dare  say  you  relish  the  work." 

'  "  CospeitOy  1  do.  I  was  in  prison  not  long  ago  on  the 
charge  of  murder,  but  I  have  earned  a  full  indulgence  by  this 
time,  so  that  the  heretics  after  all  are  usefiil  in  the  world." 

"DaWi,  DalU,  they  have  given  us  some  sport,*'  replied 
"VUlalmin;  "I  never  had  such  a  day  before.  I  don't  think 
this  barbarous  Celt  has  ever  seen  the  like." 

"  Arrah,"  responded  O'Flanagan,  "but  thia  is  child's  play 
to  our  wark,  masthers.  We  ought  to  be  handy  in  this  line, 
for  we  killed  seventy  thousand  of  the  Sassenachs,  and  made 
'-the  gutters  ia  Ould  L-eland  run  rid  with  their  blood.  W© 
did,  as  Fm  the  lagal  King  of  Connaught." 

"  GnaJ^e/*  retorted  Berru,  "  I  can't  understand  his  jargon. 
My  fellow  prisoners  will  enjoy  this  out.  They'll  earn  the 
Pope's  indulgence  and  no  mistake;  but  Yillalmin,  by  the 
filings  of  Peter's  chain,  which  the  Pope  blessed  and  which 
once  cured  my  colic,  tell  me  what  you've  been  doing  to-day." 

"  Oh,  it  would  want  one  of  our  poets  to  write  what  I've 
done.  I  met  one  old  woman  in  the  valley  by  the  fountain 
near  La  Tour,  and  told  her  to  say  ^Ave  Maria;*  the  wretch 
wouldn't  do  it,  so  I  cut  off  a  finger  at  each  refusal,  and  then  I 
left  her  for  some  of  our  mates  to  finish." 

"Well,  good  luck  comes  by  cuffing.  Go  on  with  your 
diary." 

"  In  the  next  place,  I  had  this  morning  an  opportunity  of 
trying  my  arquebus.  It's  a  new  one  from  Turin  and  carries  a 
large  ball.  I  saw  a  little  girl  leading  a  boy,  and  I  let  them 
get  some  seventy  yards,  and  then  I  thought  I  would  see 
what  my  piece  was  worth,  so  I  aimed  at  the  girl.  By  the 
Holy  Father's  toe,  the  ball  went  through  her  head  as  if  she 
had  been  made  of  touch-wood.  Then  the  little  fellow  began 
screaming  and  crying  out  for  his  grand&ther  Bodolphe,  and 
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^fcT  his  mster  Ardoine,  and  Bajnald^  and  a  lot  of  names ;  isoll 
'iold  him  how  sorry  I  was  some  one  had  killed  his  sister, -^id 

that  I  would  take  him  home.  He  told  me  his  name  was  Ya]^, 
tsnd  he  belonged  to  that  family  of  sizes.    Yon  heaid  speak  of 

them  I  dare  say — six  sisters  spliced  to  six  brothers.  Wcse 
'  BOt  you  there  in  JannJEiry  before  yonr  last  mnrdeir  ?  Well,  as 
■  I  had  not  much  time,  I  cut  off  his  head,  and  left  it  banging 
.  on  a  tree  for  his  friends  to  fix  on  again." 

*'  Gospefio  !  what  is  that  I  see  on  your  hat,  Yillalmin  P    It 

looks  curious."  > 

**  It's  an  emblem  or  two  I  stuck  on,  after  the  mann^  of  our 
'  forefathers  that  Tre  heard  tell  of,  some  of  the  little  fellow's 

fingers  by  way  of  ornament.  But  talking  of  the  family  of  sizes ; 
'  Pancalier  stumbled  on  a  nest  of  them  this  morning.    There 

were  some  of  them  in  the  house  where  he  slept,  and  he  killed 

•  some  five  or  six  of  them ;  two  young  men,  three  young  women, 
and  some  of  the  younger  fiy." 

"I  don't  think,"  rejoined  Berrn,  "ihat  they  will  ever 
meet,  and  make  up  six  times  six  in  the  old  place  again." 

"No;   but  they've  met,   I  reckon,  on  the  other  side; 

•  heretics  like  them  I  suppose  don't  stop  at  purgatory,  but  go 
'  down  to  hell  at  once." 

"  That's  too  good  for  them,  as  I've  heard  Father  Borengo 
say." 

"At  least  they've  been  of  some  use  here,  comrade;  they 

'  have  given  us  a  pleasant  day's  shooting,  and  varied  the  dull 

'  routine  of  barrack  life.     It's  not  all  places  in  Europe  where 

one  could  get  the  sport  we've  had.     Look,  comrade,  what 

have  we  there?     There's  an  old  fellow  something  like  a 

^  larbef,  knd  there's  a  woman  near  him^  all  dressed  in  black. 

Halloa!      I  think  they  see   us — ^have    you  got    ypur  gon 

ready?" 

"  Nay,  you're  wrong ;  there  are  two  Women,  and  there'b  no 
larhet." 

"  Dalit,  I'm  right ;  I  see  two  women  and  some  cSiildren, 
-  Imt  there  was  a  harbek    They've  separated-^be'Bvgcme  to  t2le 
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lefb.  He*s  cHmbing  up  the  hill  there,  jnst  reaching  the  patch 
of  snow.  Aecidente,  lend  me  your  gun.  Confound  it — ^he's 
ducked.  The  ball  just  went  over  his  head — agaia  missed 
him.  Qnick,  or  he'll  have  gained  the  summit,  and  will  give 
me  the  slip." 

"There,  1*11  follow  him  up,"  exclaimed  Berru,  running 
after  L^ger.  "  If  I  could  bag  him  it  would  be  a  triumph,  and 
I  should  like  a  purse  made  of  the  skin  of  a  harhet  Yillalmin, 
you  follow  the  women,  you'll  find  some  one  to  help  you — 
there's  this  Irishman." 

"All  right,  I'll  settle  the  woman  in  black,  and  some  of 
those  who  are  with  her,  or  my  name  is  not  Yillalmin  Eoche. 
No  one  shall  say  they've  done  more  for  the  Church  than  I 
have.  My  indulgence  has  been  well  earned.  Stay,  I  can  ran 
better  without  my  arquebus,  which  catches  in  the  branches. 
Lie  there,  weapon,  and  I'll  soon  send  the  balls  that  ai*e  in  yoa 
into  some  one's  brain." 

Echard,  in  his  descent,  perceived  the  movement,  and 
waiting  until  the  man  had  passed,  hastened  to  the  spot  and 
seized  the  piece.  There  was  a  large  projecting  piece  of  rock 
behind  which  he  stood.  The  voices  of  the  pursued  and  pur- 
suers again  became  audible,  as  if  they  were  approaching  the 
same  place.  The  fugitive  must  have  doubled  on  her  assail- 
ants. Doubtful  what  to  do,  he  trembled  as  he  thought  of  his 
beloved  Ardoine,  for  the  cruel  word  Ammazzi  again  sounded 
shrilly,  as  when  he  was  standing  upon  the  crag  above.  But 
he  was  not  long  left  in  suspense.  A  woman  with  streaming 
hair  and  dressed  in  mourning  hurried  along.  He  recognized 
her  as  the  one  he  had  liberated  from  the  convent  of  La  Tour 
some  few  days  before.  At  all  hazards  he  would  rescue  her  a 
second  time. 

"  Soldiers,"  shouted  Echard,  who  had  recognized  Villalmin 
and  his  companion,  "  halt !  your  ofl&cer  commands  you ;  for- 
bear to  hurt  that  woman,  she  is  my  spoil — ^Villalmin — halt ! " 

Echard  hoped  that  the  sound  of  his  name  would  arrest 
the  soldier,  and  that  the  sight  of  the  uniform  of  Savoy  woo^d 
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extort  obedience  from  one  who  was  probably  ignorant  of  the 
position  in  which  he  was  placed  himself. 

The  pnrsners  were,  however,  too  intent  npon  their  victim 
to  heed  the  command.  The  fugitive  screamed  with  terror,  and 
Echard  feared  that  he  was  too  late  to  save  her  life ;  availing 
herself,  however,  of  a  bend  in  the  rock,  she  doubled  on  her 
pursuers  and  retraced  her  steps,  by  which  manoeuvre  she  ap- 
proached the  place  where  Echard  stood. 

"Merciful  Sir!"  exclaimed  the  fugitive,  "save  us!  you 
are  an  officer.  K  you  have  any  honour,  have  piiy  on  me. 
Save  me  from  these  outlaws." 

"  Calm  yourself,  my  good  woman,"  replied  Echard* 
"  Quick!  creep  behind  that  rock,  and  do  not  speak." 

The  voices  of  the  pursuers  drew  nearer. 

^^  Ammazzi^  Ammazzi,  Ammazzi^  where  on  earth  has  the 
she-barbet  got  to  ?  She  was  here  a  minute  ago,  but  I  don't 
see  her  now.  She  faced  about  and  came  this  road.  We  must 
make  up  for  having  killed  that  last  hag  too  soon.  Fine  sport 
this  sort  of  himting." 

"  Yes,  g-l-o-r-i-o-u-s ;  but  draw  up,  man,  for  Tm  blown." 

"  Nay,  nay,  if  we  don't  keep  well  up  to  her  she'll  beat  us 
among  these  trees.  Oh !  I  see  her  behind  that  large  stone. 
Make  ready,  old  girl,  for  I'll  catch  you,  and " 

The  remaining  part  of  the  sentence  dwelt  in  the  mind  of 
the  speaker,  but  found  no  utterance  from  his  lips.  A  shot 
from  behind  the  stone  pierced  his  brain,  and  he  fell  down  in 
the  middle  of  the  path,  causing  his  companion  to  trip  over 
him  in  his  onward  course.  The  second  was  about  to  rise  and 
renew  his  pursuit,  when  a  young  man  sprang  from  behind  the 
stone,  and  dealt  him  such  a  blow  with  the  end  of  the  musket 
as  caused  him  to  lie  insensible  by  the  side  of  his  dead  com- 
panion. 

Thus  perished,  by  his  own  weapon,  Yillabnin  Roche,  one  of 
th|9  most  conspicuous  in  the  celebration  of  the  "  Piedmontese 
Easter." 


•    CHAPTEB   VIIL 

THB  HOIT  BEUGII. 

rScaiABB  hastened  to  zeassvre  tiie  nnforiniiftie  Martlia,  whom 

-  he  had  recognized  as  one  of  the  six  sisters  and  &  relaidye  of 

.Ardoin^  and  he  anticipated  -wifli  pkasnre  the  ntterance  of 
Ardoine's  gratitude  for  ibis  life  preserved.    Martha  was,  how- 

lever,  too  exhausted  io  proceed,  and  as  the  voioes  on  the  hillside 

.had  died  away,  Ecjiard  reticmed  for  a  moment  to  search  the 
soldiers,  to  recover  any  plunder  which  might  belong  to  the 

.sufferers,  and  to  aim  himself  with  their  weapons  in  his  own 
defence.  '  On  looking  at  the  man  who  lay  stunned  upon  the 
ground,  he  remembered  that  he  was  the  soldier  whom  he  had 

:fieen  in  Januaxy,  and  who   had  conducted  him  to  Marie's 

.  chamber. 

"  Wretched  man,"  muttered  Echard  to  himself,  "  his  heart 

.  must  have  changed  under  these  scenes  of  blood,  and  yet  these 
is  a  good  expression  on  his  face.  Th6  proyerb  about  eom- 
p^mions  is  true ;  at  any  rate  he  has  got  a  severe  punishment, 

,  and  for  the  sake  of  what  he  did  before  Til  not  deal  hardly  with 

.  him ;  but  no  doubt  I  shall  find  something  on  this  murd^roits 
Piedmontesfe."     Lifting  up  Villalmin's  body  he  placed  it  on 

'  the  ground  with  the  face  upwards.  A  ^eam  of  sonshine 
flitted  over  the  dead  man,  and  glistened  on  his  military  trap- 
pings ;  his  eyes  were  glazed  in  death,  and  the  expression  of 
passion  which  had  been  surging  in  his  soul  at  the  fatal  instaztt 
was  stamped  upon  the  features.  Searching  him,  Ediard 
drew  forth  apacket  sealed  in  a  careful  manner  as  if  to  bespeak 
its  in^rtance,  several  pieces  of  parchment  printed  with  lai^ 

.  red  characters,  and  a  few  trinkets,  together  with  a  silver  ckiq», 
the  property  of  some  murdered  peasants.  Unrolling  a  paroh- 
ment  he  read  as  follows : — 

"Patientia  Dei  +  Klii:  Virtus,  Spiritns  +  Sancki^iier 
intercessionem  SanctissimaB  Virginis  Dei  Matris  Hr  Samiii 
Erancisci,  et  Beatorum  Didaci,  et  Salvatoris,  liberet  te  Domi- 
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WB  ab  Gxiam  febre,  -pesbe^  et  imprbyis^  marte.  Amen.**  Oh 
pother  were  iJiQ  mord  mysterious  words : — ^  i^adte  homines 
.<liacombeire  ex  Gatbedrft,  Gassaly  1648." 

Breaking  open  the  sealed  packet  Echard  found  nothing 
tbot  some  white  powder,  the  meatung  of  which  he  eosld  not 
understand  nntil  he  deciphered  on  the  paper  the  words — '^  M 
•laiie  deUa  MadoTmcL**  Continuing  his  seardi  in  ^e  .pockets  of 
the  dead  man,  he  found  three  or  four  pieces  of  bones  wrapped 
in  paper.  On  one  was  wriifceny  ^SancU  Justwd,  Ftrg-,  Ma^rifri^ 
,OD.  another  ""  Saaicti  Anihomi  Abhatis^  while  a  third  reKc  was 
entitled  "  JDdJ  Santo  &pulchro,**  Bound  the  neck  o^  the  corpse 
.was  a  chain,  attached  to  which  was  an  image  of  the  Yirgin. 
Searching  the  other  man,  Echard  found  a  bone  bearing  the 
jnscriptitoi,  "  8aneti  Lucii  IBremitm^  the  same  white  powder  in 
B  separate  packet,  a  leaden  image  of  the  Virgm  with  two  or 
three  crosses  round  hw  neck,  and  a  paper  with  the  sentence 
-printed  in  large  red  characters,  **  JVa  conversione  HcereH' 

"Alas, I"  said  Echard  to  himself,  "do  not  these  relics 
-sayour  more  of  magic  than  of  Christianity  P  Are  these  the 
pretended  amulets  with  which  you  have  been  furnished  by 
your  priests,  to  encourage  you  in  the  work  of  blood,  and  to 
protect  you  against  heretical  bullets  P  God  of  Heayen,  sudi 
deeds  cannot  be  acceptable  to  Thee  \  The  confessions  of 
hearts  wrong  with  agony  might  suit  Moloch,  but  cannot  please 
a  God  of  lofve  \  and  snch  puerilities  as  these  charms  must  be 
ludicrous  to  a  man  who  dares  to  reason. 

"Wretched  Villalmin,  thy  red  letters  have  not  saved  thee 
from  *  M<yrte  Improvisd '  with  thine  own  bullet,  and  thy  relics 
are  reddened  by  thine  own  blood.  I  must  parley  with  con- 
.scienee  no  longer,'*  continued  Echard,  as  he  gathered  up  the 
spoils,  and  placed  them  in  his  doublet.  "  The  words  I  have 
iheard  from  Ardoine  have  deepened  my  convictions.  Love  of 
her  may  have  disposed  me  to  listen^  but  God  fbrbid  that  I 
should  sacrifice  my  creed  to  the  impnlse  of  the  heart.  And 
yet,  my  beloved  Ardoine,  truth  has  a  holy  emphasis  from  thy 
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lips,  and  I  could  stand,  amid  the  rage  of  battle,  to  listen  to  tlij 
voice :  thon  hast  helped  me,  and  I  bless  thee ;  I  feel  a  yearning 
which  I  cannot  define,  not  merely  to  thee,  bat  to  thj  father's 
faith.  Before  I  knew  thee  my  spirit  was  hollow.  I  despised 
my  creed  after  what  I  had  seen  at  Rome ;  I  was  lapsing  into 
unbelief;  but  thon  hast  cast  the  sabstance  of  truth  before  my 
souL  Oh,  that  kind  Heaven  may  let  me  sit  at  tiiy  feet  to  hear 
thy  counsels ;  but  if  fate  divides  us,  my  heart  will  never  be  a 
traitor  to  these  holy  memories,  and  our  spirits  shall  meet  in 
that  bright  land  above,  where  is  the  original  model  of  thy  form, 
and  mind."  Approaching  the  other  soldier,  Echard  perceived  in 
him  signs  of  returning  animation,  and  taking  out  of  the  man's 
caublet  a  flask  of  wine,  he  poured  some  into  his  mouth. 

"Holy  Patrick,  has  a  Sassenach  got  hold  of  me  ?  Arrah, 
to  be  sure  an'  we  did.  Where  am  I P  I'm  kilt — at  laat.  Ah ! 
Michael  O'Flanagan,  you're  dead.  Och,  and  is  this  myself  at 
all  ?  no,  it's  my  sperrit  calling  to  my  body — ^I've  forgot  my 
tailoring,  to  which  I  was  once  put  printice  in  the  ciiy  of  Cark, 
that  loyal  city.  Ah,  Ood  and  the  blissid  Mother,  and  the 
thrue  Church  for  iver !  Poor  body,  I  see  you  lying  there^ — 
you  don't  look  so  handsome  as  I  always  thought  you,  but  I 
often  guessed  they  changed  me  in  the  cradhle.  Arrah,  and 
whose  this  doing  me  riverince  ?  Och !  when  my  poor  mother 
held  me  in  her  finger  and  thumb,  and  clasping  me  to  her 
breast,  dipped  me  into  the  Shannon.  I'm  kilt,  and  I  fear  I'm 
dead.  Oh,  where's  my  holy  bone,  that  our  Holy  Father, 
Gk)d  bliss  him,  blissed  ?  Grind  the  bones,  they've  not  kept 
me  from  this  rap  on  my  skull.  Ye  rotten  bone^  I  wouldn't 
take  ye  to  a  pawnshop  in  Enniskillin.  O  my  mother,  have  I 
got  the  packet  of  your  milk  ?  I'm  clane  into  the  bog,  but  I'm 
an  Irishman,  and  the  last  number  of  the  Kings  of  Connaught, 
as  long  aa  grass  runs  or  water  grows." 

With  these  words  Michael  O'Flanagan  relapsed  into  his 
previous  state  of  unconsciousness. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

IIABTHA. 

Echabd's  search  did  not  occapy  him  xnanj  minutes^  and  he  ran 
back  to  Martha,  in  eager  impatience  to  rejoin  Ardoine. 

"  O  my  beloved!"  said  Echard  to  himself,  "my  heart  re- 
proaches me  for  having  left  thee,  but  thou  didst  send  me,  and 
I  am  rewarded  in  having  saved  one  who  is  dear  to  thee." 

"Oh  save  me,  save  me,  sir,"  exclaimed  Martha,  in  a 
paroxysm  of  terror,  as  Echard  approached ;  "  let  my  life  and 
honour  be  safe  in  yonr  keeping." 

"  Fear  not,  madam !  but  you  remember  me  not ;  methinks 
I  have  seen  you  before  under  circumstances  Jiot  to  be  for- 
gotten." 

"  Oh  where,  sir  P  Ah,  now  I  remember!  I  have  been  so 
terrified.  I  am  beholding  my  deliverer,  who  released  me  from 
the  dungeon  in  the  convent.  Forgive  me,  that  in  my  fears  I 
did  not  recognize  one  to  whom  I  owe  so  much," 

"  Ah !  madam,  I  too  have  endured  much,  but  lean  upon 
my  arm ;  we  will  mount  this  hill,  and  rejoin  a  friend.  I  will 
conduct  you  to  a  place  of  safely.  You  may  well  tremble  when 
you  behold  this  uniform  on  me ;  yet  my  creed  is  changed,  and 
I  am  in  heart  one  of  yourselves." 

"  Thank  Ood  if  this  be  so !  I  prayed  that  it  might  please 
TTiTn  to  lead  you  into  his  truth." 

*'  I  think  I  can  give  you  information  to  cheer  your  heart. 
On  yonder  crag  stands  one  who  is  your  niece.  Her  name  is 
Ardoine.  I  rescued  her  last  night  from  the  convent,  and  we 
have  this  morning  fled  to  the  mountains." 

"O  my  beloved  Ardoine!  You  do  cheer  a  wretched 
woman's  heart,  so  far  as  it  can  be  cheered;  for  more  than 
twenty  long  years  have  I  sorrowed,  and  the  smile  of  hope  has 
never  crossed  my  lips.  You  see  this  garb  of  mourning  on  me ; 
it  is  the  emblem  of  my  heart." 

"  What  has  been  the  cause  of  such  deep  anguish  P"  in- 
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qmred  Ediard,  as  he  a^sted  his  compankm  up  the  steep 
dope. 

^Ah,  sir,  none  can  explain  iheir  grie&;  what  ishoiwitiiin 
tiie  snfferer^s  breast  falls  eoldlj  on  the  ear  of  the  listener.'' 

"  VmVj  tell  me  its  aoorce ;  yon  wiu  nna  oomnnrt  in  knowing 
fiiat  anofter  heart  oSers  Ton  srmpafliT. 

**Oh!  jon  onfy  emlntter  niy  woe,**  exc^nmed  Ifkrtha, 
wrin^in^  her  hands,  and  gazing  on  his  cuunleixanoe.  A  loolc 
passed  orer  his  features  which  recalled  her  hnsband,  and 
sirois  €be  memories  of  the  past ;  and  though  die  behdd  that 
imllufm  winch  broaght  to  her  remembrance  the  woes  nnder 
which  her  people  had  snfiTered,  she  recorded  Echard  with  an 
intense  mterest. 

'^  Speak  to  me,  good  lady,"  added  Echard,  in  a  soothing 
tone,  "  bnt  let  ns  join  Ardoine  who  waits  for  ns  on  the  crag. 
How deHghted  she  will  be  to  see  yon!  Do  not  be  afraid  to 
lean  on  my  arm ;  plant  your  foot  firmly  on  tiie  loose'  stones, 
and  dirow  yonr  weight  on  me/* 

"  I  hare  had,"  she  continned,  afler  a  panse,  **  sorrows* 
enough  in  this  present  year,  to  torn  black  httr  like  yonrs  into 
iiiese  grey  locks.  Bnt  it  is  more  tbim  twenty  years  anee 
my  sorrow  first  began.  My  hair  was  black,  and  yet  in  one' 
night  it  tnmed  to  tins  colour  which  yon  now  behold" 

*'  Oh,  let  me  weep  with  yon,  for  nothing  so  well  becomes 
tibe  yonng  as  sympathy  with  the  old.** 

"I  thank  Thee,  O  my  God**  exclaimed  Martha,  **who 
hast  provided  me  a  helper  in  this  wfldemess.  Alas  !  my  grief 
brings  down  my  grey  hairs  with  sorrow  to  the  grave.  Yoa 
know  not  what  i«  a  mother's  heart.** 

"  True,  and  in  oue  sense  I  may  be  said  hardly  to  know 
what  is  a  »on'«  heart,  for  Nature  never  taught  me  to  lavish 
the  inner  giftii  of  my  soul  on  her  who  reared  me." 

"A  mothcr^sheart  is  a  mystery.  There  is  no  reasoning 
with  it.  It  loves,  it  yearns,  it  abides.  It  is  Nature's  truest, 
fondest  instinct.  A  wound  here  is  often  one  for  which  there 
is  no  cure.'' 
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.  *  "  Yea,  I  believe  that,  for  she  IB  Nafcare'H  friend  -vrHcnn  flekth 
sSonib  removes.    Woold  that  I  had  known  the  exqnudte  gift  i*^: 

"  Sir,  I  am  a  mother,  and  as  such  I'tnonj^n  in  the  bitter- 
I]e8s^of  my  souL  Yes»  that  love  is  the  voiee  q£  Nature.  Ah ! 
yon  know  it  not,"  continued  she  with  m(N*e  "Warmth';  "£(6r- 
none  except  a  woman  can  know  its  innate  yearnings.  Lode 
how;the  cry  of  the  child,  which  falls  ooldly  on  the  father's  ear^ 
caoses  the  mother's  heart  to  throb." 

Martha  trembled  as  she  spake,  as  if  her  sonl  was  stirred: 
to  its  depths. 

*.*  Oh  tell  me,  madam !  the  cause  of  your  sorrow.  Know, 
moreover^  that  I  may  claim  a  right  to  soothe  you,  for  I  love 
Ardoine,  and  that  will  make  me  one  with  you." 

"And  does  Ardoine  love  you?  —  Alas  I  poor  Bayntdd^' 
thou  too  then  wilt  know  what  sorrow  and  disappointment 
are." 

Echard    paused   abruptly;    the  arrow  had    gone   to  his 
heart,    and  filled   it  with   tumultuous  ifemotions.       Baynald 
must  be  Ardoine' s  cousin,  whom  she  had  known  from  child- 
hood.    Doubtless  he  loved  Ardoine,  and  that  had  given  him 
that  fierce  jealousy  in  that  encounter  in  his  aunt's  chamber; > 
Echard's   heart  .writhed  with  fear  lest  his  hopes  might  be^ 
quenched,   when  they  were   dawning    more    brightly  than; 
before. 

"  Does  that  young  man  love  Ardoine  ?"  asked  Echard,  in  - 
a  faltering  voice .     "  Are  they  not  as  brother  and  sister  ?"  . 

"  No,  they  are  cousins.     He  has  loved  her  from  his  child* . 
hood.     They  have  played  together,  and  grown  up  together, 
and  his  whole  soul  has  been  absorbed  in  her." 

"  Bat  she  does  not  love  him !" 

V'l  cannot  answer  that.  .  She  has  known  him  all  her  life, 
and  it  is  hard  to  say  in  such  cases  where  the  love  of  tha  • 
btother  ends,  and  the  more  absorbing  one  begins." 

"I  have  not  known  her  all  my  life,  but  in  the  short 
time  I  have  known  her,  twice  has  my  arm  shielded  her  from  ^ 
ruin.'  .  /  -  I 


,  «D  lie  a  bnrar  oflnik  good  J 

^«DOI 

'Bot  jOK knro Mllald ne  Oe OBSi 
■ed.  Kif  iMifd,  ] 
idle  cn^nd  did  boI  ne  Us 
kftbcr  here,  she  aid  she  would  mak  far  Kj-nlKB. 
grant  thst  she  Ins  not  ben  canied  off';  I  did  bo4  bonr  her 
warmm,  'Haw  caal&adhetf  wiSk  jvm.  Taammhen  -mhaktl 
look  £ar  her,  and  then  I  will  Ixii^  bcr  to  rejoin  joa.  Fer- 
lHi|ia  she  Ins  been  fiigbtened  and  Ins  gone  to  find  BH^and 
we  bare  misKd  eadi  odier  on  tiie  biD,  among  tiie 
locfab  I  wiQnindownandoTcrtake  bcr;  in  file] 
be  carefiil  and  naicli." 


CHAPTEB  Z. 

THE  SBCAFnrSE. 

**Bt  J<^  XXII.  and  bis  beatific  Tision,  wbiGb  bs 
condemned^"  groaned  MahricTnOy  as  be  toiled  jq^  tiie  Tandalin 
in  company  wilb  some  of  tbe  Marqfois's  soldiera^  ^it^s  bcatj 
woiky  Kiband,  especially  wben  die  Marquis  made  me  itmae 
joa  so  early.  Yon  bare  better  si|^  tban  I  baye.  Gu  yon 
aee  anytbing  of  oorfiigitiYes?  By  Pope  Benedict  ALL,  who 
eondemned  die  beatific  Tision  of  bis  predecessor,  Jobn  xxii  ^ 
the  Marquis  bade  me  find  them,  and  I  baTe  no  doubt  beH 
reward  yon  bandsome^  if  yon  find  tbem.  I  know  be  sworn 
tbat  be  would  give  die  Virgin  a  necklace  of  pearls.** 

•  ''Well,  as  T^ards  bis  doing  it  bandsomely,  tbat*8  a 
matter  of  opinion.  How  nnich  do  yon  dnnk  bell  really  pay, 
if  I  break  n^  sbins  to  caidi  tbem  ?" 

-  **  By  Pope  Or^ory  and  bis  barefooted  Emperor,  bell  not 
aland  for  money.  I  promise  you  a  bimdred  pistcdes  for  eaflib 
ofdieniyifyoaGancatcbtbemandlKing  tbem  alxYe  to  bim. 
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You  know  that  will  be  a  great  fortune  for  you,  and  enable  you 
to  give  a  dowry  to  your  daughter,  who's  been  waiting  for 
matrimony." 

"Well,  yes,  I  should  like  to  see  Cattarina  settled,  and  the 
barber's  son  seems  a  good  match.  But,  holy  Father,  refresh 
my  memory:  there  are  two,  I  think,  a  young  man  and  a 
girl." 

"There  are;  a  young  girl  with  golden  hair,  and  with 
something  white  as  if  she  were  going  to  be  married,  and  a 
young*  fellow  that  was  thought  to  be  the  Marquis's  sou ;  he 
has  on  the  uniform  of  an  officer.*' 

"  It's  strange,  how  is  it  that  he's  in  disgrace  ?  I  know 
whom  you  mean ;  he's  a  fine  young  officer,  and  would  give 
me  civil  words  when  the  others  swore  at  me." 

"  Ah  well,  the  devil  has  got  hold  of  him.  He's  seen  too 
much  of  these  heretics,  and  it  would  appear  that  he  disputed 
with  the  Marquis  on  religion,  and  that  he  let  out  this  girl 
whom  the  Church  was  going  to  convert.  He  got  a  sight 
of  her  good  looks,  and  then  he  forgot  all  the  benefits  of 
the  Marquis,  and  I  suppose  has  gone  off  with  this  shie- 
heretic." 

"  That's  an  awftil  charge.  I  honour  our  holy  Virgin,  and 
would  do  anything  for  her  glory.  The  last  time  when  I  was 
in  battle  I  had  a  feeling  that  I  should  be  killed,  and  just  as  I 
was  priming  my  musket,  and  had  said  good-bye  to  my  wife  in 
my  heart,  I  lifted  up  my  eyes,  and  saw  before  me  a  beautiful 
Virgin  in  white,  and  she  said  to  me,  *  Fear  not.  Riband,  I  am 
with  you;  no  ball  shall  hurt  you ;'  and  sure  enough,  directly 
afterwards,  one  went  right  through  my  hat,  but  did  me  no 
harm ;  and  since  this,  I  never  go  to  Turin  but  I  always  take 
my  offering  to  that  picture  of  the  Madonna,  which  winks  every 
new  moon." 

"  It  was  the  Virgin  you  saw,"  replied  Malvicino.  "  Happy 
man !  you  make  even  me  jealous.  It  has  been  your  zeal  for 
the  Church  that  has  brought  you  this  honour;  you  must  not 
slacken  in  your  labourS|  but  do  what  you  can  to  catch  these 
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f(fillow8,  and  to  kiH  as  many  otli«ra  as  you  eazu  Look!  we  goi 
tt  glimpse  of  the  viUegr  throngh  iha  treei^;  it  looks  T&Sofiv 
black,  as  if  our  fellows  had  been  doing  their  work,  and  I 
don't  see  so  many  farms  standing*  i  suppose  those  that  are 
l«ft  will  be  given  to  you  soldieirfr  of  the  Cross." 

^  I  heard  say  that,  most  of  them  were  given  to  thos^ 
fellows  they  call  Irish :  it's  a  shame  to  give  them  to  foreigners, 
bat  they  fight  for  the  Church,  and  think  no,  more  of  blood 
tiiaaa  water.  They're  always  quarrelling  among  themselves, 
ttid  seem  to  have  no  appetite  for  their  breakfast  unless  they've 
had  a  fight  before." 

"Well,  each  nation  has  its  own  marks;  they  are  good 
€)atholi08.  By  Pope  Gregory  XXU*  and  his.  new  calendar,  I 
should  like  to  be  at  the  head  of  a  brigade  of  such,  in  that 
-eursed  isle  of  England.  Bat  gently,  Bibaud,  this  hiU  is 
rteep ;  let  your  spiritual  Father  rest,  or  he  will  not  be  able  to 
send  yon  into  Paradise  with  absolution,  if  you  make  him 
l»roken*winded." 

**  Hark,  what  do  I  hear  ?  It  is  a  shot.  By  the  company 
tfi  Popes'  sons  there  are  voices.  They  seem  familiar  to  me. 
'  There,  be  sHent,  and  let  us  creep  up.  Order  the  men  behind 
to  be  careful,  for  our  booty  may  be  near." 

^^  Hold  1"  added  the  Abbot,  as  he  stretched  out  his  short 
thick  neck  and  peered  among  the  trees.  ''  By  Clement  YIL, 
who  took  refuse  in  St.  Angelo,  what  do  I  see?  Softly, 
Bibaud,  the  very  man  I'm  seeking.  It  muat  be  he.  I  see  a 
uniform.  How  am  I  to  get  him?  Stay,.  I'll  call  him,  and 
you  hide  yourself  and  be  ready  to  spring  out  when. you  hear 
me  cry  Clement,  Clement,  and  then  make  him  fast,  and  111 
consider  what  to  do  with  him  when  we  have  taken  him 
prisoner ;  the  Marquis  will  allow  jdb  to  treat  heretics  according 
to  my  own  judgment." 

"Friend,"  cried  Malvicino,  addressing  Echaxd,  "I  have 
been  looking  for  you.  Oh,  help  me!  I  have  fled  from  the 
convent.  1  am  in  danger.  I  have  risked  all  for  your  sake. 
Will  you  not  come  hither  and  help  me  ?     You  have  run  away 
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80  fasi  that  ^ou  never  stayed  to  thaiik  me  for  the  good  turn  I 
did  you  last  night/' 

^  Tcastoxv''  excbdmed  Hchard ;  ^  you  are  a  double-dealing 
knave^  -wiih.  all  your  Popes  on  your  Hps.  Your  wieked  |dot  at 
tiiie  oonvent  misoarried;  I  ^Bel  inclined  to  ottfirock  yon,  and 
make  an  xnyokuntary  flagellant  of  yotu  Look  at  the  macka 
of  destmction  on  all  sides  done  by  the  s^ord  of  yoar 
Church."  .         1  . 

<  ^^  Clement^.  Cflement^''  cried  Malvidno^  and  immediafceiy 
Kibaud,  and  several  of  his  comrades  who  had  come  npy 
rushed  from  behind  the  rock%  and  secured  Echard. 

"  Soldiers,  soldiers,"  said  Malvicino,  "  halt !  hurt  not  the 
hair  of  this  young  man'a  head ;  know  iiiat  he  is  the  son  of  the 
Marquis  of  Pianesse.  Fear  not,"  continued  he,  in  a  lower 
voice  addressing  Echard ;  "  I  will  see  that  they  do  not  harm 
you-;  but  how  is  it  that  you  are  alone?  you  did  not  go  away 
alone  from  the  oonvent.  Where  is  your  firiendP  Tell  me, 
and  I  will  save  her  from  the  soldiers.  If  you  will  not  confide 
in  me  you  will  be  separated  from  her,  for  she  will  fall  in  with 
i^  lawless  Irish  and  perish  on  the  mountain.  You  had 
better  speak,  for  you  are  at  my  mercy,  and  I  can  make  my 
peace  with  Pianesse  by  your  capture." 

Echard  was  silent,  for  he  would  have  preferred  death  to 
ccmfiding  the  safety  of  Ardoine  to  the  Abbot  of  Pignerol. 

"  They  cannot  be  far  off,"  continued  Malvicino  to  himself. 
**They  left  together,  and  it's  not  likely  two  young  hearts 
would  part  so  easily,  and  less  so  if  danger  was  at  hand.  She 
must  be  close  by  somewhere.  I  must  see  that  she  does  not 
fe^  into  the  hands  of  these  soldiers,  to  be  subjected  to  their 
rongh  usage— alkali  hazards  she  must  be  rescued." 

"By  Alexander  II.,  that  Papal  Sultan!"  exclaimed  tiio 
Abbot  aloud.  "Soldiers,  search  for  a  young  girl  who  is 
hidden  hereabouts.  She  belongs  to  the  Marquis  of  Pianesse ; 
tot  let  none  of  yoti  lay  a  finger  on  her,  or  not  only  wfll  you 
have  to  answer  for  it  ta  your  commander,  but  I  will  refttse 
you  absolution  when  dyingt"  - 
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*<Bnty  Holj  Father,  what  are  we  to  do  with  our 
prisoner?"  ' 

"  Bring  him  along  with  yon.  Is  he  well  tied  np  ?  ihere, 
lift  him  np  and  bear  him  to  yonder  point.  By  Pope  Benedict^ 
who  was  willing  to  sacrifice  the  tiara  becanse  he  loved  a 
damsel,  I  saw  the  flutter  of  female  garments  through  that 
bmahwood.  It  moves  again.  It  is  a  woman.  It  mnst  be 
she?  Oh,  how  can  I  secure  my  prize?  The  plan  is  foil  of 
difi&onUy.  Bail  will  tiy  to  ci^ptaze  her  in  the  name  of  ail  the 
Popes." 


CHAPTER  XL 

CASTELLUZZO. 

IfOETB  VAimALiN  is  flanked  towards  the  valley  of  Lncema  by 
nnmerons  spurs  separated  by  deep  ravines.  One  of  these 
central  oflshoots,  from  its  peculiar  and  castellated  prominence, 
has  received  the  name  of  Castelluzzo.  A  black  spot  in  its 
escarped  side  is  visible  from  the  valley  beneath,  and  stands 
fiyrth  in  relief  when  the  morning  sun  glitters  from  the  mioa»- 
ceous  rocks  by  which  it  is  surrounded.  This  is  the  cavern  of 
Castelluzzo,  a  retreat  which  Nature  provided  for  the  perse- 
cuted children  of  the  valleys.  The  only  means  of  access  to  it 
is  by  a  tonnel-like  hole  fr*om  the  top,  in  whose  sides  notches 
have  been  cut  for  the  feet,  but  whose  narrow  winding  will 
permit  only  one  person  to  descend  at  a  time.  From  this 
peculiarity  the  cavern  is  almost  impregnable,  for  the  solitary 
assailant  descending  backwards  is  at  the  mercy  of  those  who 
stand  below,  so  that  an  army  might  be  slain  by  a  handfuL 
The  interior  of  the  cavern  consisted  of  a  vaulted  chamber, 
partially  excavated  by  the  hand  of  man,  and  spacious  enough 
to  contain  three  or  four  hundred  persons :  a  fountain  trickled 
in  the  centre,  enough  to  meet  the  necessily  of  any  fugitives ; 
while  near  it  was  a  rude  contrivance  for  baking  bread,  hQl-* 
lowed  out  of  the  rock.    In  one  of  the  reoessesi  a  chink  was 
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disoemible  through  the  mountam's  side.  The  rock  itself  was 
seyeral  yards  in  thickness,  bnt  in  some  pre-historio  conynlsion 
it  had  been  gently  riven  by  the  delicate  hand  of  Nature. 
The  fissure,  though  so  small  as  to  defy  the  insertion  of  a 
knife,  was  traversed  by  the  light,  and  at  midday  a  film  of 
streaky  sunshine  hoyered  for  a  few  moments  upon  the  dark 
ground.  It  was  an  emblem  of  Nature's  gentleness  in  the 
midst  of  majesty.  How  simple  yefc  how  grand  are  the  works 
of  Nature !  She  waters  with  the  dew  of  heaven  the  capsule 
overspreading  the  fragment  torn  from  the  Alps,  whicli  in  its 
course  would  once  have  levelled  cities  and  dashed  in  pieces 
armies. 

The  mouth  of  the  cavern  abutted  on  to  a  narrow  ledge  of 
rock  which  overhung  the  inaccessible  precipice.  A  few  shrubs 
and  plants,  to  wit  the  venturesome  fir  and  birch,  maintained 
themselves  on  this  inhospitable  strip,  and  shot  into  mid  air. 
31us  narrow  gallery  was  protected  in  front  and  on  the  right  side 
^x>m.  all  assailants,  but  it  was  open  to  the  attack  of  muBketry 
ieoja  the  left  cliff,  which  projected  sufficiently  forward  to  com- 
mand the  outlet. 

This  gloomy  vault  was  precious  in  the  sight  of  heaven,  for 
the  prayers  of  saints  had  arisen  from  out  of  the  heart  of  the 
earth,  and  the  songs  of  Zion  had  floated  along  that  rough- 
hewn  vault  mingled  with  the  murmur  of  the  trickling  stream 
or  the  howl  of  the  rude  winds,  as  they  surged  against  that 
Tagged  bluff.  Its  stony  sides  bore  traces  of  the  exile's  hand, 
as  he  carved  thereon  memorials  of  his  faith  dearer  to  him  than 
the  records  of  his  forsaken  home. 

O  ye  caverns!  ye  have  your  solemn  contributions  to  the 
history  of  the  human  race,  but  they  are  for  the  most  part  those 
of  gloom,  of  persecution,  and  of  death.  Speak,  thou  cave  of 
Mya  in  Provence,  in  which,  by  order  of  the  Papal  officers, 
twenty-five  Vaudois  mothers  were  stifled,  and  whose  dry  bones 
lingered  there  for  five  years,  as  an  appeal  to  the  vengeance  of 
heaven,  and  at  last  extorted  even  man's  judicial  investigation. 

In  the  Val  Louise  in  Dauphiny,  in  the  slopes  of  M.o\Ma*» 
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Pdlvouxy  the  Yisol  of  the  Brian9oiuiaus,  isf  jua.  imiaense  cai^im 
called, ''  Aigue  Fraide,"  becaase  pf  its  spnngs  of  water  fed 
bj  ihe  snow.  Here  La  Palud  heaped  up  the  fire,  aad  izi  HbA^ 
cavern  were  ^Dund  four  hundred  children  smo&ered,  m  wfXL 
ap  three  thousand  Vaudoi^,  or  the  whole  of  the  popnlationi  of 
the  Val  Louise. 

Ye  caverns  of  the  Alps,  ye  have  znemprials  for  tbe 
day  of  judgment,  wherewith  to  brand  that  Church  whicb 
history  too  truly  proves  to  be  ^'  drunk  with  the  blood  of  ijn^ 
sainta ! " 

"  Oh,  grandfather !  "  exclaimed  a  little  child,  in  the  ina^ 
part  of  the  cavern  of  Castelluzzo,  "  I  am  so  tired  and  cold,  an^ 
J^uuigry,  what  can  you  give  me  to  eat  ?  I  am  tired  of  this 
water  and  our  mouldy  breads  Where  have  they  all  gone  to^ 
end  when  J3  Baynald  coming  back  to  help  ub  F" 

"  My  little  Lena,"  replied  Eodolphe,  "  I  wonld  do  what  I 
can  to  help  you,  but  I  am  old  and  weak.  Cgme  and  li^ 
near  me  and  put  your  hand  in  my  breast ;  there,  that  wSi 
keep  you  warm.  Before  you  sleep,  pray  to  God  to  bless  all 
our  dear  friends.     But  here  is  Bertin  coming  to  us." 

*' Grandfather,  what  can  I  do  for  youf"  asked  Mar- 
guerite's orphan,  as  he  knelt  beside  his  grandfather. 

"  My  boy,"  faintly  whispered  the  patriarch,  "  lift  me  up  a 
little  and  fetch  me  a  drop  of  water  from  the  fountain ;  now 
move  me  near  that  chink,  so  that  the  ray  of  light  may  rest 
upon  me  again.  I  shall  not  live  long— let  the  sunlight  of  the 
outer  world  shine  once  more  upon  my  grey  hair,  and  remind  me 
to  the  last  of  the  goodness  of  God.  Thank  you,  my  boyj 
that  streak  of  light  is  a  voice  of  comfort.;  it  reminds  me  that 
the  Lord  God  is  a  sun,  and  that  He  will  never  forsake  them 
that  trust  in  Him.  Now  kneel  down,  and  pray  for  your  father 
and  mother,  and  all  of  our  friends.  My  little  Lena,  Bertin  is 
going  to  pray,  can  you  clasp  your  hands  ?" 

"  0  grandfather,  I  am  so  weak  I  cannot  move ;  I  am  lying 
so  near  you,  I  cannot  kneel,  but  I  will  clasp  my  hands,  and  I 
will  say  Amen,  as  you  taught  me.'* 


The  yputih  bowad  his  head  beside  his  graztdfather,  and 
sought  protection  ftom  God. 

"  Oh,  grandfibUier/'  added  he,  afber  apanae,  ^  I  can  hardly 
realize  this  change.  Our  home,  where  a  few  months  ago  we 
were  so  happy,  is  all  in  raina.  I  see  you  in  your  chair,  wi^ 
dear  Ardoine  near  you,  and  I  remember  on  hist  New  Year's 
day  how  we  cama  round  you  for  jrour  blessing :  as  I  stand  on 
the  ledge  outside  I  can  just  see  where  La  Baudene  is,  and 
tiiere  is  nobody  there,  unless  it  be  cruel  strangers.  Oh !  is  the 
Bible  true,  grandfather  ?  If  God  were  good,  would  He  let  us 
suffer  these  things,  for  I  am  sure  that  you  tried  to  please  Himf 

"  God  knows  what  is  best,  my  boy,  and  He  will  not  lajr 
upon  us  mora  than  we  can  bear;  it  is  to  try  our  faith  and 
patience,  and  you  remember  my  speaking  on  what  Paul  says, 
that '  the  afiHotion  of  this  present  time  is  not  worthy  to  be 
compared  with  the  glory  which  is  to  be  revealed.*  " 

*'  Oh,  father !  things  must  be  very  bright  above  to  make 
up  for  this  world.  I  am  sure  they  are  very  bad  here,  at  least 
I  £eel  them  to  be  so." 

"  God  will  do  for  us  more  than  we  can  think :  when  3roti 
have  been  one  hour  in  heaven,  Bertin,  you  will  forget  all  the 
troubles  of  this  life.  Be  faithful  to  the  last,  and  Christ  wiU 
make  amends  for  all.' * 

"I  believe  you,  dear  grand&ther;  would  that  I  could  be 
more  like  you !  The  Lord  Jesus  Christ  is  my  hope,  and  I  do 
believe  in  your  favourite  text,  'the  l^od  of  Jesus  Christ 
cleauseth  us  from  all  sin.' " 

"  Can  you  trust  wholly  in  Him,  if  you  were  to  die  now  ?** 
asked  Rodolphe  feelingly. 

"  I  can ;  I  am  a  wretched  sinner  I  know,  but  since  I  was 
confirmed  I  have  prayed  much  for  God's  Holy  Spirit,  and 
sought  to  curb  my  temper,  and  to  avoid  ill-oiatured  speeches, 
to  get  up  early  in  the  morning,  and  to  be  more  smiling  and 
kind.  I  have  tried  to  please  God,  but  I  don^t  trust  to  this, 
but  only  to  the  finished  work  of  Christ  on  the  cross,  of  wideh 
you  used  to  preach  so  mtSL'' 
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**  Well,  mj  boy,  go  get  a  moathM  of  air,  it  will  refresh 
yon,  and  then  if  no  one  comes  to  ns,  jon  can  go  up  through 
the  tnnnel  and  see  if  jon  can  procure  us  some  food." 

*'  Oh !  grand&ther,  look ;  in  this  dark  c<»mer  I  have  found 
a  loaf  which  we  had  forgotten,  and  could  not  see  in  the  gloom. 
I  will  soak  some  of  it  in  water,  and  give  some  to  little  Lena ; 
jou  shall  both  eat  some,  and  it  will  reyiye  you.  Shall  I  go 
out  on  the  top  now,  or  wait  till  it  gets  darker  ?** 

"Wait,  my  boy,  Raynald  will  return,  if  he  can.  I  think 
some  of  them  are  at  Bora,  but  I  fear  that  some  misfortune 
must  have  happened  to  them,  if  none  of  them  come  back 
tons." 

"  Don't  you  think,"  asked  Bertin,  **  that  we  must  wish  evil 
to  tiiose  who  have  done  us  so  much  harm  F" 

*^  God  has  told  us  to  love  our  enemies,  and  to  do  good  to 
them  that  hate  us.  You  must  not  try  to  hurt  them,  but  do  aa 
Jesus  did  when  he  was  before  Pilate." 

*'  It's  very  hard,  grandfather,  but  still  you  know  best,  aad 
I  wish  to  do  what  God  would  have  me  do.  Look !  there  is  a 
little  gleam  of  sunshine,  how  beautiful  it  is !  and  now  I  can 
just  see  your  beautiful  white  hair ;  it  looks  so  nice,  as  Aline 
used  to  say  when  she  curled  it  round  her  fingers.  I  will  creep 
out  on  to  the  ledge  for  a  mouthful  of  air.  There  is  that  birc^ 
which  grows  on  the  rock ;  I  take  hold  of  that  and  look  over, 
and  see  such  a  long  way  below  me.  The  stones  I  fling  down 
fall  such  a  long  time  without  striking  anything,  and  then  I 
can  trace  them  far  away  among  some  sheep  and  goats  which 
are  feeding  near  the  farm  of  Bonnets." 

Bertin  then  went  out  on  the  ledge  and  drank  in  the  fresh 
air  with  the  delight  of  youth,  forgetting  for  the  moment  his 
sorrows  and  dangers.  He  plucked  the  mountain  flowers  that 
grew  on  the  sides  of  the  rock,  and  tearing  them  into  bits^ 
scattered  them  about  the  place.  Then  recollecting  himself, 
he  gathered  three  or  four  of  the  best  and  took  them  to 
Bodolphe. 

"  Here,  grandfather,  here  is  something  for  you  to  smell ;  it 
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vfifi  remind  yon  of  Ardoine,  ^ho  waa  so  fond  of  getting  yoa' 
flowers." 

*'Ah!  dear  child/'  said  the  old  man,  as  a  tear  trickled 
down  his  cheeks.  *^  O  God !  hear  this  one  prayer,  and  shield 
my  child  from  harm.  She  is  an  orphan,  protect  her,  I  beseech 
thee." 

Bertin  then  went  back,  and,  inserting  his  fingers  into  the 
clefts  of  the  lime-stone,  pulled  off  several  fragments.  Select- 
ing one  from  among  the  number  which,  from  its  size  and 
wei^^ht,  seemed  suitable  for  his  purpose,  he  clasped  it  in  his 
right  hand,  and  crept  on  to  the  birch.  He  threw  his  arms 
ronnd  its  trunk,  and  steadied  himself  while  he  looked  below, 
settling  in  his  mind  the  spot  on  which  he  wished  the  missile 
to  alight. 

At  this  moment  a  soldier  appeared  upon  the  cliff  which 
commanded  the  ledge,  and  looking  down  observed  the  boy. 
A  gleam  of  joy  shot  over  his  face,  and  smiling  grimly,  he 
exclaimed — 

"  Holy  Virgin !  I'll  win  a  crown  in  heaven  to-day,  and 
get  my  sins  washed  out." 

He  raised  his  musket,  and  took  deliberate  aim. 

Bertin,  unconscious  of  danger,  had  not  yet  composed  him- 
self to  his  satisfaction,  and  after  moving  his  feet  backwards  a 
little  on  the  ledge,  once  more  leaned  his  body  forward  on 
the  tree. 

The  soldier's  sight  was  disarranged.  He  had  taken  aim 
at  his  victim's  heart,  but  now,  changing  his  intentions,  he 
levelled  his  piece  at  the  boy's  head.  The  awfal  moment  has 
come  which  may  send  a  human  being  into  eternity.  The  boy 
smiles  as  he  sees  a  flock  of  birds  below  him,  and  wonders  if 
lie  can  hit  them.  The  flint  flashes — there  is  a  report.  The 
ccboes  of  Castelluzzo  ring  out  the  sound  from  crag  to  crag 
from  glade  to  glade ;  the  report  peals  throughout  the  cavern, 
and  reverberates  among  the  farthest  windings.  The  boy  still 
clasps  the  tree ;  but  the  stone  in  his  hand  has  becomo  un- 
clasped, and  falls  downwards.  Bertin  himself,  struck  through 
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%iB  hrtm^  rei^hm  Mb  pwiaon,^  be  iiaa  \'pass^  M  ib  wBm 
unconsciously  from  eartH  to  heaven ;  the  blood-gouts  of  tiuift 
joimg  life  drip  §Emt  «ad  edlentljr  av)»r  the  gdige,  ftad  stain  tlie 
stones  hnndredfl  of  feat  beaeatli.  f 

^^BefsUn^"  Beid  Boddpfaie,  after  ^e  expiration  ;of  soma 
time,  "  where  are  you  ?  What  is  the  boy  about  ?  I  hope  ap 
accident  has  happened  to  him.  Alas,  what  did  that  noise 
mean  P  I  heard  the  report  of  a  gun ;  can  the  lad  haye  been 
shot  ?  But  that  is  unlikely ;  perhaps  his  yenturing  spirit  haa 
led  him  up  the  tujuiel  to  find  some  £ood,  and  I  have  not 
noticed  him ;  or  can  he  have  overbalanced  himself  and  fallen 
firom  the  ledge  ?  Come,  my  little  one,"  said  the  eld  man  to 
Leoa,  who  pressed  closely  to  him,  "are  you  wa^fm?  Whai; 
can  your  grandfather  do  for  you,  my  child  ?"  Lena  was  vaa^ 
.cmxscious  of  hia  voice,  for  her  feeble  nature  was  unable  to 
sostain  such  continued  privations.  The  agonizing  thought 
flashed  through  Bodolphe'e  mind  that  she  did  not  l^eatlte. 
He  was  loathe  to  move  her,  for  her  little  hands  were  partiaUj 
damped,  and  she  clung  to  his  arm.  Disengaging  her  with 
diflBculty,  owing  to  his  feebleness,  though  he  had  been  revived 
by  his  late  food,  he  moved  the  ch^d  so  that  the  streak  of  sun- 
light could  shine  upon  her  face.  It  fell  upon  a  lustrelesa  eye ; 
the  spirit  of  the  cMd  had  fled  to  her  Saviour.  The  old  man 
was  left  alone. 

Then  did  the  past  rush  upon  his  mind,  with  harrowing 
vividness  !  the  patriarchal  scemas,  in  which  he  was  an  aetor, 
the  tones  of  his  daughters,  the  peculiar  kindnesses  of  eAch, 
the  loveliness  of  Ardoine,  the  prattle  of  the  little  ones,  the 
cruel  deaths  which  had  carried  some  of  them  off;  these 
thoughts  wrung  his  soid ;  his  heart  was  vexed  within  himiy 
and  at  the  last  he  spake,  as  with  the  voice  of  a  dying  man. 

"  How  doth  the  Church  mourn  whose  dwelling  is  in  the 
rocks,  and  whose  foundations  were  upon  the  cHfls,  where  the 
eagle  maketh  his  nest !  How  hath  she  put  on  sackcloth  and 
a^es,  and  oast  dust  upon  her  head  ?  She  weepeth  sore  in 
.the  night,  her  teqcs  aore  on  her  cheeks ;  her  blood  hath  bee»- 
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flhedl  bj^:BkB,Jxg0rB,  and  haiAx  t^BmodiisBBkirbB  i^htv  oletlikig. 
Mow  hath  ihe  Lord  Covered  us  ndth  a  olond  in  the  daj  of  h^ 
wngeirit ;  He  hsJbh  thrown  down  our  fltronglioMs,  and  polbiied 
tlie  sanctnaiy  wiiere  bis  xiame  haidi  long  dwn^.  A  flaming 
£re  devoiireth  ns,  thorns  are  set  in  oar  e^eSy  <mr  'teeth  •  axe 
hgcikeahy  ihem  that  have  ns  in  deridon-  O  Lord  I  i^  dead 
Isodies  of  thy  eenrants  have  they  given  to  be  mieat  nnto  Urn 
dEbwls  of  beairen,  and  the  fleah  o£  idiy  saints  to  ^e  beaaia  of 
tibe  earth.  Their  Uood  have  they  ^d  like  water,  and  tiieve 
was  none  to  bury  ns.  We  are  become  a  reproach  to  our 
neighbonrs,  a  scorn  and  derision  to  iiiem  that  are  ronnd  about 
nsL  The  sighs  of  the  prisoner,  the  lamentation  of  the  widom^ 
HiB  groanings  of  the  Mherless,  afiocacid  to  heaven,  firom  these 
-vaikys  where  the  Most  High  received  the  iucense  of  prayer 
and  praise.  Our  elders  sit  npon  the  ground,  and  keep  silenofi, 
our  mothers  quake  for  i^ir  firstborn,  our  virgins  hang  down 
Ham  heads  to  the  ground,  our  little  ones  are  dashed  against 
the  stones ;  we  are  becoma  as  Sodom,  yea,  we  are  wbAo  Ihe 
Lord  even  as  Gomorrah.  Our  young  and  old  lie  upon  our 
mountains,  our  virgins  have  -ftdlen  by  the  sword,  they  are 
slain,  they  are  dead,  their  remembrance  is  cut  off.  The 
tongue  of  the  sucking  child  cleaveth  to  the  roof  of  his  mouth, 
the  young  children  ask  bread,  but  no  mother  breaketh  it  for 
them.  Our  inheritance  is  turned  to  strangers,  our  houses  to 
aliens.  We  are  orphans,  and  fath^less;  our  mothers  are 
widows.  Yet  the  Lord  is  in  his  holy  temple.  His  eyes  be- 
hold the  things  that  are  done  in  the  earth,  and  He  haCh 
appointed  a  day  in  whidh  He  will  make  inquisition  for  blood. 
Withdraw  thy  hand  from  thy  bosom,  O  Lord !  let  thine  arm 
be  bared ;  arise  and  help  ns  for  Thy  name's  sake.  It  is  of  his 
mercies  that  we  are  not  consumed ;  for  the  Lord  is  good,  the 
Lord  is  a  God  of  right,  just  and  true  are  all  his  ways.  We 
have  sinned,  but  Thou  art  holy,  O  Then  that  inhabitest  the 
praises  of  Israel  !^* 

Rodolphe  ceased.    A  sound  was  heard  as  if  some  one  was 
descending  into  the  cavern.    By  thm  oaths  he  knew  thej 
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.vreire  ilie  soldiers  of  Fianesse,  intent  upon  the  destmic^on  l»f 
heretics  by  fire  or  sword.  His  spirit  ebbed,  bat  he  raised  b& 
ihoaghts  to  that  God  to  whom  darkness  and  light  are  bott 
alike,  and  whose  eye  searcheth  through  the  heart  of  the  esrtli 
as  on  the  plains  of  heaven. 

^'  Father  of  mercies !"  he  gasped,  'Hhe  time  has  come,  my 
soul  must  stand  before  Thee.  I  approach  Thee  in  the  name  dT 
Christ,  whose  gospel  for  forty  years  I  have  striven  to  preacHi 
in  my  fathers'  valleys,  and  now  I  die  in  them  alone !  an  o^ 
cast !  in  the  heart  of  the  rock,  where  fourscore  years  ago  my 
boyish  footsteps  roved  for  the  spring  flower ;  but  I  munnt^ 
.not ;  the  passage  to  Thy  presence  is  speedy ;  and  wheii  tha^ 
the  blackest  past  is  like  a  dream  when  one  awaketh.  Lay  nd^ 
iihese  sins  to  the  charge  of  these  men.  Protect  those  of  my 
Junilywho  live,  and  quench  not  the  light  of  our  Ghurd^  nor 
remove  our  candlestick  utterly  out  of  its  place."  •     * 

Having  uttered  these  words,  Eodolphe  fell  into  a  t^ie  of 
insensibility  from  weakness  and  mental  distress.  .  ^-."^ 


CHAPTER  Xn. 

THE   CAVERN. 

Creeping  upon  his  hands  and  knees  Malvicino  forced  his  way 
through  the  entangled  bushes,  in  hope  of  discovering  ^o 
object  of  his  search.  His  progress  was  slow,  owing  to  thi 
broken  stones  and  interlacing  brushwpod,  and  being  unaccoa* 
tomed  to  the  mountains  he  was  soon  confused  as  to  his  latid^ 
marks.  But  his  passion  lent  impetus  to  ids  failing  str^igt^ 
Ho  beat  about  for  some  time  without  success,  and  was  aboi^ 
to  withdraw  from  the  pursuit  in  despair,  when  the  flutter  of 
female  raiment,  at  no  great  distance,  revived  his  energies 
On  he  went,  over  briar  and  brake,  into  a  more  entangled 
wood,  until  he  was  arrested  at  the  edge  of  a  precipico^  The 
^bbot  paused  on  his  haads  and  knees,  at  the  brinkof  a  (^m^sov 
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which,  yawned  beneath  for  many  hundreds  of  feet,  and  in 
whose  defbs  the  ivinter  snow  lay  still  nnmelted.  Malvicino 
drew  in  his  breath  as  he  stretched  his  head  over  the  gnlf,  and 
realized  his  fEite  should  any  loose  stone  precipitate  him  into  tho 
abyss.  ^ 

**By  the  taxes  of  John  XXTL,'*  he  exclaimed,  **how 
bravely  onr  flag  floats  in  the  breeze !  I  see  patches  of  smoke 
ill  ^e  valley,  as  if  the  soldiers  of  the  Cross  had  been  mindful  of 
tibyeir  vows." 

Notwithstanding  the  creed  which  enslaved  Malvicino,  his 
finer  feelings  were  not  extinct,  and  even  amid  the  ardour  of 
his  pursuit  he  yielded  the  homage  of  a  pause  to  the  wondera 
9f  Nature.  But  those  beauties  were  types  of  thoughts  long 
foreign  to  his  heart.  Its  kindlier  insimcts  had  been  uprooted 
in  the  service  of  the  Church,  and  the  stamp  of  hypocrisy  and 
passion  made  the  furies  within  glow  more  fiercely  than  before. 

*' Ah,  ye  scenes  of  Nature,"  muttered  he,  **ye  speak  to  a 
seared  heart.  By  Hildebrand,  was  I  not  once  a  boy? 
Bad  I  not  once  the  desire  of  doing  what  was  right  P  Yea, 
did  not  some  fair  vision  of  purity  light  up  my  path  before  this 
cowl  and  gown  were  forced  upon  me  ?  Alas !  I  cannot  stop — 
&tte  hurries  me  on — ^I  have  advanced  too  far — ^possession  or 
ruin — success  or  death  are  my  only  alternatives.  But  if  I 
tarry  here  I  shall  lose  my  prize,  and  my  head  swims  with 
looking  over  this  precipice.  No,  I  must  advance,  and  I 
promised  the  soldiers  some  sport  if  they  would  accompany  me. 
I  think  there  may  be  some  upland  farms  near  here,  which 
have  escaped  our  missionaries.  So  I  will  set  an  example  of 
what  a  Franciscan  can  do  in  the  Church's  service.  But  let 
me  first  get  out  of  this  difficulty.  I  hear  some  one  near  me* 
CattalinlCattalin!" 

"How  now,  Holy  Abbot?  There!  my  sword  has  cut 
away  some  of  the  bushes.  You  are  close  to  a  track  which 
you  have  somehow  missed." 

"  By  the  Cardinals  who  quarrelled  for  two  years  before 
they  could  elect  a  Pope,"  exclaimed  Halvicino,  as  he  gained 
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the  high  ground)  ^'tfaia  is  beites.  Now  let  ns  eupbiaxe  or 
destaroy  some  heiretuMS  or  kidnap  aooaLe  for  xsrf  insidtufciaA  ol 
Pign$grQl^  whieh  haj)  gol  sdtine  Tacaait  bedB."  :       :  ; 

''Hm  Holy  Fftiihw/'  replied  Cattalin,.  "look!  do  jaa  9» 
•that  ledge  in  the  steep  side  of  that  hill  yonder?  I.havAt 
bea^  them  speak  of  the  cayem  of  GasteUnzzo^  where  the 
heoretios  used  to  camp  in  old  times.  Ill  bet  you  a  iagom  .of 
Oryieto  there  are  soine  in  there  on  their  tnairow^boiies*  sffA 
your  girl  among  them." 

"  Do  not  speak  so^  pro&nely  to  your  hdly  Father/'  replied 
Halvicino,  "  or  I  may  keep  the  key  of  pnrgat(»7  when  .ywa 
get  in,,    ril  go  with  yon  to  the  place." 

Following  the  gorges  formed  by  the  gpnrs  of  the  VamdaWn, 
they  soon  reached  the  place  indicated^ 

*'  This  is  the  spot^  Abbot,"  said  Cattalin,  *^  bnt  how  axe  mm 
to  get  down  ?     There  must  be  a^  Way  8(Hnewhere.^ 

^  There!"  exclaimed  Lemnai,  coming  up,  ^^kmkon  that 
ledge,  that's  a  good  shot  I  made ;  I  onght  to  get  promotion  for 
ib  in  the  profession,  I  killed  the  young^  fellow  as  dead  as 
mutton." 

^'This  place  looks  steep,  Father,"  interposed  the  other; 
^^have  you  a  mind  to  grasp  these  rocks,  and  go  downi  baol^ 
wards?" 

^^  I  have  heard,"  rejoined  Lemna,  '*  that  there  is  a  ^wivf 
from  the  top,  through  a  hole  or  a.  tunnel  of  some  sort." 

*'  By  Pope  Nicholas  III.,  who  declared  the  eggs  which  ti» 
Franciscans  ate  were  not  their  property,  that  plan  will  do<;  my 
sons,  I'm  not  very  fat^  though  I  am  not  so  slim  as  I  was  at 
Qighteen,  but  I  can  take  oE  my  cloak  if  necessary.  One  of 
you  can  go  down  first,  and  if  you  stand  at  the  bottom  I  can 
rest  my  foot  on  your  head  and  get  down  jso ;"  for  the  Abbot 
was  afraid  of  his  soldiers  descei^ding  first  and  finding  Ardoine. 
He  was  therefore  determined  to  make  the  efibrt  himself  at  aU 
hazards. 

"Well,  tuck  up  your  raiment,  Holy  Father;  my  sword 
ocmld  lighten  your  skirts,  and  you  would  carry  leas  w^ht." 
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^By  Pope  John  X'XiL,  who  inkmtained  iihat  i&e.Fraiioisoait 
httA  property,  J  cannoi  part  witii  an  mah  of  xnj  robe^  althoQ^ 
it's  fall  of  holes,"  replied  the  Abbot ;  lookmg  down  into  the 
apertnr^  'Mt'»  an  ngly  place,  and  if  .tiboree  or  £onr  c^  those 
hojheU  shotdd  be  at  the  bottom  waiting  to  receive  me,,  I'nL 
a&aid  that  my  body  might  get  a  prick;  which  wonld  be  worse 
tiiasi  a  Turin  lancet.  Now,  solLdiers  of  the  Cross,"  contmned 
he,  tightening  his  robes,  ^' taker  care.  There^  haVQ  you  got 
hold  of  my  foot  ?  place  it  somewhere  to  the  right.  Ca^'t  yoa 
find  a  notch  in  the  rock?  How  do  these  hernia  wolves  get 
down  ?  By  Pope  Alexander,  I'd  ratlin  be  in  my  confessional 
box.  Oh  1  tskB  care,  soldier,  ytm're  sqneezmg  my  foot 
There,  is  this  the  ground?  So^dders,"  shouted  Malvici^, 
"  here  is  some  one !  But,  by  all  the  deposed  Popes,  it's  not 
ihe  one  we  seek.  Strike  d  light,  that  we  may  aee  who  it  is. 
It's  some  heretic  who  has  come  here  to  pray.'* 

"One  minute,  Holy  Father,  and  my  flint  will  give  ns ja 
light.     Th«ce,  at  your  service." 

Seizing  the  light  in  his  left  hand,  the  Abbot  stooped  to 
examine  the  body  which  lay  at  his  feet.  He  thnew  back  the 
cloth  whidb  covered  the  face, .  and  looked .  at  it  without 
speaking.  It  was  the  face  of  an  old  man.  His  silveiy  hair 
lay  scattered  over  the  cold  ground,  and  his  eye  seemed  dim,  as 
if  his  strength,  had  ebbed  for  lack  of  food. 

"  By  Leo,  I  remember  my  fHend,"  exclaimed  Malvioino  ; 
^it's  the  old  pastor  of  La  Baudene,  who.  survived'  the  plague 
some  twenty  years  ago.  This  moimtain  air  has  agreed  with 
the  old  fellow,  for  he's  had  a  lon^  lease  of  Hfe.  A  pestilent 
fellow  was  this  said  Eodolphe,  and  I  remember  how  he 
silenced  the  famous  Jesuit  in  that  disputation,  at  La  Tour. 
Come,  your  sands  are  out  now*.  Here,  cozurades,  a  drop  of 
water  or  spirit,  or  we  shall  not  make  a  convert  of  him. 
Open  his  mouth.  There,  pour  a  drop  down  his  throat.  I 
wonder  at  finding  the  harbet  thus  alone  in  the  cavern.  It's 
hardly  like  those  heretics  to  desert  the  old  in  this  way.  Nay, 
here's  a  little  one  near  him.     Take  care,  Cattalin,  you'll  be 
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treading  on  the  animal.  Ah !  and  here's  the  ledge,  and  by 
Pope  Leo,  here's  the  sonl  your  bnllet*s  shriYen,  Lemna. 
Kick  the  carrion  down;  there*s  a  wolf  down  there  waiting 
for  his  rations,  I  know.  If  not  a  bird  or  two  wonld  like  a 
dainly  bit  for  their  next  meal.  May  the  same  &te  be&ll  me 
if  I  don't  send  him  off!  Not  nnlikely  there  are  some  more 
heretics  hereaboats.  I  shonld  not  wonder  if  Ardoine  has 
been  here  to  look  after  him.  We  must  look  through  the 
caYem. 

^^I  don't  see  any  others,  Holy  Father,"  said  Cattalin, 
**  although  from  the  look  of  the  fountain  and  this  sort  of  an 
OYen,  there  haYO  been  some  of  them  here.  It's  a  roomy  place, 
and  I  heard  that  scYeral  hundred  lodged  here  when  they  were 
turned  out  by  Grastaldo's  edict." 

"What  do  you  say,  Cattalin?"  asked  the  Abbot;  "will 
you  keep  guard  here,  and  see  if  you  can  catch  her  ?  K  you 
do  you  may  count  on  your  helmet  full  of  gold  pieces." 

"  Nay,  Holy  Father,  I  dare  not  stay  here  alone,  not  OYen 
if  St.  Agatha  were  under  the  same  cloak  as  myself;  I  feel 
already  as  if  my  hair  were  an  inch  longer." 

"  Well  then,  lend  a  hand.  There  tie  his  hands  together ; 
now  his  feet;  now  lift  him  up,  and  I'll  show  the  way,  I 
think  I  saw  the  signs  of  a  house,  not  far  off  to  the  right. 
We'll  go  there  and  consider  how  we  can  find  the  girl.  Old 
fellow,  I  should  not  wonder  if  you  know  something  about  her 
whereabouts.  We  must  giYC  him  a  drop  to  recruit  him,  and 
then  he  must  find  his  tongue.  There  take  care — don't  hit  his 
head  against  the  rock.  •  Be  careful  till  our  work  is  done. 
Now,  Gaspardo,  are  you  at  the  top  ?  Haul  up  slowly — ^we'll 
go  to  that  building  which  I  see  lower  down  on  the  right. 
The  sun  is  sinking.  Ah,  soldiers !  bring  our  other  prisoner 
this  way." 


•* 
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CHAPTER  Xm. 

IN1M7LGENTU    PLENABIA. 

The  party  of  soldiers,  under  the  guidance  of  Malvicino,  soon 
reached  the  farm  of  Ohabriol,  where  they  determined  to  spend 
•flie  night. 

*'  Bring  onr  prisoners  this  way,  Cattalin ;  here  is  an  ont^ 
house,  with  some  hay  good  enough  for  heretics  and  apostates* 
We  will  put  yon  on  dniy  over  them ;  but  do  not  snore.  Wait; 
by  all  the  Gnelfic  Popes,  we'll  make  your  duty  light.  Xheir 
hands  and  feet  are  tied.  This,  I  think,  will  stop  them  from 
flying,  if  we  tack  the  old  one  on  to  the  young  one.  There ! 
back  to  back,  you  stupid  varlet." 

Malvicino  paused  as  he  looked  at  Rodolphe  and  Echard, 
and  a  glare  of  malice  crossed  his  features.  "Strange," 
muttered  he,  "twenty-two  years  ago!  How  fate  seems  to- 
have  linked  my  lot  to  his !  though  we  have  been  rather  at 
cross  purposes." 

"  Ha,  ha !  master  officer,'*  continued  he  aloud,  "  you  are  a 
renegade.  Our  Church  has  discovered  your  flirtations  with  a 
daughter  of  Satan.  Why  did  you  not  keep  your  appointment  oil 
the  grave  ?  That  was  not  polite  of  you !  By  Pope  Alexander 
VI.,  he  would  not  have  been  so  ungallant.  He  always  put 
the  ladies  before  the  Church.  But  when  did  you  make  love  ? 
Was  it  when  you  delivered  Gastaldo's  edict  that  you  caught 
sight  of  the  blue  eyes  ?  Ah !  those  were  fine  scenes  in  the 
dungeon ;  to  see  you  and  Pianesse  struggling  together  was 
bliss  to  the  poor  Franciscan.  My  friend,  if  he  gets  hold  of 
you,  the  rack  will  be  too  good  for  you,  foi^  he's  still  rubbing 
his  forehead  from  the  blow  you  gave  him." 

"  Malvicino,"  replied  Echard,  "  I  have  known  you  long. 
I  saw  you  at  the  Marchioness'  bedside,  when  her  agonies  con- 
vulsed her,  and  Kttle  did  I  think  you  were  such  a  hypocrite; 
but  I  ask  no  favours ;  if  I  must  die,  I  thank  Qod  that  I  can- 
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cast  myself  upon  his  Son,  whose  blood  cleanseth  from  all 
fiin." 

"  So  you  have  learned  to  prate  since  you  have  kept  gay 
company ;  your  time  has  been  usefiilly  employed  among  the 
Apostolidals,  as  my  friend  the  Dominican'  calls  them.  Sleep 
WQ^f  late  godsois  of  Piaoesse,  for  you  know  not  what  ikm 
morrow  will  bring  forth." 

The  voices  of  the  soldiers  in  the  adjoining  buildixig 
drowned  Malvicino's  voice,  as  they  were  joined  by  a  few 
more  who  had  been  roaming  over  the  mountains  in  searcfa^of 
Ttictims. 

'*  Well,  Stephano,"  said  a  dark  man  with  blade  hair  and 
beard,  on  which  the  staina  of  blood  could  be  seen,  '^  I  think  1 
have  earned  the  Indulgentia  FlenaricL,  which  our  priest  told  uft 
of  last  Palm  Sunday.  I  felt  I  wanted  it,  and  I  have  done  mjr 
beat  to  earn  it." 

'     "How  many  dop?  you  reckon  ?"  inquired  Berru,  who  had 
i;ejoined  the  others ;  "not  up  to  me,  Til  bet." 

"  Don't  be  too  sure,  although  you  ought  to  labour  for  the 
Indulgentia^  for  the  Church  opened  your  prison  doors  to  do 
her  work,  and  I  think  you  find  these  green  swards  better  than 
your  stone  walls  and  rusty  irons.  Ton  may  have  a  good  roll^ 
but  others  can  work  as  well,  for  the  sun  was  not  made  ta 
shine  on  you  alone." 

"  Ko,  you  may  go  halvea!  but  let's  hear  your  sum,  and  see 
if  you've  cleared  your  scores,  and  have  earned  your  InduU 
^ntia  FUnariay  as  you  call  it." 

"  My  roll  torday  is  sixteen.  I  shot  three  women  in  a  wood 
on  the  next  ridge,  flung  two  girls  off  the  rocks,  chopped  off 
the  arms  of  two  old  men,  and  burnt  a  few  in  a  farm." 

"  A  good  day's  work,  I  reckon." 

"Yes,  that  it  is.  My  arm  aches  in  the  service  of  the* 
Qhurch ;  and  I've  not  got  an'  empty  purse.  JE  uji  mat  gvuoco 
dorse  nesstmo  guadeyna,  I  shall  be  able  to  settle  my  tavenr 
scores,  and  ta  clear  off  your  claims.  And  have  you  heard^ 
ooimrade,, what  Paxu^er  did?    He  found  one5ar5«^i;  ap  Wl 
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filled  I11&  mon&  witb  powder,  and  when  he  puiu  hh  mateh  to-: 
it,  oh !  you  should  hava  seen  the  blow  up ;  and,"  ccxatmiied  he^ 
droppmg  his Toice,  "  111  tell  70121  what  Morosa^did  to  a  gni  in 
the  hamlet  of  Gopiet.'* 

"  Good !  the  saints  shall  have  them  in  dominion  k  written,? 
soi^ewhere.     But  we've  a  couple  here  which  the  Abbot  has 
caught;  we  must  stir  him  up  to  do  something  with  theniy 
especially  as  to-morrow's  Easter  Sunday." 

"  Easter,  is  it  ?  That  would  be  a-  good  time  to  do  God 
service  by  the  slaughter  of  a  heretic.     Who  are  they  ?  " 

"  There  is  an  old  fellow,  one  of  your  preachers  of  the 
religion,  and  a  yotmg  man;  he  has  on  an  officer'a  uniform^ 
and  I  think  I've  seen  his  ^e  at  Turin,  but  there'gf  some 
quarrel  between  him  and  Pianesse  about  a  girf,  whom  the 
Abbot  wants  to  find." 

"Does  he  want  her  for  the  Marqicis  or  himself  ?"  asked 
the  soldier. 

"Ah,"  replied  the  other,  placing  his  finger  on  his  nose,. 
"  you  must  not  ask  confession  from  those  io  whom  we  confess. 
I  think  a  slip  on  their  part  will  incline  them  tO' leave  the  door^ 
ajar  for  us,  eh  ?  "  * 

"  You're  right,  comrade.  We  must  get  him  to  send  the* 
harhet  off  the  crag  to-morrow.  There's  a  fine  place  above  hero* 
— as  splendid  a  leap  as  eiver  you  saw."  1 

"  Are  our  soldiers  in  all  the  valleys  ?** 

"  Yes,  last  night  they  were  in  every  commune  except  Rora^** 
French,  Irish,  and  several  thousand  Piedmontese.  Tbese^ 
'barbets  believe  all  you  say,  and  they  hafve  received  the  regi- 
ments in  every  hamlet  in  Lucema  and  Angrogna.  Why, 
didn't  you  see  the  smoke  to-day  ?  Those-  clouds  showed  we 
had  been  doing  our  work  well.  I  wcaidep  what  the  roll  of 
slain  heretics  will  be  to-night." 

"I  should'  eay  l^ere'll  be  four  A^usand  killed ;^  what's 
going  to  be  done  with  Bora?*' 

"  I  don't  know.  There  were  no  sddiers  there  last  nigh*. 
Bixt  now,  comrade,  I'm  tired.    Poll  g^  year  roBKej,  and  naif 
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a  Tater  and  Ave  on  my  account :  after  my  work,  1  may  bOv 
excused  saying  my  prayers.  And,  by  the  Popes,  I've  made  a 
good  many  say  their  prayers  to-day  for  the  last  time.  Beally. 
it  makes  me  shudder  to  think  of  it.  But  there,  that's  enoughs 
Good-night" 


CHAPTER  XIV- 

THE   CHALET. 

EcHABD  lay  bound  back  to  back  with  Eodolphe,  and  his  raveu 
hair  contrasted  with  the  silver  locks  of  the  old  man.  It  was 
a  solemn  union,  for  it  was  the  last  night  that  they  might  pass 
on  earth,  and  a  dread  fellowship  is  the  fellowship  of  dealji ! 
They  lay  motionless,  absorbed  with  the  forebodings  of  the 
future.  Easter  Saturday  was  on  the  wane,  and  its  tragedies 
had  been  added  to  the  catalogue  of  crimes  which  have  been 
accumulating  for  six  thousand  years,  until  the  knell  of  man's 
history  sounds  once  and  for  ever.  Eodolphe  looked  through  a 
rent  in  the  wooden  side  of  the  chdlet,  and  sighed  as  he  beheld 
the  sullen  heavens,  but  the  leaden  clouds  broke,  and  a  few 
stars  shone  forth  in  the  portion  of  the  firmament  visible  to  the 
prisoner. 

"  O  God ! "  said  Eodolphe,  "  I  thank  Thee  for  those  emblems 
of  immortality:  'they  that  be  wise  shall  shine  as  the  bright- 
ness of  the  firmament,  and  they  that  turn  many  to  righteous- 
ness as  the  stars  for  ever  and  ever.'  I  trust  that  I  have  ful- 
filled tKe  solemn  charge  allotted  to  me.  Father,  forgive  me 
where  I  have  fiuled.  O  God ;  I  thank  Thee  that  my  Saviour 
has  wrought  a  finished  salvation,  and  that  his  blood  cleanseth 
from  all  sin.'' 

**  O  my  Father  I"  whispered  Echard  softly,  "if  by  such  a 
name  I  may  address  one  whom  I  have  not  seen  before,  let  me 
hear  you  speak  of  those  truths ;  I  would  be  your  disciple,  and 
depart  in  your  faith :  for  we  may  perish  together  to-morrow/*; 
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Kodolplie  pansed,  and  bis  frame  trembled  at  tbe  sound  of 
tbat  voice,  as  if  it  awoke  conflicting  emotions. 

"  Fatber,"  continued  tbe  young  man,  "  if  I  interrupt  not 
your  meditations,  speak  words  of  trutb  to  me,  and  lead  me  to 
your  rock  of  comfort." 

Again  tbe  old  man  trembled,  and  a  tear  stood  in  bis  eye 
as  be  listened  to  tbe  request  of  bis  companion. 

"  Son,"  replied  be,  "  your  voice  sounds  fJEimiliar  to  my  ear. 
It  reminded  me  of  my  daugbter,  and  I  felt  overcome  to  bave 
bome  recalled,  wben  I  was  banisbing  all  tbougbts  of  eartb." 

''  Alas !  my  father,  tbat  word  bome  is  one  to  stir  our 
sorrows,  tbougb  I  bave  never  known  it  in  its  sweetness." 

"  But  I  bave,  friend,  I  bave  bad  my  cbildren's  cbildren  on 
my  knees,  wbo  are  Nature's  second  gifts  to  the  old,  to  bo 
tbeir  last  remembrance  of  life.  I  bave  seen  many  sorrows  in 
my  life,  for  1  am  eigbiy-five  years  old.  I  can  look  back  to 
tbe  plague ;  but  wben  I  compare  tbat  time  witb  tbese  suffer- 
ings, I  feel,  let  me  fall  into  tbe  band  of  tbe  Lord  and  not  into 
tbe  band  of  man." 

"  Tell  me,  if  it  be  not  too  painftd,  wbat  sorrows  bave 
brougbt  you  bere  P" 

"  Infandvm  renovare  juhes  dolorem.  I  lived  on  tbe  otber 
side  of  tbe  Police,  among  tbose  wbo  were  banisbed  by  Gas* 
taldo's  edict.  How  brigbtly  tbe  New  Year  began !  wben  my 
bousebold  knelt  before  me  to  receive  my  blessing ;  and  things 
went  well  witb  us  until  tbe  24tb,  wben  tbis  edict  ejected  us 
in  tbree  days.  It  was  a  bitter  comment  on  our  being  strangers 
on  earth.  Ob,  bow  I  feel  its  empbasis  to-nigbt,  alone  in  tbe 
bands  of  strangers,  bereft  of  my  daugbters,  having  seen  my 
grandchildren  cut  off  before  my  eyes.  I  feel  tbat  to-nigbt  is 
my  last  nigbt  on  earth,  and  I  can  say,  *  Come  Lord  Jesus, 
come  quickly.' " 

"  Tell  me,  father,  about  your  bome  scenes :  let  these 
memories  rather  lighten  than  increase  our  sorrows." 

"  Ah,  it  would  take  me  a  long  time ;  an  old  man's  tongue 
runs  on  wben  it  talks  of  tbe  past,  especially  wben  it  has  been 
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briglit.  My  six  dangM^s  dwelt  around  me  wedded  to  six 
brothers.  No  dispnteB  rent  us  in  twain,  and  from  tbe  cHldpen 
I  received  those  tokens  of  love  whidk  are  so  grateful  to  the 
^d.  Ah^  when  I  iikiak  of  the  flow^s  placed  .from  these 
heights  to  be  my  morning  offering,  when  I  review  the  antici- 
{>ation  of  my  wants,  and  hear  again  the  strains  which  soothed 
me  to  rest,  wh^  I  remember  a  thousand  kindnesses,  then  an 
oJLd  man'«  biasing  must  rest  on  that  daughter's  head,  and  in 
ZQj  last  prayer  I  shall  whisper  my  Ardodne's  name." 
'  "  Ardoine  i  Do  yon  know  Ardoine .?    Oh,  explain  yonrselfL** 

<<  I  do  mdeed ;  she  is  my  gaoanddau^hter,  aod  was  like  the 
child  of  my  old  age." 

"  Oh  then,  aged  father,  you  have  a  son  near  yon.  I  know 
Ardoine — I  love  Ardoine.  How  can  I  tell  yon  all  ?  I  saved 
her  from  danger,  I  escaped  from  the  convent  of  La  Tonr  last 
night,  and  was  wiidi  her  on  this  moimtaan  not  many  hours 
ago.  I  went  to  rescue  some  woman,  aaid  we  got  separated, 
and  I  have  been  taken  prisoner.  Speak  low,  for  Malvicino  is 
seeking  her.  Oh,  if  she  should  be  captured !  God  grant 
that  she  may  escape,  though  I  may  nevcir  see  her  more.** 

"  Have  faith,  young  man,  and  trust  in  Ood.  I  am  <^d, 
and  I  have  found  Him  to  be  a  faithful  God.  Let  ns  pray  to 
IJinn  to  shield  my  darling  girL  She  was  my  delight.  She 
ministered  to  me  with  the  tenderness  of  a  daughter,  and  eould 
I  but  give  her  my  dying  blessing,  I  should  die  happier." 

"  Alas,  Father  Rodolphe,  it  is  impossible." 

"  Say  not  so,  for  with  God  all  things  are  possible.  Look 
HOW,  my  son,  I  am  an  old  man,  and  speak  «fl  on  the  verge  of 
eternity.  I  was  Moderator  of  these  Churches,  and  during 
my  last  night  on  earth  I  will  remember  my  office  and  preach 
the  gospel.  May  the  Lord  give  me  some  fruit  for  my  last 
effort  in  his  cause !  Let  my  words  sink  into  yonr  earn, 
*  Other  foundation  can  no  man  lay  than  tiiat  is  laid,  which  is 
Jesus  Christ.'  Salvation  is  a  free  gift,  and  a  finished  work. 
We  must  accept  it,  free  and  perfect  as  ihe  sunshine ;  we  must 
receive  the  benefit,  and  give  God  the  gkwy.    *  The  wages  of 
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sin  as  deaiih ;  hat  the  gift  of  God  is  'eternal  life,  ihrbngii  testis 
Ciuifffc our  Lord.'" 

"  It  is  glorious,  Moderator,  to  "hear  you  speak  thtis,  and  H^ 
4i£firerent  io  the  advice  the  priest  gave  me  at  Rome,  when  I 
wesit  to .  confess,  to  ease,  if  possible,  a  burdened  ccmscienois. 
Are  there  no  merits,  no  alms,  no  good  works,  which  we  most 
Jbring  to  God  to  earn  heaven  ?" 

"Ifone;  this  would  be  to  insult  Him,  God  is  the  Sayi<ym% 
man  is  the  sinner ;  the  one  character  is  our  shame,  the  o^er 
God's  glory.  If  we  could  save  ourselves,  why  should  Ohrist 
haV'C  laboured  in  the  furnace  for  us  ?  This  is  the  doctrine 
which  I  have  preached  for  fifby  yeaars,  4und  it  has  been  our 
father's  creed  for  centuries,  drawn  from  the  Word  of  God.** 

"  Qh,  father,  speak  on.  I  love  to  hear  your  voice,  for  I 
feel  the  yearnings  of  a  son  towards  you ;  it  beguiles  the  hours 
of  the  night.  But,  oh !  let  me  ask  your  forgiveness  if  I  have 
(taken  part  against  you.  It  was  I  who  enforced  Gusta3do*s 
edict  on  the  24th  of  January.  It  was  I  who  entered  La  Bam- 
dene,  and  spake  words  of  menace  in  the  midst  of  your  house- 
hold. And  yet  it  was  against  my  feehngs.  But  I  aaa 
changed  now.  I  have  suffered,  but  I  have  learnt  more  of 
truth,  and  have  come  out  from  that  Church  whose  bloody 
seal  I  look  upon  with  abhorrence.  Oh,  forgive  me !  Accept 
me  as  a  son  and  a  convert." 

"  Peace  be  with  you  I  The  Lord  strengthen  thy  faith,  and 
fulfil  thy  counsel."  , 

^^ Father," 'continued  Echard,  alter  a  pause,  ^'rebuke  me 
not  if  I  make  one  request ;  death  seems  l>efore  us,  but  raj 
heart  is  young,  and  throbs  with  hope ;  and  should  we  perish, 
the  thought  would  adlord  me  oonsolation.  Grant  your  consent 
to  my  union  with  Ardoine,  shocdd  it  please  Gk>d  to  open  a  way 
4if  escape.    I  love  h^,  and  have  twice  sared  her  life." 

^' Alas !  thou  must  be  young,  if  iiioqi  eanst  think  of  manyu 
ing  and  giving  in  marriage.  But  I  was  onoe  you&g  mysel& 
My  son,  I  would  meet  your  wishes,  but  there  is  an  obstade  ia 
Iheway.^ 
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r      **  Wliat  obstacle,  save  our  danger  ?"  interrapted  Echard. 

*'  Your  religion.  She  promised  her  mother  that  she  would 
4iot  wed  a  Eoman  Catholic/' 

*'  But  I  am  not  that,  father,  I  am  a  Protestant  from  convie- 
.tion.  From  the  lips  of  your  family  have  I  heard  truths  whidi 
deepened  my  former  misgivings.  I  trust  I  feel  the  force  of 
that  text  which  I  found  on  my  dungeon  walls,  *  The  blood  of 
Jesus  Christ  cleanseth  us  from  all  sin.'  Only  this  morning, 
when  I  beheld  the  smoking  valley  of  Lucema,  did  I  forswear 
that  Church  which  has  wrought  such  deeds  of  hell.  Indeed, 
father,  I  am  your  son  in  faith.  Let  your  dying  voice  accept 
•me  as  your  son  by  blood  likewise !  It  will  soothe  my  spirit  in. 
the  interval  before  my  death." 

**  Peace  be  with  you !  Should  your  life  be  spared,  wed  her 
with  my  consent,  for  it  would  be  manifest  that  such  was  the 
will  of  God." 

"  O  Lord !"  sobbed  the  pastor,  as  his  spirit  seemed  to 
succumb,  "  my  heart  is  vexed  within  me — Thou  hast  visited 
me  in  Thine  anger.  Spare  my  loved  ones,  and  her  whoso 
heart  I  have  trained  in  Thy  fear." 

A  tear  glistened  in  Echard's  eye,  as  he  felt  the  old  man 
«hake  from  the  tumult  of  his  feelings. 

"My  son,"  said  Eodolphe,  after  a  pause,  "I  know  notyonr 
name.     Tell  it  me,  that  I  may  pray  for  you  by  name." 

"It  is  Echard,  the  rejected  son  of  the  Marquis  of 
Pianesse." 

"  Echard,  I  shall  perish,  but  you  may  esceCpe,  for  God  is 
great.  I  bequeath  my  Bible  to  Ardoine.  Study  it  yourself 
J  would  address  you  in  the  language  of  Mollio  of  Bologna ;  *  if 
you  have  no  money,'  said  he  to  his  friend,  *  pluck  out  your 
right  eye  to  enable  you  to  buy  the  Word  of  Qt>d,  and  read  it 
with  your  left.'  My  son,  I  have  an  old  ring  which  has  escaped 
ihe  spoilers.  It  was  given  to  me  by  the  Duke's  father,  when 
Jbie  took  refuge  with  us  during  the  rebellion  of  '39.  I  wished 
it  to  be  an  heir-loom,  but  I  will  give  it  you  as  a  token  of  my 
dying  blessing.     Can  you  move?     Is  not  your  right  hand 
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more  free  ?    Do  not  be  too  quick  or  I  may  drop  it,  and  yr0- 
BhaH  not  be  able  to  pick  it  np  again.    Have  you  got  it  P" 

"Thaaik  you,*'  whispered  £chard,  with  intense  feeling, 
<^  thank  you  for  this  precious  token.  If  you  have  helped  tp 
bring  one  soul  to  your  Saviour,  your  last  night  on  earth  wiH 
.7K>t  be  barren,  but  may  bring  forth  more  fruit  than  years  of 
your  ministry," 

f*  God  grant  it  may  be  so,  my  son  ;  now  rest  yourself,  and 
gain  strength  for  suffering  or  action^  as  it  seemeth  best  to  our 
Heavenly  Father." 


CHAPTER  XV. 

THE  FATHER  OF  THE  VALLEYS. 

The  hour  which  marked  the  commencement  of  Easter  Sunday 
had  sounded  from  the  Catholic  towers  which  stood  defiant 
aanid  the  desolation  of  the  Waldensian  temples,  and  Echard, 
wearied  with  the  fatigues  of  the  past  day,  had  fallen  asleep* 
B/odolphe  lay  motionless  by  his  side,  engrossed  with  visions  of 
the  past,  with  prayer  for  his  friends,  and  with  preparation  for 
eternity,  Malvicino's  band  were  scattered  in  the  farm,  save 
Cattalin,  who  guarded  the  captives.  He  lay  stretched  upon 
some  straw,  in  a  heavy  slumber,  with  his  hand  grasping  his 
loaded  musket. 

It  was  past  midnight  when  a  female  came  out  of  the  loft, 
which  formed  the  upper  part  of  the  outbuilding,  and  was  filled 
with  the  hay  of  the  preceding  year.  She  stood  at  the  top  of 
the  stairs,  as  if  irresolute  what  course  to  pursue,  and  paused, 
with  fixed  eyes,  half-opened  lips,  and  bent  head,  as  she  listened 
to  detect  the  tokens  of  danger. 

It  was  Ardoine.  Malvicino's  soldiers  had  driven  her  from 
the  place  where  Echard  had  lefb  her,  and  she  had  wandered 
about,  until  she  had  hidden  herself  in  this  mountain  cMlet 

She  descended  the  creaking  ladder,  but  started  back  when 
.  she  saw  two  figures  blocking  up  her  path  beneath.    She  he8i-> 
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%Med  whetlier  to  proeeed  and  eseajpe  to  Ebi«,  of  t6  «wBit  ito 
light,  and  the  dieappearanoe  of  ihem  xixaraxiderB.  A  break  in 
Ab  clouds  cast  a  gleam  of  moonlight  on  ike  ^flgnres.  On  recog- 
uSasg  her  grandfia.1^er,  Ardoine  trembled  like  an  aepai,  but 
•with  the  self-conla^  of  woman  in  seasons  of  danger,  she  did 
sot  betaray  herself  by  any  unguarded  movement.  H^  joy  at 
seeing  the  friend  of  her  youth  was  turned  into  hoiror  <m 
«eaJiaing  that  he  was  the  Abbot's  captive.  Her  eyes  were  so 
riveted  to  that  countenance,  that  for  sonte  time  she  saw  nothing 
else.  At  length  an  officer's  uniform  glistening  in  the  miNuir 
light  caught  her  eye.  She  beheld  a  young  man  asleep,  tied 
back  to  back  with  her  grandfather.  She  dared  not  ask  herself 
who  it  was :  her  heart  interpreted  her  doubts,  as  sensations 
different  in  quality  to  those  with  which  she  regarded  the  old 
man  swelled  within  her  breast.  Shall  we  blame  her  because 
the  infitincts  of  our  common  nature  asserted  their  power  ?  She 
loved  her  grandfid^er  with  a  depth  that  woold  have  enabled 
,her  to  minister  to  him  for  a  lifetin^,  but  Echard  toudsed  those 
•Gthords  which  lay  .entwined  with  her  being,  and  had  evoked 
tiiat  master  passion  which,  when  pure  and  true,  endues  woman 
'^th  a  second  nature. 

Ardoine  had  received  S«ynald's  homage  with  ihe  oom- 
plaoency  of  routine,  for  she  reoeived  instead  of  i^qniting ;  bat 
now  her  heart  had  been  explcn^d,  and  expanded  its  energies 
in  a  virgin  passion.  She  yearned  over  the  sleeper,  and  sooi^ht 
jumd  the  inventions  of  love,  a  method  for  his  rdease. 

*'  GTand&,1iier,"  said  Ardoine,  bending  over  Bodolphe,  and 
whispering  in  his  ear,  "  grandfiither,  it  is  Ardoine.'' 

^  Ah !  God  is  great !  I  did  indeed  pray  that  I  might  bless 
mj  ^uld  before  I  die«'' 

"  Oh,  talk  not  of  dying,  grandfather.  I  will  bring  help. 
I  have  been  obliged  to  flee  £pom  the  soldiers,  and  I  took  xe^ge 
in  the  bam ;  litUe  did  I  tiunk  that  yon  weie  so  near." 

^  Child,"  whispered  Bodolphe,  ^my  end  »  approadiing; 

to-morrow  may  see  me  enrdled  among  the  eompaarf  of  mar- 

^7n.  Bntlamatead&stinthe&ith;  Chzist  is  a  vergrpleaMMt 
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porfcidn,  and  my  severance  from  TfiTn  is  short.    Mj  cAiiUiy 
what  are  you  going  to  do  P"  • 

**  Oh  grandfother !  I  wifl  do  what  you  tlmik  best,  t  be- 
lieve ftiat  there  ace  no  soldiers  at  Rora,  and  part  of  our  famdy 
took  refuge  there  under  Uncle  Janavel's  .escort.  I  irili  bnmg 
triin  to  your  rescue.** 

"My  child,  you  cannot  expose  yourself  amid  bqo^ 
dangers.** 

•**  Oannot  expose  -  myseH,  grand&l^ier  ?  Am  I  to  thmk  of 
myself  when  your  life  trembles  in  the  balanoe?  and,**  oon- 
innued  she  hesitatingly,  while  a  bhtsh  Bufiused  her  face, 
**  moreover,  you  are  not  alone." 

"True,  for  his  sake  you  are  bound  to  do  what  yot 
can." 

At  this  moment  Oattalin  uttered  a  groan,  and  turning 
round  on  his  sid«,  ground  his  teeth,  and  with  clenched  fist 
struck  the  straw.  "  Kill  them.  Down  with  them.  Kill  that 
old  man  hiding  behind  that  tree.  Save  that  girl — ^there  that 
one  with  tiie  golden  hair.  Don't  tell  that  Abbot  of  Pignercd 
where  she  is.  Oh,  spare  the  littte  one.  She  is  burning.  Yoa 
have  thrown  her  in  ihe  fire.  Wretch  1  I  am  a  father.  I  havD 
children.  I  hear  her  Bcream.  What  does  she  say?  'Ardy/ 
What's  that  f  She  fefls  back.  Oh,  let  me  take  her  home  to 
my  wife.     I  lost  a  girl  like  her.     I  did  it  at  La  Baud^Sne." 

Having  Tittered  these  words  CattaHiL  relapsed  into  his 
former  lethargy. 

•'Ohild,"  continiied  Rodolphe,  after  a  Botenn  pause,  "he 
who  is  near  rae  is  no  sta»anger.  He  has  told  me  that  he  loves 
you,  and  has  inquired  concerning  our  fidtk.  Do  yoa  know 
him?^ 

"I do,  indeed,  grandfa^^,  for  iiwice  has  he  rescued  foe 
from  Tuin  or  death.*'  And  she  proceeded  to  narrate  their 
meeting  at  La  Baud^ne,  and  their  escape  from  the  aoirrexA. 

"  Do  yon  love  inm,  cbSkdi  P*  asked  the  old  man. 

^  The  night  must  hide  my  bindbes,  i^l^s^,"  replied  tfao 
girl;  ^h&  has  sdamm-d&roimm  %o  Bie,  and  I  leei  thai;  ^  I 
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^giye  my  heart  to  another's   keeping  it  mnst   be  to  him 

alone." 

.      **  Well,  I  tmst  Qod  will  grant  yon  this  hope  in  the  midst 

^the  donds  that  hang  oyer  ns.    But  now  yon  mnst  do  what 

jou  can  for  his  safety." 

"  Oh !  what  can  I  do  to  save  yon  both  ?"  exclaimed  Art 
doii^e  in  a  tone  of  angnish,  as  she  convnlsively  clasped  her 
hands.  ''  Grandfather,  despair  has  made  me  capable  of  any 
effort.  How  can  I  set  yon.  both  free?  What  can  I  do? 
Where  can  I  go?" 

'^  Yon  can  do  ns  no  good  here,  my  child,  snrronnded  as 
we  are  by  the  Abbot  and  his  soldiers.  Moreover,  I  am  so 
weak,  that  if  we  were  free,  I  shonld  be  a  bnrden  to  my 
friends ;  and  yon  see  we  both  have  manacles  on  onr  hands,  so 
that  yon  cannot  release  ns." 

*'  Oh !  what  can  I  do  ?  Let  me  wake  him,  that  we  may 
consnlt  together." 

"  No,  dear  child,  listen  to  yonr  grandfather's  advice.  Time 
is  precious,  and  mnst  not  be  lost.  Let  him  sleep,  I  will  bid 
him  be  of  good  cheer  when  he  awakes.  Hasten  to  Bora^ 
fWhere  you  will  find  Janavel.  Our  only  hope  of  escape  rests 
^n  his  brave  band.  Take  those  steep  paths,  which  lie  off  the 
^beaten  track,  down  which  none  can  venture  but  the  niomi- 
taineer." 

"  Grandfather,  my  head  will  be  steady  and  my  feet  sure. 
I  will  take  the  path  through  the  chestnut  wood,  and  skirting 
Villar,  cross  the  river  near  the  oak  bridge ;  I  shall  be  far  up 
the  other  side  before  the  light  breaks." 

"  Come  near,  my  Ardoine,"  whispered  Rodolphe,  "  it  is 
the  last  time  I  shall  see  you  on  earth.  Will  you  promise  to 
try  to  meet  me  on  the  right  hand  of  God  in  the  great  day  ?" 

"  I  will,"  replied  she  in  a  solemn  voice,  "  I  will,  the  Lord 
helping  me." 

"  Then  seek  first  your  Saviour,  cherish  your  Bible,  and 
^e  creed  of  your  ancestors ;  never  desert  your  fathers'  faith. 
JThe  things  eternal  will  make  up  for  the  thkgs  temporal."  .u- 


^  Fear  not,  grandfather;  the  passages  I  hare  read  to  yotl 
moniing  and  evening  are  stamped  npon  my  memory.'^ 

*^  Stay,  let  me  send  a  message  to  my  dear  ones.  Bnt  I 
may  have  met  them  first  on  the  other  side  of  Jordan.  Giye 
the  remnant  my  blessing,  and  say  that  in  the  honr  of 
death  I  prayed  for  them  all  by  name.  Bid  Martha  hope,  for 
she  will  yet  change  her  garments  of  monming  before  she  dies. 
My  Bible,  let  that  be  yours,  Ardoine,  to  remind  yon  of  your 
grandfather.'* 

^'  I  need  no  token,  grandfather,  to  do  that ;  while  sense 
lasts,  its  fondest  memories  will  be  yours." 

"Come  near,  child.  There,  kneel  down  in  that  Kght; 
come  near.  My  hands  are  tied,  I  cannot  place  them  on  your 
head.  There,  rest  your  cheek  against  me.  Kiss  me.  The 
blessing  of  God,  who  has  loved  us,  rest  on  this  daughter  of 
Israel,  and  may  He  give  his  angels  charge  concerning  her,  that 
she  dash  not  her  foot  against  a  stone.  Bemember  to-morrow 
at  twelve  is  when  they  talked  of  doing  something  on  Castel« 
luzzo.     Hasten  to  Janavel,  and  God  be  with  thee." 

The  maiden  rose  from  her  knees,  but  her  tears  glistened 
on  the  patriarch's  cheeks.  She  paused  and  cast  a  look  of  love 
on  the  other  sleeper,  sighing  as  she  saw  his  chains,  and  then 
murmured  a  prayer  for  his  safety. 

"  Rora,  father.  Bora,  father,"  were  her  last  words. 

Stepping  over  Cattalin,  she  glided  into  the  open  air,  and 
disappeared  under  the  neighbouring  trees. 


CHAPTER  XVL 

THE   PUESUIT  BY  TORCHLIGHT. 

"  RoRA,  father." — Such  were  Ardoine's  last  words,  and  they 
fell  upon  the  passive  ear  of  the  half-awakened  soldier.  He 
heard  them  mechanically,  and  did  not  attempt  to  analyze  their 
meaning,  until  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  retreating  figure. 
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Then  &«;  idea  flasbed  vpcfB  hini  tliat  sHe  was  tlte  heretic  of 
whom  Mahricmo  was  iat  search.  Raahing  into  the  fana,.  he 
sunroke  the  Abbot,  withoid^  nraeh  eonriesy. 

"  By.  Pope  Alexander,  who  drew  l^e  oeean:  Kne  for  the 
Siings  of  Castile  and  Portugal,"  excdaiiaed  the  Frsnciacan, 
^^get  thee  hence,  Satan,,  and  let  me  have  a  nap  in  peace. 
Who  is  it?  Is  it  yon,,  CattalinP  Where  are  your  pri- 
soners ?" 

"  They  are  safe  enough,  if  your  cuffs  are  made  of  English 
steel ;  bat  I  can  tdl  you  of  the  bird  you  seek;  She  has  been 
in  our  cage,  and  we  did  not  know  it.** 

"  Speak  plainly,  man.  What  is  it  you  mean  ?  Curse  your 
metaphors!"  retorted  Mahricino  angrily,  half  rising  fflid  lean- 
ing upon  his  elbow.^ 

"  I  mean  that  she  was  hidden  in  yonder  loft ;  and  that 
she's  just  made  off  into  the  wood  hard  by." 

"By  Pope who-r Call  the  guards.      Here  Ste- 

phano,  Berru,  Sebastian,  here  soMierS)  the  girl  is  dose  to  us 
in  the  wood  :  out,  you  hirelings,  and  if  any  one  can  bring  me 
the  chicken,  he  shall  have  a  dozen  pistoles." 

Seizing  some  faggots  the  soldiers  formed  them  into 
torches,  which  were  seen  like  specks  swaying  to  and  fro  ob  the 
hill. 

"I  think,"  continued  Cattalin,  "that  she  has  made 
for  Kora.  I  heard  something  like  ^Brora,  father;  !Rora, 
father.' " 

"  In  that  case,  she  must  have  gone  to  the  right.  Here, 
soldiers,  into  this  wood ;  scour  it  well,  and  look  under  every 
tree." 

"  By  every  blessed  Pope,"  continued  the  Abbot,  "  to  think 
that  the  girl  has  been  within  a  dozen  yards  of  me,  while  I  was 
snoring  there.  Bora — ^that's  something  to  have  a  clue  to  her 
whereabouts.  I  suppose  the  family  has  gone  there,  and  that 
she  has  made  an  arrangement  to  meet  them.  But  I  must  see 
if  I  can  get  any  information  out  of  my  prisoners." 

Bodolphe  meanwhile  perceived   that  Ardoine  wad  dis- 


cmeseif.  uid  awaking  Ediard^  info^paed,  Idm  of  whai*  had 
transpired. 

'^  Mj  scm/'  wMspered  the  old  xtiaia^  ^  thank  God  and  take 
conrage,  Ardoine  has  been  here*  She  has-  escaped,  and  fled  to 
Bora.  Sha  Ynill  send  onr  friends  to  deliver  na  if  possible.  Tonr 
hopea  may  jet  be  realised  ^  lift  up  yonr  heart  that  God 
TTiB  protect  her^  and  tba^  h4r  efforta  may  save  yon  at 
least  from  death." 

"  Oh,  lath^,,  has  ahe  be$n  here  ?  "Why  did  you  not  wake 
me  P  It  would  have  been  a  comfort  to  have  spoken  to  her* 
Perhaps  I  may  not  see  her  again  befc»ra  I  die" 

'^  Sh6  wiadied  to  wake  yon,  but  time  was  precious;  This 
would  have  increased  the  risk  of  betrayal.  You  would  have 
found  it  difficult  to  hdve  rei^tvained  your  feelings.  I  have 
acted  for  your  safety." 

"But:  I  should  haaffFO  liked  to  have  seen  her.  It  would  have 
been  a  solace  at  this  trying  tim^.^ 

'^BeHevo  that  I  have  acted  for  the  best.  Listen!  the 
soldi^  is  awake.  He  is  repeatiog  her  last  words, '  Bora,  father.' 
He  has  awakened  Malvicino.  Was  I  not  right  ?  I  have  had 
mof  e  experience  of  danger  than  you,  and  one's  feelings  must 
not  overbalance  one's  judgment.  I4Bten  !  He  has  awakened 
<he  others.  They  will  ccane  hither  to  examine  us^  Strengthen 
yourself  in  God,  be  prudent.  Pretend  to  be  asleep,  and  delay 
them  as  much  as  you  can.'' 

"Come,  young"  fellow/'  shouted  Majvicino,  and  kicking 
Echard  with  his  foot ;  "  don't  be  shamming  asleep.  It  will  be 
best  for  you  to  make  a  clean  breast,  if  you  mean  tp  keep  your 
skin  without  plasters.     "Where's  that  girl  2" 

"  What  girl  ?"  asked.  Echard,  opening  his  eyes.  "  Who's 
this  speaking  to  me?    "Who  is  die  ?    Whwe  am  I .?" 

"  Come,  don't  play  the  fool ;  yom  know  that  Ardoine  has 
been  here,  and  haa  told  you  her  plana.  You  had  better  tell 
me,  for  I  have  only  to  nod  to  these  Isllows  to  send  you,  you 
know  where,"  said  the  Abbot^  smiling  grimly,  and  pointing,, 
with  his  forefinger  ta  the  gixxuad-'    '*  We  know  you've  had 
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company  here  this  eremng,  and  if  you  want  to  save  J^dfur 
bones  tell  ns  what  your  conversation  was  about  ?"  -    ' 

•*  Trouble  me  not,*'  replied  Bodolphe.  Wreak  yout  wrath' 
on  my  poor  body,  for  I  have  done  with  earth." 

"That  shuffling  will  gain  you  nothing,  you  old  sinner*^ 
You  know  that  Ardoine  has  been  here.  The  Marquis  faaff' 
sent  for  her;  for  her  sake  he  will  save  your  ^Eonily,  and 
restore  your  property.*' 

"  My  dai'ling  girl  is  not  here.  Oh  that  she  could  whisper 
comfort  into  the  ear  of  her  gr&nd&ther ! " 

"  One  or  other  of  you  had  better  disclose  your  secrets,  or 
we  will  fling  you  from  the  crag  above,  and  then  it  will  be  too 
late  to  repent." 

Echard,  acting  on  Bodolphe's  advice,  resolved  to  detain 
him  as  long  as  he  could. 

"  Malvicino,  your  statement  surprises  me.  I  have  not  been 
conversing  with  girls  this  night.  These  iron  bands  which  you 
have  ptit  on  me  are  too  shaip  for  me  to  think  of  comfort." 

"  These  subterfuges  shall  profit  you  not.  You  have  one 
chance  for  your  life.  Gattalin  heard  the  words,  *  Eora,  father, 
Kora,  father,'  and  then  he  saw  a  girl  disappear  among  the 
trees.  She  has  been  here.  So  tell  me  all  you  know,  for  it 
will  not  only  save  time,  but  it  may  save  Pianesse  from  being 
childless  in  a  few  hours,"  added  he,  smiling  at  his  sarcasm. 

"  Nay,  did  you  not  see  that  I  was  only  just  awake  when 
you  came  to  me  ?    What  was  meant  by,  *  Rora,  father  ?'  "^ 

'*  You  know  better  than  I ;  I  suppose  she  has  made  an 
assignation  with  you  there.  But  you  will  never  keep  it.  ITl 
keep  your  appointment  for  you !" 

"  Well,  Sebastian,"  said  Malvicino,  addressing  the  breath- 
less  soldier,  who  threw  himself  on  the  straw,  "  you  have  comei" 
back  alone.  How's  that  ?  You  may  never  have  as  good  a 
chance  again  of  getting  a  commission  so  easily." 

"  It's  all  very  weU,  Holy  Father,  but  promotion  is  too  dear 
when  it's  bought  with  a  broken  neck  or  a  twisted  rib.  Wo 
scattered  ourselves  in  the  wood,  and  I  raced  over  the  tx>ck8  i^ 
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if  a  Spamsh  bull  were  behind  xne^  Look,  bere  is  a  faunp  on 
ihia  sbin,  and  it's  already  black.  Oh!  how  it  smarts  when  Ji 
touch  it  Would  that  your  holy  water  would,  heal  a  bruised 
limb  as  it  will  an  aching  conscience,  and  scare  the  deviL  And 
I  sprained  my  foot  when  I  knocked  against  a  fir  tree,  and  the 
droppings  of  the  pine  torch  have  burned  my  hands.  I  heard 
the  others  in  the  distance,  swearing  at  you  and  the  girL 
Look,  here's  Gasparda  limping  like  a  converted  heretic.'' 

"Holy  Abbot,"  groaiied  the  latter,  "my  bones  are  ready 
to  make  jelly.  We  scoured  the  wood,  and  not  a  trace  of  the 
witch  could  we  see.  We  had  better  finish  our  night's  rest^ 
if  these  black  places  will  let  us  sleep.  I  have  no  glass  to  look 
into,  but  I  fear  that  my  beauty's  spoiled,  and  that  I  shall  not 
be  able  to  show  myself  to  Giovannina  for  a  week,  and  then  the 
tavern-keeper  will  gain  his  suit." 

Several  soldiers  staggered  in,  exhausted  with  their  efiforis. 
Two,  however,  were  not  daunted. 

"  Courage,  comrade,"  said  Cattalin  to  his  companion,  '^  it 
will  be  a  grand  thing  if  we  can  secure  this  prize.  Shall  we 
take  her  back  to  the  holy  Father,  or  straight  to  Pianesse  ?  " 

"  Let  us  catch  her  first ;  I  don't  see  her." 

"  We're  on  her  track.  Here,  hold  up  your  torch.  Here 
are  some  twigs  which  have  been  just  snapped  off.  Stop.  I 
hear  a  crackling  of  brushwood." 

.  "  You're  dreaming  of  the  day's  work,  and  heretic  wine  has 
given  you  second  sight." 

"  The  Virgin  rot  your  tongue,"  retorted  Cattalin,  angrily ; 
"if  this  heretic  has  not  seen  us,  she  wiU  hear  us  aud  escape. 
Why  should  we  not  run  as  fast  as  she  P  Silence !  Look, 
there's  the  chicken,  resting  on  that  stone.  Softly.  You  go 
down  the  hill  and  cut  her  off.  I'll  give  you  three  minutes, 
and  then  I'll  advance  on  this  side.  We'll  get  her ;  only  we 
have  not  settled  about  division  of  profits." 

He  turned  round,  and  found  that  his  companion  had  gone. 

"  I  must  keep  my  eye  open,  or  my  firiend,  will  leave  me  in 
the  lurch." 

0  0 


J 
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'    Sa^nyihg^  Vf^  Mid  Jj*qtf6lftiiittli&  faMtdi^  lie  fl{i(i»oiMliBd' 


ABBonm  pamsed  ia  recpait  lier  streBgtk,  and  bent  her  bead 
against  tlie  coM'rock,  aa  she  lifted  up  hei^  hetni  to  Gk>d  inr 
the  safety  of  those  deairer  to  her  thaoi  We,  Her  meditatko* 
were  abraptl j  mterrttpted  by  the  shoutB  of  the  soldsersi  m 
they  issued  from  the' chdlet^  and  the  diua^Bg  of  thehr  teiiohcs 
inspired  her  with  forebodings  of  the  fkihure  of  her  e&fntisti     .  - 

^^Chrraggia!'^  muttered  C]i,ttaliB,  whow£u»  detenmaied  i» 
atone  by  his  promptitude  for  hi»  past  negUgenoe,  *'  dba  doek^ 
not  see  me,  and  111  secure  the  prizov  Onree  thi6  brushwood, 
what  a  crackling  it  makes!  I  am  near  enough  to  make  a' 
rush.  You  sulky  cloud,  why  can't  you  break  and  give  xaosa 
light,  at  a  critical  moment  in  a  man'&  lifoP  " 

Cafctalin  crept  from  among  the  laches,  and  rushed^  to- 
wards his '  prize.  Ardoine,  bending  low,  darted  into  the 
thicket,  followed  by  the  mercenary.  He  gained  on  her,  aa  Ida 
strength  enabled  him  more  easily  to  OTercome  the  resistance 
offered  by  the  copse. 

Ardoine  heard  the  noise  of  a  mouBttain  torrent  dashing 
against  its  stones,  and  remembering  the  massive  fragments  on 
the  other  side,  trusted  that  she  might  elude  her  pursaer 
among  tbose  intricacies  which  were  Amildar  to  her  front 
childhood.  She  darted  a(»*oss  a  bridge,  composed  of  two 
pine  trunks,  thrown  across  the  chasm,  and  which,  though 
bending  beneath  her  weight,  were  secure  to  her  airy  treed, 
OattaHn  followed,  setting  his  foot  upon  the  bridge  as  Ardoine 
was  stepping  off.  He  nished  along ;  b^t,.  missing  his  footing 
in  the  ^eacherous  moonlight,  fell  with  all  his  weight  acsc^ 


.     SiJIUBL  VACfJA*  .  .     .  387^ 

iikif^fbh&a,  snippbg.one  of  them  iu  twain.  .Down  lie  daslied 
into  ^  tonBii;^,  sfarydng  hia  head  against  a  stone,  and 
breakup  his  Umbs*  He  l&y  on  the  ledge  of  a  rook  in  the  bed 
<tf  the  channel,  which  intercepted  the  stream*  The  water, 
stashed,  over  it  in  fi^al  splashes,  when  it  surged  over  the 
W*oiimded  man,  and  filled  his  month  and  nostrils.  Bis  spasms 
indicated  that  life  lingered,  and  rebelled  against  this  desultory 
drowning, 

'*  Ah,  lit^e  ohild,*'  mnrmnred  he,  in  the  last  gleam  of  con- 
ficionsness  which  often  precedes  death,  "  why  did  I  kill  yon,, 
why  did  I  cast  yon  into  the  fire  at'  La  BandeneP  I  am 
pwdshed.     Thon  art  avenged.    Eternity  is  before  ma    May 

that  conple  in  the  ehdiei " 

•  Again  came  the  sj^aidbL  of  the  tidal  wffve,  sweeping  him  ofit 
tiie  ledge  on  tO'  a  stone,  below.  His  struggling  rattle  is 
heard! 

The  morning  san  shines  upon  carrion  for  the  beasts  of  the 
field  or  l^e  fowls  of  the  air. 

Ardoine  parsoed  her  path  so  as  to  reach  Bora  b^ore  day« 
light.  The  darkness  did  not  impede  her,  for  the  chasm,  the 
gorge,  and  all  ^HQ  landmarks  of  this  landscape  were  familiar  to 
one  who  had  often  pastured  her  flock  on  these  slopes.  She 
descended  the  Yandalin,  and  crossing  the  Felice,  began  to 
dimb  the  steeps  of  Bronard.  She  was,  however,  driv^ 
behind  a  rock  by  the  sound  of  voices,  which  grew  more  and 
more  distinct. 

"  Qnoffe^^  said  one  to  the  other,  "these  cursed  Qazares 
liave  given  Chtistoph^  a  lesson.  I  got  a  ball  from  that  long 
cnlverin  in  my  leg,  and  it  was  as  much  as  I  could  do  to  creep 
out  of  the  hoUow  tree,  where  I  sheltered  all  night." 

"  Who  was  that  fellow  that  led  them  on  P"  inquired  his 
companion. 

"  They  call  him  Captain  of  the  vineyards  of  Lucerna.  He 
peppered  us  well,  and  he  showed  his  generalship  in  pitching 
rUpon  those  stones  in  tha^  narrow  gorge." 

*'  Ah !"  growled  the  oth^i  who  was  a  IVenchmajiy ''  I  wish 
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I  could  get  a  rosary  of  these  Hngaenots*  ears  like  oiii*  fore* 
j&thers.    I  conld  say  ray  Faters  better  -with  sncli  b^ads.**   •  '^ 

"Look!  look!"  intermpted  the  first  speaker,  "hiere  «fcW 
some  more  of  our  fellows,  Pianesse  must  have  heard'  of 
yesterday's  mishap,  and  he  has  sent  another  battalion.  Oh ! 
look  at  them  in  that  lower  bend.  There  must  be  six  hundred; 
They'll  do  the  work,  brother  !'* 

The  sun  was  tinting  the  east  with  its  hues,  and  the  she^fd' 
of  the  dew  sparkled  in  the  Ught  as  did  the  polished  morions 
of  the  troops. 

Ardoine  crouched  beneath  the  stones  in  silence,  as  ttior 
heard  the  oaths  of  the  soldiers  on  their  march  to  Rora.  Tl«^ 
ascended  the  track,  passing  the  stone  where  she  was  hidd^^ 
and  their  line  was  visible  on  the  mountain  side,  intercepting 
her  onward  path.  Well  might  she  experience  anguish  whcnb^ 
she  felt  the  fruitlessness  of  her  mission,  and  the  fate  ieod 
pending  over  Eodolphe  and  Echard,  as  well  as  over  the 
remnant  at  Rora.  To  proceed  to  Eora  was  impossible;  Iteif 
life  and  honour  would  be  in  danger,  and  all  hope  of  being 
useful  would  perish.  In  the  tumult  of  her  mind  she  grasped 
at  any  shadow  of  hope.  Villar  was  the  only  place  which  she 
could  reach.  There  was  an  old  Roman  Catholic  there, 
Samuel  Vacca  by  name,  who  had  been  archdeacon  of  Saluces ; 
she  had  heard  of  his  honourable  feeling,  and  would  throw  her« 
self  on  his  mercy  as  a  last  resource. 

Having  obtained  access  to  his  presence  she  threw  herself  at 
his  feet: — 

*'  Sir,"  she  exclaimed  in  a  voice  of  agony,  "  I  cast  myself 
upon  your  protection.  I  am  a  poor  Vaudois  girl.  I  belong 
to  the  religion.  My  life  is  in  danger ;  but  I  have  heard  ^asb 
you  do  not  approve  of  these  massacres ;  I  ask  you  for  the  lov«f 
of  God,  and  for  the  credit  of  your  religion,  not  to  say  of 
human  nature,  to  extend  protection  to  a  helpless  girl.  Oh ! 
save  me  from  your  soldiers." 

Vacca  looked  upon  Ardoine  with  a  smile  of  benevolence, 
and  wiped  away  a  tear,  which  had  been  excited  by  this  appeal. 
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V.  VFear  not,  my  daughter/*  said  he,  "  your  confidence  shall 
not  be  misplaced. ;  You  tdiall  not  say,  witl^sad  satire,  that  our 
religion  has  extinguished  bur  humanity.  Let  it  be  known 
that  there  is  one  who  would  check  these  deeds  of  blood.  Con« 
Tort  you  I  would,  but  by  other  weapons  than  the  sword  and 
th^rack.  If  our  cause  be  good  it  will  bear  the  light,  and 
must  stand  or  fall  on  the  merit  of  argument*  Feamot,  my 
^ughter,  you  shall  remain  here  until  your  friends  can 
jaecedve  you," 

**  Ah  sir,  how  can  I  explain  to  you  my  grief  ?  My  grand* 
&ther  is  a  prisoner  on  the  Yandalin,  and  they  talk  of  some 
^readful  deed  to-day  on  Castelluzzo.  Oh !  sir,  I  saw  soldiers 
inarching  to  Rora  where  my  friends  are." 
. .  Ardoine  could  withstand  the  strain  of  agony  no  longer; 
ij&p  mind  for  a  moment  trembled  in  the  balance^  and  then  ex- 
hausted itself  in  a  paroxysm  of  delirium. 

"  Grandfather,  I've  killed  you.  I  could  not  reach  Janavel. 
^on't  bless  me  with  your  dying  lips.  Ah !  Bchard,  you  may 
well  look  at  me  with  horror.  Mother,  I'm  coming  to  you. 
]pchaxd,  you  are  dead,  and  I  will  die  also !" 

"Ah,  my  Church,  woe  unto  thee!"  sighed  the  old  man, 
closing  his  missal.  "  Petrarch's  lamentation  over  thee  is  too 
true,  in  his  110th  Sonnet : — 

•Fontana  di  dolori,  albergo  d'ira,  schola  d'errori,  e  Tempio  d'  Heresia 
Gia  Eoma,  hor  Babilonia  falsa  e  ria  per  oui  tanto  si  piagnee  si  sospira  * 

Poor  girl,  I  \yill  protect  her.     I  will  summon  my  servant,  and 
put  my  chamber  at  her  disposal." 

Throughout  Easter  Sunday  and  for  several  days  after- 
ivards,  Ardoine  remained  prostrate,  by  paroxysms  of  delirium, 
brought  on  by  exposure  and  agony  of  mind. 
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SASTEE  m  THE  GXTT, 

-Btebkitt,  ttie  inheritance  of  God,  is  an  orairipresent  wwf, 
without  a  date,  and  withont  a  succession  of  events ;  maii^i 
liistory  is  that  of  a  fleeting  hour,  soon  merged  into  the  past, 
revocable  then  by  the  aid  of  memory  and  the  artifice  of  datei^. 

It  is  Easter  Sunday,  April  25th,  1655.  The  sun  of  Italy 
rejoiceth  as  a  giant  to  mn  his  race.  His  beams  fall  on  the 
Bparkling  bay  of  Naples  ;  on  the  orange  groves  of  Sorrento; 
■on  the  olives  of  Tuscany ;  on  the  blue  Alban,  Volscian,  and 
Sabine  ranges ;  on  the  purple  Apennines ;  on  the  crystal  Alps^ 
i>n  the  rocks  of  Castelluzzo,  and  on  the  crimsoned,  yet  black- 
«ned  valley  of  Lucema.  The  stainless  light  shines  on  tiie 
Vatican,  that  palace  of  art,  out  of  which  peal  the  thunders 
that  deluge  Europe  with  blood,  causing  widows  to  weep  over 
desolated  hearths,  and  orphans  to  brand  with  infamy  the 
caemory  of  Kome. 

"We  stand  in  the  most  magnificent  temple  on  which  the  wool 
has  shone  since  the  year  70,  the  erection  of  which  has  occu- 
pied 176  years.  The  eye  is  lost  as  it  wanders  round  its  doote, 
the  base  of  which  bears  the  inscription,  in  colossal  mosaies, 
"  Tu  es  J?etru8,  et  sujper  hanc  petram  cedificaho  JEcclesiamTneamt 
^t  tibi  ddbo  claves  regni  co&lorunt,** 

Two  days  ago,  from  that  balcony,  the  Church  was  display- 
ing her  treasures,  the  sudarivm  of  St.  Veronica,  the  relics  of 
the  true  cross,  the  lance  which  pierced  the  side  of  Jesus  rf 
J^azareth, — and  at  the  exhibition  of  these  items,  the  crowd  bent 
^the  knee  and  worshipped.  A  magnificent  hdldacchino  witli 
four  spiral  columns,  wrought  by  Urban  Vlll.  out  of  the  spoSs 
of  the  Pantheon,  covers  the  high  altar,  and  the  idolatry  of 
Rome  Papal,  akin  to  that  of  Rome  Pagan. 

The  eye  roams  among  the  pillars  of  the  arches,  the  bases 
of  which  are  enriched  with  sculptures  and  mosaics.  Every 
recess  forms  a  chapel,  filled  with  the  heraldry  of  some  noble 


faaafy.  That  hroosae  statue  ifi  IS&  P^tar  bkoseV^  lamen&ig 
the  decay  of  his  right  to^^  whieh.  jsAS  b^eo  saff^#^  yiol^^nc^ 
from  the  lips  and  foreheads  of  ihie  wonshipp^re**  3^  is  the 
Ohordb  of  St.  Peter's  at  Bome^  in  n^booh  if  Peter  hiiapMself  weie 
to  preach  his  Epistle,  he  would  be  removed  from  tiae  maicbl^ 
ptdpit,  to  the  l^odj  Jpaek  of  the  go^  Xngmpitioii. 
•>  The  Mast  of  a  tr&mpet  is  heard^^ and  ar  prooeseiQa  riraUing 
in  edtouam  the  tints  t^  the  stained  glass,  with  whioh  the  sm 
d:ie<^Qers  the  toarl^  payememt^fSweepisi  up  the  church  ihrough 
limes  of  j^oldierB.  Its  central  figti^  \s  that  of  anagedzoan, 
bosne  by  eight  persons  im.  a  poi^^ahle  throne^  wearing  on,  his 
head  a  trijde  erown,  and  preoeded  h(y  4wo  peculiar  ^uaa^  eonu 
poeed  of  ostrich  feathers  bespangled  with  those  of  the  peacock^ 
The  high  altar  glitters  with  its  gt>lde8EL  chalices,  and  with  lights 
in  the  oandelabra  of  Gemini,  while  the  fragrance  of  incense 
]pefcfunies  the  atmiospherey  apd  the  cadences  of  music  float 
through  the  arches,  adding  to  the  sensual  intoxication  of  the 
(Mtonashed  beholder. 

Alexander  having  been  robed  and  disrobed  with  many  for^ 
Bialities,  approaches  the  high  altar,  and  dbants  High  Mass. 

*'  Really,*'  said  one  red^&Msed  man,  with  a  scarlet  hat  under 
his  arm,  who  was  standing  near  the  throne  which  the  Pontiff 
had  vacated,  *'  our  holy  Fathear  does  not,  get  thron^gh  his  parts 
so  fast  as  his  predecessor." 

"  Do  you  think  we  were  right  in  eleotiag  a  Chigi  ?"  replied 
hifl  colleague.  '^iEDe  saya  he's  t)ppofted  to  nepotism.  £ut. 
Archbishop,  you  are  a  HsecensA ;  do  not  you  think  the  divine 
Angelo  is  wrong  in  the  fbreshortemng  of  that  ami|  there  over 
tjba  head  of  BospigUosi." 

.  .  ^^Huoh)  Cardinal,"  interposed  the  first  speaker,  ''the  hoiy 
Slasher  is  about  to  elevate  the  liost. .  Give  me  a  pindi  of  snuff, 
and  Qome  and  dine  with  me  at  the  Brasehi  Palace.    You  shaU 

*  Some  ftntiqtraries  steb^tbtf^  it-m^  tagt'hf  Bt.  IkM  dtit  6f  tlito  hnnule 
statue  of  Jupiter  CapitolmUi,  «hd  dtiiw  Wi^ttttt  o(  ttOMMoetitdfltoiftifett 
'tkatittttheidexitiadrttitaeiif  JupHier  hi«M»lf,  transfonned  iiM  that  of 
the  iAjoffUs  by  theiAiindatoHtf  thii.jRo^f^JB^^       ^  C«tksi  Jie^  .  ^ 
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taste  some  Orvieto,  whi^h  has  lieen  ten  yeats  in  tlie  Cola^^i^as* 
cellar,  and  which  will  recroit  yon  after  your  praying-  latooj^*, 

*'I  will  come,  for  the  flesh  is  weary;  I  wish  onrtdeiBsed 
Tirgin  wonld  give  ns  more  aid,  while  we  are  on  outpost  dnlg^ 
in  this  world."  .; 

"  Hush,  the  father  is  saying  the  words  of  consecration.*'  j: 

Silence  reigns  throughout  the  assembled  thousands.  The 
Pope  bends  his  head  and  his  body;  moves  his  hands  in  dilj^. 
ferent  directions ;  kisses  the  altar ;  and  then  taking  a  gojiden 
vessel,  lifts  it  in  the  air.  All  feel  the  solemnity  of  the  scene. 
It  is  the  elevation  of  the  host.  Suddenly  the  silence  is  broken 
by  the  blast  of  the  silver  trumpets  of  the  choir,  and  the  ranks 
of  the  noble  guard  present  their  swords,  resting  upon  099. 
knee,  while  the  scabbards  of  their  sabres  clank  against  the 
pavement.  The  people  fall  upon  their  knees,  and  cross  ^em* 
selves,  while  the  Pope  elevates  a  golden  chalice  in  a  similar 
manner.  -'i 

After  the  celebration  of  mass,  the  Pontiff  proceeds^  at 
twelve  o'clock,  to  the  balcony  of  St.  Peter's.  In  the  piaeza, 
which  for  its  size  and  gushing  fountains  is  perhaps  the  finest 
in  the  world,  are  gathered  upwards  of  one  hundred  thousand 
persons,  presenting  a  spectacle  at  once  simple  and  sublime; 
They  have  come  to  see  an  old  man  stretch  out  his  hands^ 
while  their  credulity  believes  that  his  blessing  can  gprant  tiiem 
absolution  from  their  sins. 

The  various  regiments  of  cavalry,  and  infantry,  the  eqni« 
pages  of  Rome's  nobility,  the  Colonnas,  Orsini,  fVangipani^ 
iiudovisi,  Barberini,  the  representatives  of  the  courts  of 
Europe,  the  picturesque  peasants,  from  all  parts  of  Italy,  &m 
more  sombre  pilgrim  fix)m  beyond  the  Alps,  with  their  scallop 
shells  and  wallets,  all  these  combine  to  form  a  dramatic  tcAldim 
of  human  life.  The  heaving  throng  is  silent  and  uncovered, 
and  the  most  part  kneel  upon  the  ground,  while  the  Holy- 
Father  proceeds  to  bless  the  multitude : — 

"  May  the  Holy  Apostles,  Peter  and  Paul,  in  whose  power 
and  authority  we  confide,  intercede  for  ns  with  the  Lord.'* 


XASTBB  nr  THK  CITT.  893 

Hd  pauses,  and  the  choir  chant  the  Amen,  which  floats 
oifW  the  prostrate  thousands.  > 

"Through  the  prayers  and  merits  of  the  blessed  Maiy, 
ever  Virgin,  of  ther  blessed  Michael  the  Archangel,  of  the 
blessed  John  the  Baptist,  of  the  holj  Apostles  PetcarandPanl, 
aijid  all  Saints,  may  the  omnipotent  God  have  mercy  i^pqn  yon ; 
triay  yonr  sins  be  .;remitted,  and  Jesus  Christ  lead  you  to 
eternal  life." 
.  '  Again  the  Amen  rings  out  in  rich  and  yellowed  strains. 

^^  Indulgence,  absolution,  and  remission  of.aU  your  sins, 
space  for  truth  and  faithful  repentance,  hearts  ever  contrite, 
tad  amendment  of  life,  maj  the  omnipotent  lemd  merciful  Go4 
aflbrdyou." 
'     "Amen." 

Then  rising,  and  stretching  out  his  hands,  and  making  the 
sign  of  the  cross  in  front  and  on  each  side  as  he  pronounces 
the  holy  names,  the  Pope  continues— 

»  ^^  And  may  the  blessing  of  the  Omnipotent  God,  Father, 
Son,  and  Holy  Ghost,  descend  upon  you  and  remain  with  yon 
for  ever.    Amen." 

At  the  word  deseendat,  the  Pontiff  stretches  out  his  hands 
towards  heaven,  and  then  folds  them  on  his  breast.  The  Car« 
dinal  Deacon  then  comes  forward  and  reads  in  Latin  and 
Italian  the  Bull  of  the  Pope,  conceding  a  plenary  indulgence  to 
all  those  who  have  worthily  assisted  at  the  Sadrament.  Th^ 
indulgences  are  cast  among  the  people.  The  military  bands 
lireak  forth,  and  the  thunder  of  St.  Angdo  declares  that  >  the 
Pope  of  Bome  has  blessed  the  homanrace ;  that  is,  has  given 
bi9  apostolical  benediction,  "  VrH  et  orbi^**  fmd  later  the  fiery 
^me  of  St.  Peter's  heralds  the  same  fact  to  the  peasant, 
watching  in  hia  hovel  with  his  wife  and  little  ones,  on  thikt 
AJban  range. 


.  .894         , 

CHAPTER  XIX  .0 

BASIEB  IS  THE  COKYWIT,  ,     .^ 

?he  cliamBer  in  wticli  the  Marquis  of  Kwresse  reposed  in  file 
Convent  of  La  Tonr  was  darkened,  and  iiie  Archbishop  of 
Tnrin  entered  with  tliat  stealthy  step,  the  fiiirmldng  honmge 
which  man  renders  to  suffering..  ^ 

"  The  Church's  salvation  to  yon,  my  Lord,"  whispered  the 
Archbishop;  "accept  the  blessing  which  onr  Holy  Father 
will  be  pronouncing  from  the  balcony  of  St.  Peter's  on  ttis 
our  Christian  festival.  How  is  your  head  to-day  P  I  haJf 
expected  to  see  you  at  mass." 

"  I. made  the  effort  to  come,"  replied  the  Marquis,  /'but 
was  obliged  to  leave.  But  I  want  to  hear  the  news ;  for,  as 
you  don't  emphasize  the  ^ird  commandment,  M  send  aik 
official  despatch  to  his  Royal  Highness." 

"  Here's  a  fellow  outside  can  give  ns  infbrmation,  for  lie's 
just  down  from  the  mountains." 

"  Then  usher  him  in. — ^My  friend,  relate  how  the  Church's 
work  has  prospered,  and  whether  yon  have  sent  these  ih^o- 
iathas  to  the  place  from  whence  they  sprang  ?" 

"  It  has  fared  well  with  us,  my  Lord,"  replied  the  maji^ 
6miling  grimly.  "  We  have  had  a  body  of  apostles  in  theS© 
Irish.'* 

"  Did  the  soldiers  get  into  their  quarters?'*  ' 

"  Cospefto !  we  got  in  easily  enough,  and  were  well 
housed.  I  don't  know  when  I  had  a  more  comfortable  supper 
than  on  SViday ;  saving  your  presence,  my  Lord  Archbishop ; 
for  our  long  walk  made  ns  break  our  fast,  and  I  was  sowy 
Mother  Church  made  me  cut  up  the  little  ones  at  daybreak. 
But  when  once  we  began  we  went  at  it  with  2eal.  DdtH"} 
I  killed  two  or  three  children  belonging  to  La  Baudene,  who 
had  taken  refuge  in  the  mountains." 

"  Archbishop,"  interrupted  the  Marquis,  in  a  feeble  voice, 


^1te8bnl.ofiheMMx$hione8swin:restJn  peace;  Hor'beqiMl 
has  lieen  noblj  GBzried  out." 

^  fi^  has,  Marqtda ;  tiiose  soeoefi  maj  afferd  ]r<m  coBasoltiicai 
on  yoor  djm^  pillonnr^  Y^m  lunre  eacned  out  '^e  jirograniune 
arranged  at  the  Consilium  de  Propagemdd  Fide^  et  MsUppandif 
SareUcis.'" 

^  The  drawback  is  that  the  apostate  dc^  has  carried  off 
£he  girl ;  I  fear  there  is  treachery,  £obc,  from  what  Mandc^ 
aaidy  he  had  been  dragged  by  Malvicino,  after  he  had  heard 
tho  traitor  discoursing  withihe  prisonjsr.  I  have  ordered  the 
soldiers  to  capture  that  plotting  Abbot  of  Fignerol ;  I  hopd 
ihey  have  found  traces  of  him,  but  I  have  not  heard  anything 
yet.  I  have  put  such  a  price  on  their  heads  as  shall  be  li 
dowry  for  the  daughter  of  the  man  who  catches  them.  If  I 
can  only  catch  him  rU  make  my  saddle  out  of  the  tanned  ddn 
of  the  apostate.  Come  here,  soldier,  can  you  form  an  idea 
how  many  were  massacred  jresterday  ?" 

"  I  heard  several  who  reckoned  our  troops,  and  the  popur 
lation,  say  that  we  killed  about  four  thousand." 

"Pour  thousand!  Think  of  that,  Archbishop.  I  told 
you  we  would  have  a  Bartholomew  on  a  smaller  scale." 

"  Gloria  in  excelsis  JDeOy**  rejoined  the  primate ;  "  I  think 
yours  is  one  of  the  most  complete  victories  the  Church  hsts 
yet  achieved ;  your  ingenuity,  your  ^11^  your  forces,  and  th« 
success  which  has  attended  your  self-denying  efforts,  wiD 
place  your  name  in  history  ^  one  who  has  earned  nobility 
less  by  his  birth  than  by  his  deeds.  Yon  will  cause  joy  in 
the  Vatican  and  among  the  College  of  Caardinals,  and  your 
name  will  be  a  Catholic  toast  in  Italy." 

"  Oh,  Archbishop,  those  whom  the  Church,  uses  for  her 
designs  must  not  rob  her  of  the  glory.  I  hbp©  you  will  grani 
me  absolution,  and  not  let  me  suffer  on  my  death-bed  what 
the  MarchionesB  did.  If  thiia  had  happened  before,  it  would 
have  soothed  her  at  the  last ;  but  our  work  is  not  complete. 
Rora  has  been  overlooked.  X  sent  five  hundred  men  against 
them  yesterday,  but  ;per  JBaccho^  our  troops  got  beaten  by 
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imlj  a  liandfiiL  That's  a  blot  on  my  escaicbeon.  I  hskY6 
sent  another  band  to-daj,  so  that  X  think  before  nigbtfidi  we 
shall  add  Bora  to  the  heritage  of  the  Chfireh.  Here,  give  me 
pen  and  ink,  and  Til  «cplain  ibat  it  was  a  mistake,  and  tiien 
we  shall  trip  them  np  easily." 

So  saying,  the  Marqnis  took  np  his  pen  and  wrote:— 

**Kthey  meant  to  attack  yon,  it  was  not  by  my  orders. 
The  troops  which  I  command  never  made  any  such  wicked 
attempt.  It  can  only  have  been  a  horde  of  Piedmontese 
vagabonds.  Yon  wonld  have  done  me  a  pleasure  if  yon  had 
cnt  them  in  pieces.*'* 

*^  There,  I've  signed  and  sealed  it.  That  will  be  enougb 
to  satisfy  them,  and  1*11  send  this  to  them  by  a  messenger;^ 
who  will  overtake  Count  Christopher.  Let  him  read  it  to 
them  first,  and  don't  let  onr  men  move  on  for  an  honr  after- 
wards, so  that  they  may  be  in  security." 

"  God  speed  the  work,  Marqnis.  But  look,  the  valley  oT 
Imcema  smokes.  There  among  those  trees  the  smoke  arises 
in  black  columns,  as  if  the  holy  work  was  going  on  to-day. 
You  Lave  been  favoured  in  having  zealous  soldiers,  especially 
those  lambs  from  Ireland.  Ah!  look;  there  is  a  group  <m 
Castelluzzo ;  they  are  going  to  convert  a  heretic.  If  so,'  the 
Virgin  grants  you  this  compensation,  though  you  are  on  your 
sick-bed.  You  will  see  the  spectacle  without  fatigue.  Here 
is  yopr  glass,  my  Lord." 

"Yes,  the  hour  is  come,"  continued  the  Archbishop. 
*'  These  Apostolicals,  these  Gazares,  these  barbets,  who  have 
80  long  defied  the  Boman  Church,  must  perish.  Ah,  thera's 
a  movement.  Are  they  going  to  throw  somebody  off? 
Qrasie  a  Bio,  We  shall  uproot  them  at  last,  and  I  shall  get 
a  Cardinal's  hat  I" 

Beader,  that  little  Church  still  clinga  to  those  Alps  I 

*  l!he8e  are  the  Teiy  worde  FiBDesse  need. 


•       Z07  ■"-.  '•  ; 

T)W.-;  r     ...  .     •  -  •      •    . 

'J   /  CHAPTER  XX.  ' 

SASTEB  AUONQ  THE  BEMKAl^. 

**  See  you  that  Tillage  yonder, 
With  the  sunshine  on  its  roofs  ?    It  smiles,  like  one 
Who  boasts  of  some  short-lired  impunity ! 
Look  down — ^'tis  Bora !  ay,  'tis  Roral" 
'  '■■■     '  Aubrey  de  Vere^  Fall  ov  Eoai,  Aet  HI,  Scene  4. 

A  soLiTAitT  bell  rings  among  the  momitams  of  Eora.  In  the 
oHier  hamlets  in  the  valleys,  of  Lacema  and  Angrogna  there 
is-dlence  on  that  Easter  Sunday; — sighs  there  are  of  tha 
behaved,  and  the  groans  of  the  dying  mingle  with  the  shrieks 
of  the  woimded,  but  no  beUs  summon  the  Protestant  wor- 
shippers to  celebrate  the  crowning  truth  of  their  religion,  the 
resurrection  of  Jesus  Christ* 

The  flocks  have  been  scattered,  the  pastors  massacred^ 
and  of  the  very  temples  not  one  stone  is  left  standing  upon 
another.  Bora  has  as  yet  proved  a  mountain  sanctuary,  for 
it  has  been  overlooked  by  Pianesse  in  the  distribution  of  his 
billets^  and  as  yet  the  upland  hamlet  is  unscathed  by  the 
flame. 

That  plaintive  belli  last  protest  in  the  ear  of  heaven !  its 
echoes  ring  among  the  rocks  as  of  yore. 

Alas !  for  the  last  time.  The  Eoman  Catholic  in  his  cruel 
zeal  might  purposely  have  spared  that  bell^  for  its  sound 
caused  refined  torture  to  the  wounded  who  were  lying  on 
those  hill  sides.  It  reminded  them  of  the  past,  and  of  what 
had  ceased  to  be. 

That  solitary  bell !  boldly  vocal,  when  the  others  in  th^ 
valley  beneath  have  perished  in  the  wreck.  It  must  have 
thrilled  the  hearts  of  the  forlorn  worshippers  who  had 
assembled  there  to  bend  the  knee  to  their  fathers'  God.. 

"  My  brethren,"  said  Janavel,  who  had  quitted  his  post  of 
observation  for  Divine  worship^  *'let  us  gather  together  our 
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relics  and  worsliip  God.  Tmly  the  sights  of  jesierdaj  may 
cause  a  man's  heart  to  weep.  LiioiUey  Itenee,  bring  Etienne 
along  with  jon,  and  the  snrvivors  of  onr  household.  Let  us 
hear  comfort  out  of  Qod^s  Word«  Bayiudd'  is  on  the  look- 
ont  below.  I  fear  Pastor  Leger  has  met  with  a  disaster,  and 
cannot  come." 

The  remnant  then  gathered  together  and  entered  the 
temple  in  silence. 

*'  My-  friends,  we  have  assembled  here^  and  it  may  be  for 
the  last  time  on  earth ;  I  will  supply  onr  Moderator's  place." 
'  '*  O  Lord,"  excfakimed  JaiiaTel,  after  he  had  ascended  the 
pulpit,  ^^haye  compassica  upon  l^iis  remnant,  £01*  our  tears  m» 
tears  of  blood.  Keep  ua  stead&st  in  hope  of  thy  eUarxial 
glory,  and  after  we  hare  suffered  may  we  be  exalted  to  ibf 
right  hand  for  our  Bedeemer^s  sake.  My  friends^"  continued 
Janavel,  **  enr  cup  is  Utter,  but  be  stead&tst.  If  we  suffer 
with  Him,  we  shall  also  reign  with  Him.  Hearen  is  our 
home.  Oh  !  look  to  the  state  of  your  own  souls,  whether  you 
hare  made  your  peace  with  God  through  Jesus  Christ.  My 
friends,  I  can  hal^ily  address  you ;  my  feelings  overpower  me. 
I  see  the  sad  remnant  of  that  home  where  I  dwelt  surrounded 
by  so  many  loved  ones.  Oh,  where  are  you  aU  now  ?  Father, 
art  thou  gone  ?  Would  that  I  could  risk  my  life  for  thiae— 
sisters  Marguerite,  Madeleine,  and  my  little  ones 

"  O  God,  do  I  forget  the  sanctity  of  this  place  ?  l^ay,  ihaa 
God  of  the  fatherless,  let  our  hearts  cry  aloud  to  Thee,  Such 
sorrow  as  ours,  from  its  cause  and  its  excess,  is,  as  it  weve^ 
holy.  Oh,  my  friends,  pray  that  we  may  be  one  in  Christie 
and  look  forward  to  tmion  in  God's  kingdom.  Pray  for  your- 
selves and  for  each  other.  Let  us  do  what  we  can  to  protect 
our  shrines  and  the  lives  and  honour  of  our  wives  and 
daughters.  0  God,  who  givest  not  victoiy  to  the  many, 
strengthen  us  that  we  may  be  like  Gideon,  and  tha/t  at  the 
rebuke-  of  one  man  thousands  may  flee." 

**  Father,"  exclaimed  Baynald,  coming  in,  ^  there  is  a  knot 
of  men  on  Gastelluzzo.     I  fe^  there  is  some  execationr    I. 


* 

'hsaAh¥  itMi^  ii^  cmt,  bttt  t  ililiilt:  I  eto  see  a  moxik 

^jMntl  ios  officeir,  Hbe  tire  obb-  who  deiiv^ed  CFastaldo^s  edie^ 
and  who  robbed  vs  ef  Atdoine;  some  soldiers  and  an  aged 
Mn,  who  seems  bofuid  hand  aad  foot.  Oh,  fatiber,  my  heart 
hBM  i^  zaisgivingSk  '  WhiBi^if  it  should  be  tnj  grandfather  ?^ ^ 
**  Oh,  name  it  not,  boy.  Let  not  anticipation  add  to  the 
llovii«D!i^  of  the  presttftt.  Biit  look — look  Baynald,  danger  is 
^  hand.  I  see  the  glistening  of  armour  in  the  rayine;  thej 
mM  attadc  ns  a»  tkey  did  yesterday ;  pray  for  iw,  sisters  and 
mothers,  and  let  your  voices  ascend  to  heaven  amid  the  din 
of  battle.  They  are  coming  fey  Cassulet.  I  have  eighteen 
men  to-day;  dispose  yourselves  in  three  bands  of  she,  four 
iisinsketeers  and  two  sHngers  in  each.  Qoi^,  to  the  defile, 
and  the  Lord  of  Hosts  defend  ns." 


CHAPTER  XXL 

EASTER  ON  THE.  MOUNTAINS. 

Malvicino  passed  ihe  remaiiider  of  the  night  in  a  paroxysm 
of  rage  at  the  escape  of  hi&  victim,  for  i^e  tboaght  that  sho 
had  been  within  his  grasp  was  more  exasperating  ihan  the 
consciousness  o£  being  ba^Qbed  in  his  pitzsmt; 

"Well,  soldieri^"  h^  excliamed,  addressing  his  band; 
'^  bring  your  prisoners  out,  well  breakfast /s^j^««c».«  it  must 
tiot  be  said  that  we  left  this  refuge  standing.  Pile  u|»  the 
bayj  £11  the  rooma  with  straw  after  yooVe  made  some  tindor 
of  the  floors." 

"IVs<  a  pity  it's  noi  in  tiie  nightj",renaarked  Stephano; 
"  it  would  have  made  a  fine  bonBre.'*^ 

•'It  would  have  reminiJed  me  of  the  ilikimination  of  Si* 
Peter's,"  observed  Gtaspardo ;.  "  whidb  takes  place  to-iiight." 

"  Ah !"  muttered  Beiru,  "it's  a  pity  there-s  no  hag  inside ; 
there  were  several  grilled  on  the  st^wi  yesterday.  I  fear  the 
sun  will  put  your  fare  out^^HoJ^  Eather;" 
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«  * .» 

^  You  xnusi  prevent  tliat;  liea,p  on  wood  and sMbiblef';^^. 
see  one  of  the  walls  swaying.  This  job  will  tire  yon  an^  tsjkfl. 
some  time;  so  after  this,  we  will  go  to  Castelluzzo."       .  ,.  .^^^ 

After  some  honrs  the  farm  of  Chabriol  was  a  wrec^  w^. 
oyer  the  remnant  of  its  lintel  might  be  written  the  saosf^; 
adage,  "  Fro  conversione  Jusreticorum V\  .  ••       . 

"  Arrah !''   shouted  Tracy.    *'  Agragh,'*  as  he  ,  stepp^, 

into  the  middle  of  the  ruins,  and  threw  up  his  ragged  cap 

into  the  air,  exclaiming,  ^'God  an' the  blissed  Mothex^  a^d. 

the  thrue  Church  for  iver."  .  .t. 

•  ••••" 

Castelluzzo  stands  on  the  nothem  side  of,  the  valley  ..od^. 
Lucema,  shooting  its  i^mparts  high  above  the  neighbouring^ 
offshoots  of  the  Yandalin.  We  stand  upon  its  brow^  ^d 
enjoy  the  scenes  of  Nature  in  her  imperial  fastnesses. 

To  the  right  is  La  Gardetat,  to  which  the  ridge  of  the  Alp^- 
La  Garde  forms  a  background.  Further  off  rises  Le  Serr^^^, 
edged  by  the  bulwark  of  the  Palavas,  the  landmark  of  the- 
Col  de  la  Croix,  the  pass  &*om  Italy  into  France.  Col  Bari- 
ound  rises  in  majestic  outline,  with  its  sides  dappled  witl^ 
waifs  of  mist,  which  add  to  the  lights  and  shadows  of  jtbe 
landscape.  Le  Pis,  Geannet  and  Chabra  Boussa  are  ^next 
discerned* 

Continuing  our  semi-panoramic  sweep,  we  observe  in  front 
of  us  Monte  Friouland,  with  its  patches  of  snow  still  lying  in 
its  ravines,  while  Cassulet  and  Brouard  form  part  of  its  de- 
scending ridge.  We  trace  the  path  winding  up  the  Brouard 
leading  to  Rora,  which  lies  in  front,  hidden  behind  those, 
meadows  sumamed  Pian  Pra.  The  hills  then  trend  downr' 
wards  into  the  plain,  and  on  our  left,  having  crossed  the 
valley,  we  observe  Les  CotiSres  of  St.  Jean  and  La  Vachere.: 
The  eye  rests  on  the  hamlets  half  buried  in  the  chest]^ut< 
groves,  which  dot  the  scene.  Villar,  Chamices,  Bonnet,  and, 
Taillaret,  lie  scattered  about  in  irregular  groups.  The  hamlet 
St.  Marguerite  adjoins  thd  capital  La  Tour,  the  head  quarters 
of  the  Boman  Catholic  army  of  occupation.    Beyond  are  the 
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ilkitebrnMings  c^Luoernay  Lacemette,  Fenil,  Buf)iaiid,  and  St. 
J^lor  ;^lule  bounding  onr  view  and  rising  in  solitaiy  caprice  i« 
the  conical  bill  of  Cavonr,  wbicb  nature  bas  placed  as  an  outwork 
to  tbeso  retreats  of  a  fugitive  cburcb*  Oiber  bamlets  stud  tbe 
fdain,  beyond  tbe  point  wbere  tbe  Glusdne  and  tbe  Felice  join 
tbe  Po,  and  far  in  tbe  distance  we  discern  a  wbite  speck, 
urbicb  assigns  tbe  position  of  Turin. 

1'  Tbe  eye  traces  tbe  winding  of  tbe  Felice  some  tbousandft 
*of  l^et  beneatb,  wbose  roar  is  audible  upon  tbe  beigbts  of 
Castelluzzo;  wbile  tbe  circle  of  its  foam  battling  witb  tbe 
stones  adds  anotber  bue  to  tbe  colours  of  tbe  landscape. 
Beneatb  us  are  massive  fragments,  once  portions  of  tbe  rock 
oil  wbicb  we  stand,  dislodged  by  Nature's  artifice,  tbentbrown 
in  sterile  solemnity  at  tbe  base  of  tbe  rock,  wbose  pinnacle 
tbey  once  crowned.  Drear  patcbes  on  tbe  landscape  are  tbe 
proofs  of  tbe  ravage  of  yesterday,  wbile  many  a  bomestead, 
visible  on  Gt>od  Friday,  bas  by  Easter  Sunday  been  erased 
&om  tbe  scene. 

^^Come,  wbite-baired  hypocrite,"  sbouted  Stepbano,  ad- 
dressing Rodolpbe,  after  tbey  bad  reached  Castelluzzo, 
*^youVe  been  a  harhet — here's  your  pulpit." 

"  You  can  preach  to  tbe  wolves,"  interlmpted  Sebastian, 
witb  a  grin ;  "  or  rather,  tbey  will  have  something  to  say  to  you.*  * 

**  What's  the  weight  of  the  old  feUow?"  asked  Riband; 
**  he'll  not  roll  as  well  as  a  cannon  shot^  but  if  he  won't  roll, 
he  might  fly." 

"In  that  case  you  should  make  him  lighter;  send  bind 
down  to  tbe  valley  to  get  bis  teeth  drawn ;  shall  I  take  his 
grinders  out  witb  my  poignard  ?" 

**  Well,  gintlemen,  what  are  you  afther  at  all,  at  all ;  and 
do  you  understand  me,  old  Mastber  ?  have  not  I  lamfc  your 
blarney  sence  I  came  into  tbis  countbry — as  I  come  from  tbe 
kings  of  Connaught,  who  go  right  up  to  Noah — if  we  had  tbis 
-cripple  on  tbe  Macgillicuddy  Reeks,  with  a  kit  of  our  own 
boys,  we'd  put  all  bis  weight  into  a  rowlin  stone  and  make  bis 
^ftnes  like  a  tater  heap." 


dmreh  below  us,  and  tlMit  we  eoild  pitch  kka  in  to  say-xtiie 


^'.^ImoMa  BurM^  Jbtmnu  BrnM^  mke  n&  te  vnl  pm  'fi 
CkntUan^^  diaiiied  Berri^  nt  wUdi  the  otfafloi  joined  im . 


"  God  of  our  fathers,"  BKEmixmed  fiodsipbe^  ^'  the  road 
whioh  leads  to  thy  kk^am  is  xtmgk.  Let  ik j  pieience 
hrighteu  it,  gramoos  Soirioiir.  Lerd,  laj  net  this  sm  te  iheir 
.charge,  but  briag  them  to  i^e  same  Safiouc^  •    ^ 

**  What's  iiiat  yotur  saying  1^" 

"  I  am  oommecding  my  soul  to  tx^  'Savxeor,  for  I  Me  ibift 
you  will  ha^e  my  life,  aud  I  pmy  that  this  em  may  iwt  belaid 
to  year  dbarge." 

''Siulaid  to  our  charge!  the  P^)e  tells  «b to  de  it^  We 
shall  win  the  Yirgm's  smile,  ibr  our  priest  i^lls  us  thut  oar 
Ladyhstes  notihing  butheretioi^  andtlmtif  aheretiQcavieifiib 
heaven  by  accident,  she'd  walk  out." 

"  Gome,  come,  y6u  rantw,  leaVe  th^  isort  of  thing  te  our 
.priest  herei  Jiend  us  a  hand  here.  Have,  you  got  your  tacUe 
ready?" 

**  All  right.  Here  is  the  cord ;  come,  white  pate,  dou't  be 
i-estive.     Til  warrant  you  for  an  egg  at  Easter."  ./ 

'*  Gome,  Lord  Jesus,  come  quickly,"  s^d  the  patriarch, 
without  answering  thQ  taunt.  ^ 

Seizing  the  captive,  two  soldiers  proceeded  tp  tie  his  fjttk 
together.  ^ 

"Hold,  hold,"  said  one;  "that's  not  tiie  way..  .  Tbem, 
give  us  the  old  fellow's  head,  now  open  his  knees,  duck  it 
down. '  Oorraggio !  There,  put  his  head  on  his  pillo'vi;^  now 
then,  pull  away."  .  ., 

"The  Lord  is  on  my  side,"  gasped  the  preacher  of  tb^ 
gospel,  "  I  will  not  fear  what  man  can  do  to  me." 

"  Stay,  you'll  break  his  back,  poor  wretch,"  said  Ei^ 
roUes.  > 

"  Put  shoes  on  your  geese,  you  chicken-hearted  heretio. 


,;.  JM^isER  oar  ^PHB  uaiofiri^urs;   r  ^4*3^- 

JQozi'i  jffo:  see  he  wants  u  oiap  I  I&  ziot  ius  beaddsniigiy  jamuDAd 
jip fcetween  hiB/knees?"  .         .  .       * 

** Hold  on!     JDaZZt/  now  for  tlie. cord.     Str6tch  mit  Ms 
.^rag%  if  h&  is  to  %.    Tkere,  He  iha  -ttraxm  td  ti»  degs,  tliis 
^&Aion.     ThafffPianesss'snew  siyle." 
,;  J  ."W^*'fi  tiae  timfi?"  inquunad  Sebastian;  " it's ^g^rfang on 

for  twelve  by  the  look  of  the  son;  theroi  I  hearilie  guns  of 
^^^trefts.'^ 

^Y    **Down  on  jevst  kaees,  you  sixiners,"  aried  Malifxciiiiv; 
/'  are  you  so  ^gmcedefis  as  32ot  to  rememher  om  Mcify  J'aitherts 

in  St.  Peter's  giving  his  blessing  ?"  .; 

r    •  <>  WeM^'*  jseid  B^baod,  ^*  I  fe^t  a  wwtmiik  oome  0T«r  ^e  as 
ivtriien  i  get  A  &^  ^f  Monte  FiasGhinnB.'' 
^.     **  Down  on  yonr  ka^es  and  cross  yourselreB.     *  Jfo  nomite 

Domini,  Filii,  et  Spiritus  Sancti,*  Amen,"  said  MahaoBO*    --'^ 
r.     ^(  Ami^*'  vepl^i^  the  band  <^  mfirdeierB. 
^.      ^VNow,  then,  after  pisiyer  work.     That's  ^hat. some  of  yon 
•keep  thtmdering  out  inyoor  |>a]|)ats." 

*•  Stay,**  said.MalnomQ,  "  lay  office  is  merdi&iL    We  most 
r4ifSBr  him  a  <3haiiice  of  re|>eDij8iioe.     Bodolphe,  pxiomise  to  gQixy 

mass,  and  we  will  take  you  home." 

♦•^Nev^r,  BBvec.     i  .ha^e  aerved  wy  Master  eighty-five 
^ears,  ^nd  I'm  not  going  to  fall  eff  now." 
.       ''  liook,"  continued  the  Abbot,  holding  out  the  crucifbe, 
/'kiss  thi^,  and  I  swear  to  you  by  tibe  Pope  that  not  <me  haar<3£ 

your  head  shall  be  hurt." 

^  Kevet,  nerer,"  said  the  old  i&an;  "  I  will  never  worship 

tiie  base  inmge.'* 

'^  Con^e,  don't  be  obstinate^.    Oiy  oat  ^Ave  Maria,  gnxtm 
plena,  ora  pro  nobis,'    There  can't  be  much  harm  in  saying  ^ 

word  to  th^  Virgin,  and  this  sword  leats  your  cord«  in  no 

tamo." 

"  Never,  never,"  rejoined  tlie  old  aoan;  "  Father  of  heavwi, 
^8  it  not  written,  ^  Be  thou  &iih£al  «»k>  death,  and  I  will  give 

thee  a  crown  of  life '  r " 

"It's  no  use,  Holy  FaJtor/'  interposed  Sebastiaat     ** He'd 
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better  send  down  the  measare  of  Ms  grave-clotlies  foflfVs 
daughters  to  stitch.  Now  make  jonr  wilL  Who  is  to  httVb 
the  farm?" 

"  Aged  father,  recant.  Here,  Eibaad,  place  this  crucifii  & 
his  hands ;  make  him  clasp  it.  You  might,"  said  Mal^oilH^ 
whispering  to  him,  "  for  your  daughters  recanted  in  the  oon» 
vent,  and  they  have  reaped  the  benefit.'*  ' 

"You  speak  to  one  who  knows  the  arts  of  Rome,**  w^ 
swered  Bodolphe.  **  Lord  Jesus,  reveal  thyself  to  me  as  to 
thy  martyr  Stephen,  and  let  thy  strength  be  made  perfect  ih 
weakness." 

*' Come  boys,  lifb  him  up ;  have  you  got  him  ?  Now  mini 
the  word — oflf.  There,  see  that  you  work  well  together.  Now 
for  our  flying  eagle.  Halloa !  Satan,  look  out  and  eatch  hink, 
for  he's  c^now." 

"  Och  now,  and  stop,  let  me  get  a  howld  on  him— ^y^  me 
a  leg.  Is  there  not  a  hundhred  days*  indulgence  promisedf 
no,  what  am  I  thinkin*  o^  not  a  hundhred,  but  a  planary  iiir* 
dulgence  to  all  who  help  at  the  holy  wark.  If  I  touch  the 
owld  boy  it  will  make  me  score  nine  and  a  half,  for  this  otte  in 
not  all  to  myself  at  all." 

"  Stop,  soldiers  of  the  cross,*'  said  Malvicino.  "  Look  up, 
larlet,  before  you  die.  Do  you  see  across  the  valley  ?  Yo<l 
can  trace  those  fellows  creeping  up  the  hilL  Those  are  the 
Dake's  soldiers.  They  have  a  message  for  Bora.  Any  eoti^ 
mands  to  send  there  ?  " 

"God  preserve  my  daughters,"  whispered  Rodolphe^  *^0to6L 
shield  thee,  my  Ardoine,  thou  canst  not  rescue  us.  Echard, 
turn  your  thoughts  to  your  Saviour,  for  you  will  soon  meet 
Him." 

"Look  there,"  continued  the  Abbot,  placing  his  hand  Ml 
as  to  shade  his  eyes,  "  how  they  creep  along.  One  can  tdtt 
who  they  are.  It  is  Count  Christopher  who  is  at  their  head, 
and  he'll  do  the  Church  good  service  this  bright  East^ 
Sunday." 

"Halloa!"  exclaimed  the  Abbot,  after  a  pause,  **wh«t^ 
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i||at?,  Tliey  Have  come  ta  a  siand-siill.  I  see  the  flash  of 
.^f^}  arquebus.  It  comes  from  above.  It  is  not  our  fellows 
^ho  are  firmg.  All  ye  holy  Popes  of  Rome,  some  of  them 
.^^  I  Why,  if  the  dogs  are  not  showing  their  teeth.  Now 
It^LarJ:  the  rolling  stones,  how  they  crash  among  the  trees  and 
^fi]|i|)  those  bbches.  I  see  a  band  on  the  upper  rock.  There 
is  one  tall  man  surrounded  by  eight  others.  Pope  Celestin ! 
%^  men  can't  repulse  five  hundred — ^half  a  division." 

"It's  Janavel,"  whispered  Rodolphe  to  Echard,  who  lay 
|»pund  by  his  side :  **  God  preserve  my  boy,"  and  he  opened 
his  eyes  and  looked  in  that  direction,  though  he  was  suffering 
t|.gony  from  his  unnatural  position. 

^.  "  God  of  Israel,  who  strengthened  thy  people,  uphold  us 
VfkQuv  weak  efforts." 

"The  devil's  plague  light  on  them,"  cried  Malvicinoj 
^' j^y.flee.  I  see  the  leader  and  his  eight  men  leaping  among 
tl^^ropkalike  goats.  Satan  fights  for  those  mountaineers." 
, ,  "S9»y  rather,"  added  Rodolphe,  "  that  it  is  God  who  fights 
fiw?  us.  Not  unto  us,  but  unto  thy  name  give  the  praise. 
GracioiLS  Father,  thou  canst  give  consolation  in  the  darkest 
hour!" 

,  "They  flee,  they  flee.  I  see  them  crushed  beneath  the 
gtones.  They  leave  their  dead,  "Why,  there  must  be  sixty 
)H)dies  on  the  ground.  Brethren,  to  atone  for  the  slaughter 
of  the  saints,  let  us,  in  the  name  of  the  Popes,  do  the  Church's 
vengeance  on  this  hoary-headed  heretic.  Now  soldiers,  are 
jou  ready  ?     If  so — off." 

"One — ^two — three — and  away,'*  cried  out  the  soldiers. 
.    ,  "  God  bless  my  daughters,  my  Ardoine,  my  Etienne,"  cried 
Rodolphe,  as  he  swayed  through  the  air ;  "  thanks  be  to  God 
wJiQ  /giyeth  us  ihe  victory  through— *—>"     The  rest  was  not 
9pc^en  in  human  hearing. 

Th^re  was  a  pause.  The  soldiers'  hands  were  empty^ 
There  was  one  human  being  less  upon  that  rock.  A  form, 
something  like  a  man,  bound  in  the  shape  of  a  ball,  is  cast 
%thww:t  the  8)cy«    It  hovers  for  m  moment  in  nud  ledr.    It 


deseenfls.  'Down  it  goes  wiili  terrifid^  speed.  H  ^Sike^^fiis 
tree  cm  wliick  the  bodycvf  Bertm  liad  vested  aH  xngiii.  The 
stiffened  oorpse  fidb  into  the  abyss,  roffisg  Gawaard  imtil  iE 
jams  among^  the  rpcks  thousands  ef  ibet  below.  Again  iJai 
human  mass  is  hurled  against  a  crag,  and  rebonnds.  Lbww 
down  it  snaps  the  trees,  leaving  a  stsEin  of  Idood  on  ntanjis 
twisted  bongh,  as  well  as  scattered  hairs  upon  the  escaiped 
rock,  near  which  none  have  been  save  the  eagle.  Again  it 
xoHs  from  crag  to  crag,  nntil  it  is  arrested  bjr  a  tree  projecting 
from  a  block  of  stone.  There  is  Kodc^phe,  ihe  &,ther  of  the 
Tsileys,  a  mariyr  I — his  silvefj  hair  is  gory,  his  &ce  gashec^ 
his  limbs  broken.  He  is  caught  in  the  precipice,  and  he  Hveft 
His  eyes  rest  on  his  valley,  on  the  towers  of  La  Tonr,  and  upoii 
a  lost  home  in  the  distance.  He  sees  the  passers-by  thousanA 
of  feet  below  as  ihej  return  from  mass.  His  own  parishidheis 
may  see  him,  bat  relief  is  hopeless — none  conld  scale  tUi 
height,  where  the  head  turns  dizay  and  the  blood  runs  cdtiL 
The  chamois  could  not  reach  him.  He  has  done  wi€h  'the 
world.  He  will  soon  be  in  heaven.  But  oh,  had  hmnaii  Ssir 
been  near  they  might  have  heard  sounds.  The  gasping  of 
prayer  sonnds  upon  the  crag. 

"  Lord  Jesus,  receive  my  spirit.  Thou  wilt  make  amends 
for  all.     Lord,  I  am  thine  even  unto  death.*^ 

Then  did  he  think  of  the  words  he  spake  on  New  Year'li 
mom.  They  were  too  true ;  he  knew  not  that  Easter  Smsdaj^ 
would  have  verified  them  so  awfully  in  his  own  case. 

The  sun  arose  the  next  day,  and  shone  on  a  mass,  in  wHc& 
life  lingered ;  it  oiroled  the  heavens,  and  the  second  day  it 
shone  on  a  martyr  in  his  rocky  fkstness.  The  angels  have 
not  yet  wafbcd  hid  spirit  into  Abraham's  bosom.  The  ntat 
smites  him  by  day  and  the  moon  by  night.  The  dews  &t 
night  wash  his  cheeks  and  wet  his-  hair,  and  Ihe  Apnl  st^ 
dries  thorn.  On  the  third  day  there  is  a  corpse  in  thiail'  eon- 
secratod  niohe.  The  ravens  eeme  for  their  delicate  inoi^^ 
and  tho  vultures  strip  the  remains  and  fight  for  the  carrkni. 
A  fow  bones  bleadiing  on  ike  crag  are  the  maci^rr's  iroxtkorftdk*^ 


I  EisaBer^  do  foo.  imn  H^oni  tbi«  TerfcMsig  pietnro  P  I  hmei 
ixMjon  a  &ot  of  IdstiMy,  wfai<^,  like  most  izicideutg  xa  iihi4 
Book^took  plaoe  ib  tike  valley  of  HedjuoAt  in  the  year  oif 


OHAPTER  XXIX 

ANTONY  MULLENIEB, 

TftB  aoiors  paused — aH,Teere  chilled  wkli  hoaor  at  the  sceiK^ 
iMsi  witheriiig  sii^eastitiotii  deadened  &eir  mdagivings^  andi 
bade  them  rejoice  in  the  aot,  aa  sabsoxrienk  to  thd  interests  of 
iba  ChnrclL 

/.  ^AbboV'  ^d  Bibaud^  ^we  ong^  to  eonunemoraie  ibia 
pioos-work  by  taieing^a  heap  of  atones  or  a  cross  on  tbe  biH. 
Hc»r  shall  Wa*  manage  it  ?  Tbere  ar»  some,  stripa  of  wood 
lying  sbbont«  Or  Sebastian  mighb  run  down  to  that  farm  and 
bring  ns  soma  larger  pieceaand  a  noQ,  Wait^  I  can  split  thi«» 
block  in  two  with  my  sword." 

'^  I  doii^  seatiiai*  warnflod  faka  b&  mxuk  ttOfa}A»,''  observed 
Sebastian ;  ^^  here  ore  pLeaiisf  of  flab  stones^,  and  we  can  make  a^ 
beap,  as  the  bnntera  do  on  tike  tops  of  the  eols.,  Wecan  raise 
^me  in  five  miantes  wbicb  shall  be  seenfrom^LaToar.  It  ^«i^ 
be  the' old  man's  monnxBeut,,  aa  be'lL  get  sou  sepnldure  dowHi 


"  He  will,"  rejoined  Malvicino,  in  a  tone  of  sarcasm ;  "be^H 
ge6  Jezebei'a  gratey  &6  atomacAti  of  Khe  bacda,.  bnt  tke  dogs 
cannot  reach  hint.  Ha !:  ba  L  3fi^^  hem  comam  soma  woodl 
tiie  length;  wiE  de.  Tbera^  leb  ha  pla^a  this  sign  of  our 
salvatkNi  en  the  menadaoB,  wblcb.  bas)  been,  consecrated,  by 
tUedeedoffsitib.''  ^ 

Ediard,  who  bad  mtDessed  Ae  martyrdom  of  BodblplMii 
li^  upomthagromdhaiiaDdrband  and  foiot,  a»dc.lia4xOai(jiMC^ 
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liixQg^  to  a  similar  &le.  ArddiBeliadbeen  capiiiired^-«iid'|l 
was  in  vain  to  expect  deliverance.  In  liis  last  momflSit»-lifr 
Btrove  to  remember  the  traths  wbich  Bodolphe,  Mm-fli^  imd 
Ardoine  bad  interpreted.  He  must  strengthen  himself  in  the 
God  of  these  martyrs,  who,  by  their  faith  and  heroism  nhtvniffij 
the  fanaticism  of  the  soldiers  of  Rome ;  he  wonld  rest  for  thft 
remission  of  his  sins  upon  the  sacrifice  of  Calvary. 

"  Better  make  a  pair  of  them,  Holy  Abbot,''  said  Riband^ 
casting  wistfal  glances  at  Echard ;  "  an  old  man  and  a  yonng 
man.  They  slept  togeilier  last  night ;  they  can  take  a  noon* 
day  walk  in  company.*' 

Malvicino  looked  at  his  rival ;  and.  remembering  the  £eulnre 
of  his  plans,  agreed  to  the  soldier's  proposal  ^^It  most  be 
80,"  muttered  he  to  himself;  *^  I  was  destined  to  change  his 
life.  Shall  I  tell  him  all  I  know  before  he  dies  ?  Bat  why 
should  I  ?  I  want  no  more  than  to  get  him  out  of  my  wag& 
Does  not  one  heretic  content  yon,  soldiers?"  added  he  aldud. 
"Will  you  spoil  this  fellow's  uniform?.  By  ^be  Ghredi 
Western  Schism,  I  should  like  the  Marquis  to^:  see  oar  -veAt 
geance.  We  know  that  this  uniform  is  nothing  but-  tha 
devil's  livery,  and  hides  an  apostate's  heart,  like  that  of  an: 
anti-pope." 

'*  Hold  on,  Riband,"  shouted  Fran9ois  Lemna ;  "  let  ns  on* 
He  hi5  hands,  and  do  them  up  in  the  new  style.'*  - 

"  What,  will  you  roll  him  up  like  the  other  ?  Let  ns  hara 
a  change ;  it's  no  use  doing  the  same  dodge  twice ;  let  ns  send 
"bim  face  downwards.  It's  a  long  jump.  Give  me  that  stoaa 
and  I'll  throw  it  off;  there — it  takes  six  or  seven  secohda  to 
reach  the  bottom." 

Two  soldiers  seized  Echard,  and  lifted  him  from  the  grottxid^ 
by  his  arms,  while  two  others  grasped  his.  legs.  •  :> 

The  Abbot  made  the  sign  of  the  cross  over  him»  and  iki^ 
ftoldiers  bowed  their  heads.  They  smile  as  they  look  attlieiB 
victim.  His  hours  are  numbered !  A  few  seconds  will  mb 
kis  remains  a  feast  for  eagles  and  wdlves.  He .  ia  3us^ 
pended  in  tiie  air  with  his  £Eice  downwards.    He  ahate  Ini 
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Wy^tB  he  half  overhangs  the  precipice,  and  feels  the  cool 
waA  which  ascends  from  beneath.  They  are  swinging  him  tp 
Md  £ro  for  the  last  time. 

"  Stay,  comrade,  my  hand  is  slipping,"  exclaimed  Sebas* 
tian ;  "  let  me  get  a  firmer  grasp." 

"  Arrah  now,  thin,  what's  this  scrimmagin  ?  Niver  do  i^ 
twice,  says  I.  I  shall  have  to  fill  my  bellows  agin  with  wind; 
for  the  job." 

**  Now,  boys,  have  you  got  a  good  gripe?  Pitch  him  clear 
of  that  crag,  so  that  he  come  down  on  the  ground  whole." 

Tbe  last  heave  was  being  made  when  a  party  of  soldiera 
leaped  upon  the  hill,  and  a  voice  rang  on  the  cliff — 

"  Malvicino,  I  arrest  you  by  order  of  the  Marquis.  Soldiers, 
make  this  Abbot  your  prisoner." 

"  Comrades,"  exclaimed  the  Abbot,  in  a  fury,  "  do  you 
hear  this  impostor  ?     What  can  this  knave  mean  ?  " 

"  Soldiers,"  continued  the  leader  of  the  band,  "  this  is  our 
masu  Seize  him,  you  know  the  price  put  upon  his  head. 
Mandolin  confessed  that  you  drugged  him,  and  the  Marquia> 
of  Pianesse  will  have  revenge  for  your  wickedness." 

"Friends,"  exclaimed  Malvicino,  rallying  his  hirelings^ 
"  will  you  let  the  Church  be  insulted  ?  I  grant  absolution  to 
any  of  you  who  knocks  down  one  of  these  impostors.     By 

Pope I  will  fight  myself.    Now,  my  brave  sons,  protect, 

your  Abbot." 

The  pursuers  were  not  disposed  to  lose  their  prey,  and 
surrounded  the  band  of  Malvicino.  The  latter,  urged  on  by 
the  Abbot,  resisted,  and  the  battle  raged  between  two  sections 
of  the  same  Church. 

They  drifted  away  firom  the  place  where  Echard  lay,  who-, 
clung  with  increased  tenacity  to  Ufe,  as  his  hopes  revived  with. 
^be  appearance  of  this  band. 

Meanwhile  Antony  Mullenier,  who  had  joined  Malvicino 
before  the  martyrdom  of  Eodolphe,  slipped  away  from  the 
broil  and  approaching  the  prisoner,  cut  Echard's  cords  witb^ 
his  sword. 


ifitO  THE  sixi^siife  iJp'^ 

**  Qtiick,  fly,  Bdmrdj  1  ran^ittber  tBe  tinclnesses.  I  redeiVeil 
tccfm  that  old  man  a4>  La  B^nd^ne.  For  Ms  sake  I  will  cisK 
my  life  for  you.  The.  Marqnis  threatened  to  flay  mo  aliW 
luecatuse  I  gave  the  harbefe  son  a  glass  of  water  in  the  convent. 
But  haste,  I  must  flee  with  you.  See,  they  are  fighting,  but 
tlie  AbI)ot  and  his  Pignerol  bandits  are  getting  the  best  of  the 
flctrflae." 

"  Ah,  beloved  Ardoine,"  muttered  Echard,  as  he  sprang  to 
Ids  feet,  ^  I  win  still  hope  that  I  may  see  thee  again.  I  will 
rescue  thee  at  Bora,  or  avenge  thy  death  and  perish  by  thy 
aide.'* 


CHAPTER  XXfll, 

JANAVEL. 

*^  Waxed  valifoit  in  igbt,  tiaiied  to  flight  the  armies  of  <3ie  aSens** 

**FiVB  of  you  shall  chase  an  hundred,  and  an  hundred  of 
you  shall  put  ten  thousand  to  flight,  and  your  enemies  shall 
ftdl  before  you  by  the  sword." 

These  words  were  spoken  more  than  three  thousand  years 
ago,  and  from  time  to  time  in  the  history  of  man  they  ha>v& 
received  a  rare  fiilfilment.  Thi^  was  the  case  in  the  incidents 
which  we  are  about  to  record. 

Rora  is  the  smallest  among  the  communes  of  the  Wal- 
denses,  lying  further  south  than  the  rest,  and  isolated  amid  its 
mountains.  The  tops  of  the  Sea  Bianca  rise  above  it,  and" 
Monte  Vise  is  just  eclipsed  by  the  summits  in  whose  ravines 
tibe  village  lies  embedded.  It  is  separated  from  the  valley  of 
the  Po  by  Mount  Priouland,  upon  whose  steeps  its  hamlets 
are  suspended  over  the  torrent  of  Lucema,  and  peep  forth 
amid  the  chestnuts. 

On  Wednesday,  28th  April,  a  small  band  was  posted  ixL 
ifee  defile  leading  from  Bora  over  the  heights  of  Brouard  into 
the  valley  of  Lucema.     The  crags  approached  each  otKef  Hi 


^  cexdm  (^T  tfaai  pan,  sa  asi  to  diseldse  bifly-a  atrip  of  Uni 
ikyy  asid  the.  zodra  rose  so  abraptlj  liiaift.  thej  denied  fooihoM 
te  iihe^vagraiit  pine  upon  any  stony  lodges  The  gorge  itself 
mnB  strewn  mtii  feagments  of  limestone,  tiue  memoria]:  of 
•artk's  trayail  when  nature  was  being  elabcrated.  Blocks 
tevn  fKfm  the  height  ky  jiiled  t^n  one  anotiier,  in  pmloua 
nncertainty,  as  if  tl^y  might  fbll  at  any  moment,  and  yeitibe 
patriarch  had  j^yed  nnder  iiiem^  a  hnnsdnEed  years  ago,  regard- 
ing them  with  thd  aame  myBteeions  dread  aa  the  i^izox^  who 
otemher  npon  thdr  ndes  to^day^  sbdhA.  feel  misgivings  as  to 
their  presninption* 

Chie  mass  bh}cked  up  the  iKvinev  so  that  the  path  had  been 
hollowed  ont  imder  ihe  buttress;  Aboat  sixty  yards  above 
this  the  gorge  widened,  and  large  bonlders  wera  scattered 
about,  intersected  by  grassy  padis.  One  of  these  firagments 
projected  over  the  defile,  and  commanded  the  outlet  below, 
which  we  have  described.  Two  or  three  birches  struggled 
for  exffitence  on  its  surface,  while  heather  shading  the  moss 
and  lichen,  alternated  with  bare  patches  of  limestone.  This 
bnlwaric  seemed  one>  of  Nature's  rearing  as  a  defence  for  her 
glens..  The  sun  had  risen,  and  the  glimpses  of  Ihe  valley  of 
Lucem%  wla^h  could  be  seen  between  the  chinks  of  th« 
stones,  appeared  bright  in  their  Apnl  cotoirs.  Among  these 
^per  rocks  were  scatteved  eighteen  men,  of  whengt  twelvs 
were  armed,  while  the  remaiinidec  had  only  slmgs.  TWO 
figpsres  reclined  npon  that  outpost,  as  if  awaiting  an  enso^ 
and  as  the  rock  shelved  inwai^  they  virere  not  visilde  to  any 
ascending  the  pass.  From  his  mien  the  elder  of  these  Was 
tho  eaptain  of  the  band.  Vor  some  time  he  lay  in  sflenos,  his 
left  hand  toying  wi&  a  sHng,  and  h»  ehin  resting  on  the  butt 
end.  of  has  mvsket.  This  mwrioet,  or  eulverin,  was  eight  H^tf 
in  length,  the  barrel  being  npwards  of  five  feet,  as>d  soheaify' 
that  when  w«  handledit  in  the- Museum  f£  La  Tosr,  we^ere 
inclined  te  say,  ^^^Ebere  wevo  gsaaAs^in  those  days^*^  /Kiani 
rssis  that  antiquated  weapon  which  awoko  thessi  Alpinar 
echoes  as  it  dealt  death  among  the  Papil.ianiai^  r  Shs  ttHldaifiP 
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farow  was  shaded  by  ihoagbifiilness,  but  not  by  &ar.  XEs 
eye  was  keen,  as  if  lit  with  the  flash  of  gemits,  and  yet  itB 
lustre  bespoke  the  simplicity  of  faith,  and  the  tendersess  let 
a  woman's  heart  He  was  tbe  lion  and  the  lamb,  the  eag^ 
and  the  dove,  the  warrior  and  the  hnsband,  the  hero  and  tbo 
father.  The  one  who  lay  near  him  appeared  to  be  his  aan^ 
from  the  resemblance  of  his  features  to  l^e  elder. 

*'  Ardoine,"  mnrmnred  he  to  himself  as  he  grasped  at  tihe 
beather  within  his  reach ;  ''  where  art  thou  ?  Oh,  didst  thoa 
know  how  my  heart  beats  for  thea!  I  see  thee,  and  hear  tl^ 
voice  as  then  didst  minister  to  my  grandfather.  Oh,  the  part 
seems  like  a  dream.  Ardoine-~dear  Ardoine — God  riiield 
thee !  I  may  never  see  thee  any  more.  Ah !  if  that  offieae- 
has  betrayed  thee,  better  that  I  meet  him  not.  I  have  nol 
heard  of  thee  since  that  fjeital  night.  My  blood  boils  at  thii 
thought — ^I  will  revenge  thee —and  yet  have  I  not  my  Hasiev 
to  follow  ?  But  what  if  thou  art  dead  ?  Would  that  I  could 
have  died  for  thee,  or  shed  my  last  drop  of  blood  in  thy 
defence!"  ^.r 

''  Son,"  said  Janaval,  addressing  Baynald,  ''yon  turn  yom:. 
face  away  from  me  as  though  you  would  conceal  the  tear ;  yon 
know  that  I  have  a  father  s  heart,  that  yearns  over  you  all."'  i 

''  Oh,  feither,  I  am  not  ashamed  of  my  tears,  for  they  wm 
not  those  of  fear.  I  am  ready  to  brave  death  by  your  side, 
but  the  memories  of  the  past  overpowered  my  mind  as  I  lay 
upon  this  stone,  thinking  of  my  Ardoine.  Oh,  where  is  she  J^ 
I  shall  never  see  her  again !     And  my  grandfather  ?  " 

**  Hush,  my  boy,  awake  not  sorrow,  let  us  commend  ouj> 
selves  to  God.     Signal  to  my  friends  to  fall  on  their  knees."'  . 

The  members  of  the  band  in  their  places  did  so,  while  the 
leader  stretching  out  his  hands  toward  heaven,  said  in  an- 
earnest  voice: — 

*'  God  of  our  fathers,  the  God  of  battle,  who  savest  not  bgf» 
the  multitude  of  an  host,  defend  us  for  thy  name's  sake ;  keep 
us  steadfast  in  thy  faith,  and  if  we  fall,  receive  our  sonk^ 
through  Christ  Jesos."  .< .  -t 
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^VSononr  to  these  heroes  in  action  and  snfferhigl  Ghreat 
wiore  they  in  their  affliction,  great  in  their  heroism,  great  in 
flieir  patriotism !  Janavel  stood  in  the  gorge,  a  man  of  valonr, 
attned  against  thousands,  representing,  as  in  a  figure,  his 
Ghnroh,  so  long  the  champion  of  truth  and  liberty  against  the 
hosts  of  Rome* 

*^  Father,*'  added  Baynald,  after  a  pause,  *^  methinks  these 
rocks  of  Bummer  will  not  be  forgotten  in  our  history.  It  waa 
here  that  you  routed  the  enemy  four  days  ago,  was  it  not?" 

*'  The  Lord  was  with  us,  and  gave  us  the  Tictoiy.  I  had 
only  seven,  and  there  must  have  been  six  hundred  of  our 
adversaries.  As  soon  as  the  first  handful  had  got  through 
yonder  opening,  we  each  selected  our  man,  and  each  bullet 
brought  a  corpse  to  the  ground*  You  can  see  the  traces  of 
thd  blood  there  still.  When  we  fought  down  hill,  the  stones 
of  the  slingers  and  the  shots  of  the  fiisiliers  did  more  execu<» 
tion  than  you  would  have  believed." 

^  *'  Oh,  my  fletther,"  exclaimed  the  young  man,  looking  at 
him  with  the  glow  of  admiration ;  there  are  few  like  you,  so 
good,  so  kind,  and  so  brave." 

"  Well,  dear  Baynald,"  rejoined  Janavel,  with  a  transient 
smile, ''  I  am  glad  that  you  have  a  son's  heart,  but  it  may  be 
your  lot  to  eclipse  your  fother." 

"  No,  father,  to  be  your  equal  is  more  than  I  dare  aspire 
to.  But  I  will  try  to  make  the  proverb  true,  *  Like  fatiier, 
like  son.' '  ^ 

"Look,"  continued  Janavel,  ^how  pleasant  this  breeze 
is,  as  it  moves  the  leaves  of  the  birch.  You  know  what  a 
lover  of  nature  I  am,  and  how  I  delight  in  these  commonplace 
occurrences  to  see  my  Father's  love.  The  breeze  in  which 
those  silvery  leaves  tremble,  and  which  cools  our  brow  in  the 
sultry  sun,  has  a  message  of  peace  to  one's  heart,  and  tells  us 
that  God  is  good,  while  these  convulsed  rocks  tell  us  that  He 
is  great.  But  oh,  how  wonderful  is  his  love !  Think  of  his 
Son  taking  our  nature  on  Him,  living  as  a  man  among  men, 
suffering  and  dying  for  our  eternal  salvation*    Oh,  ^Baynald, 
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niiieli  wtMh  tbe  heaA  mad  laike  sLe«oaI 


donro  tD  cmer  into  this  eqieriaiee.  of  vUek  I  bsro  liad  . 
finitlrg  in  Amj  Ifaeie  and  jbt  grandftrfccE,    Iknovitii 

not  enaagb  to  bdong  to  an  ^cezcHc  Ckarch.  w^ean  aoA'm 
knrtmiigiit  with  God;  Md  I  do  iioallhii^  ov  trciuus  hmwe 
kraorizt  me  ncKcrto  nj  SMrioBr." 

'^Qbi^toHiBv  and  AwxE  te  vdL  Lefe  sodiB^  mdsfie 
jtbioal^^oo  Urn  iailh.  ef  joar  fiofcoB;  aq^fiOBy  Ic^ms^ijse 
tkings  akiLk  H?e  aot  aaen  and  vo  ctaiaal;  cawnt  tl«e  caaE^ 
gxf«  iq»  a£L  &r  OniBt  aov,  aad  joa  wSl  fae  &  gaizxer  to 


^Hym  diffiLiciii^  ^ 
01  lov<e  wniciL  oar 
nUtf  HezeMODM 

sizro  if  we  diScr  from,  t^be 
tfcflB;  baii  iibej  aoem  ta  kaio 
Skfeiier,'^  eoixiiniied  Ba|pEdLd^  afisr  a  ] 
tliis  will  be  the  Sjarthdav^  won't  is ?" 

^Ikwift;  anSaCnzdajIzc|ialMdtJbefifssb«id.  OaEtmoer 
SiEBda^y  a  hattilanL  caaKa^azaati  QaaiiderCoaaii  Ckriaeopberi 
I  had  onlj  eighteen  men,  andtfaefloBt  aparacdsof  n&F.  Xefr> 
ter^,  afc  Fian  Fra^  wa  ranted  liunt  wImsl  tiuj  ware  loaded 
wxUe  bcjuiv.  Ait  I  thooo  Bieceenacsas  cHi*t  jighfe  as  we  dok 
Tnztfa,  Hbertj,  home,  all  that  men  hold  dear,  nenre  n^  awi 
JheBa  motiLf  ea  age  wtrangfor  than  fanafciffiaai ;  and  if  God  be  lor 
asy  who  can  be  against  aa?  BeooIIeet  Gideofnaadhis doaoc^*' 
''Iwoi^3r^''aaldoqBisd&i90Brid,  ""whather  the  ^faiqiua 
-will  Knd  anj  aaore  of  hia  meccenackB  againat  aa  to-da^  P* - 
'^  Ba^naU,  joor  qnertifln  ia  anaaarad.  A  large  faodf  a£ 
-m  tiia  hSL  Qaidkl  warn  our  ^^MM^tc^ 
la  ba  ILsBOf  Coaaaot  dm  BaganL  I  can 
Eo  thaae  iminpaaifla  of  ^■"g^lain^ 
lof  tfaoae  Izsah,  whoaEatt>hiMo  < 
laat;    OLoBdlthme] 


Quick,  Mends,  in  your  pliioes.  ^S]e6p'y(mi6ei<*B6^o^%^fii^lrt^ 
Ub  i^}r^^siioh^Meavrlmm&D.i^  ^iialk^i&pB^g,  and 

^iED  f^KceMly:.  >  iCeneaiaber  yonx^  Wijii^^  aoid  >lit<le't}ii^s  in  ^16 
hamlet  above,  and  strike  in  the  name  of  hiisiaji]^  mA  iiieOod 
gf^JmrsSL'  ^Tbe^'ttte  ooadAg^  1  hear  ibftir  uroioes.  Take  &em 
in  ord^  !&om  right  H;o  iel^'^as  joiL  ar6  likoed.^ 


f      ...     .    ,     .  ., 

THE  IBEEMOPTLiB  OF  'tSE  WEST,  '  * 

^vEE  troops  of^ikQ  Cbiuii:  d^  BaigDndi  w eore  asei^ding  the  de^ 
which  ld4^ii£roiigh  the  rocks  ^S  Bommer  io  Bora. 
.  >  '  ^  O  aasEU3tbea?%  but  i^s  a  powerM  stibroke  o'  business  that 
f«F^  are  doin'  to-day,"  adid  O'Donc^tw ;  ^*  i^e'll  haTe  no  need 
iio  wKJnnoiir  shins. «t  OTu*&iad^s  hosse,  £ar  it's  pi0w«rfal  hotiA 
ih©OTn;.it«,"    '      ',  -     '  : 

**  It  ia,  Awok,**,  replied.  O'jBlanagan;  **  ne^v^er  fear,  «n'  jist 
left  mi^  h«re  five  or  Jisddigsiait  theioiserable  earkiss  ikT^  hef-etic 
to  make  up  for  ttk^  eiack  I  got  on  107  dcxdl  the  other  day."  > 
'  '^^  Ah»  -wlnsiS  oJ3W,  And  how- iangrily  onr  frinds  are  taJ&ing 
iiflar  hb,  juai'  gc^!  altogetlMr  iOn  this  'frindiy  imamegs.  .  lond^ 
herstand  their  prate  pnrty  -Ml  jiow.  Let  qb  make  'paoo 
between  thein.*' 

"An'  you  always  w«re  good  ait  iaming^'  repliod  0*Dbi 
BOghite. 

"Not  fi  bit  of  it;  tiio'  I  traefe  my  gintle  blood  to  the 
kings  of  Ck)nn«Qght,  I  niver  was  a  daioeni  lamer ;  only  inoxa 
ould  public  I  was  s&dEvetBry,'«nd  wrote  letters  4»n  l<rve  and 
marriage  aft  fiixpeiieejkpaoe£or  the  ynu^fblk."  '    ' 

"  Arxahy  howld  joax  ratiiley  Msten  an'  lam  £x»a  hearing  e«^ 
firmds  talk ;  yon  ean  pidk  «p  aoanethin'  when  you  talk  to  your 
labbnrin'  aain  in  your  aew  &na  here/*  *  ^ 

^*  These  dogSy''  fttdaimeA  ]^an9ois  Iiem]i%  &e  -speaker  in 
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the  rank  beforo,  '^hitve  had  sack  a  lesson  down  in  ib^irdBj 
ihat  I  don't  think  thej'U  bark  again.'* 

<*  We  haTolelt  their  teeth  though,**  r^oined  Benu;  <^4fiM 
wolves  nsed  to  devonr  the  harbeUt  but  now  the  larbd»  4M  ' 
slaying  the  wolves.** 

^  Oh,  nonsense  !**  said  Lemna,  ^  when  we  get  to  Bos*  wa 
shall  only  find  those  that  PancaUer  loves  to  fight  wiQu" 

**  What  do  yon  mean  ?'*  angrily  retorted  the  man  to  whom 
this  was  addressed* 

^  I  mean  a  few  old  women  and  children.** 

^Coward!"  said  Ftocalier,  drawing  his  sword;  '^Illmaloe 
you  eat  your  own  words.** 

*'  Nay,  nay,  take  it  not  so  roughly.  What  were  yon  doing 
Bt  Yillar  ?  I  saw  you  run  through  a  poor  old  hag  who  was 
bent  double,  and  carry  a  brat  on  your  sword's  point.** 

**  Don't  you  talk,  you  liar,  your  helmet  ought  to  be  a  night- 
cap ;  for  all  you're  good  for  is  to  rush  upstairs  out  of  hann's 
way,  and  to  spit  old  men  with  your  halbert.  Besides,  I  heard 
that  you  tasted  some  heretic  flesh,  a  la  hroche^  and  that  yoor 
stomach  did  not  like  it.    You're  no  better  than  a  cannibA** 

**I  wasn't  the  only  one  who  did  it.  I  do  what  Fm 
told  in  the  name  of  the  Holy  Mother  Church.** 

"Holy  Mother  Church!  She  should  blush  if  yon*re  her 
apostle.  You'd  care  for  your  Holy  Mother,  if  she  didn't  fill 
your  belly  and  your  purse  too." 

"  Softly,  Camerado.  You  know  there's  a  full  indulgence 
promised  to  all  who  engage  in  this  holy  work.  And  as  I  grant 
I  have  a  sin  or  two  to  blot  out,  I  need  it.  Well,  the  Pope  tells 
mo  to  send  these  dogs  of  Satan  home ;  so  if  I  give  afi^llow  a 
thrust  in  tierce^  and  send  him  a  step  beyond  purgatory,  it's  all 
in  the  way  of  business  and  duly  you  see.'* 

^*  A  plenary  indulgence  is  needed,"  sneered  the  other,  ^f  I 
never  saw  such  a  lot  as  these  ragged  fellows  behind  us." 

"The  haste's  talking  about  us,'*  soliloquized  the  C^t^ 
**  and  the  base  foreigner  talks  as  if  he  were  as  good  as  na.** 

**  What !  Irish — ^I  don't  know  where  they  are  from.*! 
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^'^ItTg  ift  part  of  England,"  replied  Lemna;  "a  conntry 
separated  from  us  by  a  river.  I  heard  them  say  they  had  been 
playing  the  same  game  at  home,  and  that  they  had  been 
turned  out  to  find  more  work.** 

"  What  was  it  they  did  P     Anything  in  our  line  P'* 

**  Oh,  the  same  thing  as  this,  giving  the  heretics  a  dose  of 
lead  or  steel — splendid  tonics  for  heretics." 

"  They  seem  up  to  the  game ;  I  pity  the  fellow  that  meets 
item,  and  can't  halloa  out  *  Ave  Maria  ! '  " 

"  We  needn't  find  fault  with  them^  they  fight  for  the  fon 
of  the  thing ;  and  they're  such  saints.  Why,  man,  they  think 
as  much  of  the  Pope  as  if  he  were  a  Gk)d.  It's  quite  clear 
they've  not  been  to  Rome." 

**  But  apart  from  the  work  we*re  doing  for  the  next  world, 
how  do  you  find  it  pay  ?"  asked  Lemna. 

**  Oh,  it  pays  well ;  good  for  soul  and  body.  Why,  when  I 
fought  against  the  Spaniards,  you  never  got  your  beggarly 
pay.  It  was  always  four  months  behind ;  but  now  the  pro- 
fession pays.'* 

"  And  what  do  you  put  yourself  down  at  now  ?** 

^*I  should  say,"  continued  Berru,  dropping  his  voice, 
**that  I've  scraped  six  hundred  crowns  since  I  have  been 
working  for  our  Lady  in  these  valleys." 

**  That's  not  amiss ;  it  would  buy  you  a  comfortable  den." 

**  I  look  to  the  main  chance.  What's  the  use  of  making 
the  daughter  wince,  when  you  can  trip  up  the  father,  who's 
got  the  purse  P  What  do  you  put  your  day's  earnings  at. 
Master  Riband  ?" 

**  Well,  I  should  say  a  day  under  Pianesse  is  worth  fifty 
scudi.  I  have  not  tried  Bagnol,  but  I  don't  think  he'll  find 
us  many  fleeces  on  these  rocks.     Rora  is  a  small  place." 

"I  say,  captain,"  shouted  Lftmna,  addressing  Pancalier, 
"You've  the  eye  of  a  soldier.  What  do  you  say  to  that 
gorge  P     There  seems  no  other  path." 

"It's  an  ugly-looking  place.  If  there  was  anybody  in 
there  before  ns " 
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.  ^' Aj,  a.fiBW  fellowK  coHld  giye^is  som^tki^g  to  do,  ^  tbej 
got  inside  thftt  breastwork  and  dodged  among  thoee  stoni^^ 
"Bfat  it's  Inc^  for  as  that  we're  eai-l/  vmtots ;  so. we  shall  fiiul ' 
these  dogs  snug  in  their  kennels.'' 

"  It's'  an  ugly  plac^-  -corporaL  Ten  of  iis  can^t  march' 
-ai>reast  there,  and  if  there's  a  dozen  fellows  up  there,  they'd 
pick  US  off  like  a  crow  on  a  sheep's  back." 

"  Well,  here  goes,"  said  Lemna ;  *'  come,  let's  walk  ,t6- 
gether.  Have  you  got  your  muskets  ready?  I  see  no- 
thing,'^ 

"  But  I  heai*d  s&me  say,"  interposed  Bibaud,  ^'  that  it  was 
here  they  got  repulsed  on  Saturday ;  and  you  oan  see  &ag-. 
ments  on  the  ground." 

"Oh,  niver  jnind,  boys;  think  of  the  gals  and  thet.tin 
talents." 

"Forwaird!"  eried  Pancalier;  "you'll  have  some^ui^np 
here,  what  with  fire  and  sword,  and " 

A  bullet  wen*  crashing  through  the  eye  of  the  speaker, 
and  scattered  his  brains  upon  his  companions,  whose  fate  was 
not  delayed.  Lemna  was  shot  through  the  chest;  Bibaud 
was  struck  in  his  right  arm,  and  his  musket  falling  to>the 
ground,  went  off  and  shot  Mandolin  behind  him.  The  avenaa 
was  blocked  with  a  dozen  corpses,  some  of  which  fell  upon 
OTlanagan,  who  stumbled  to  the  ground.  Berru  was  shot 
through  the  throat,  and  lay  gasping  for  breath,  conscious  that 
his  end  was  at  hand. 

"Holy  Mother  of  God  and  the  thme  Church!"  said 
O'Flanagan,  disengaging  himself;  "  I  always  thought  I  was 
brave  before^  with  the  blood  of  the  kings  of  Connaught  iit  my 
veins—" 

At  this  moment  a  stone  hurled  from  a  sling  struck  the 
Colt  in  his  mouth,  and  knocked  him  backwards,  when  he  .was 
trampled  to  death  by  those  who  pressed  forwards.  > 

"  Fire  again,^  my  comrades,"  cried  Janavel,  "  and  let  each 
select  his  man.     No  bullet  failed  last  time."  , 

**  Quick,  father !"  exclaimed  Raynald,  "  they  have  divided. 


With  the  inspiration  of  genius  Janayel  seized  &b  cfag*  . 
.  "Ewwardi  Sp^eAiunOTfti*  Ihe  ifictory  is  there,"  ;So 
fipying^  he  retxeated  £:wan  the  bo6^  xmder  Mano,  wJhom  h^ 
1^'been  Iseeping  oil  Q^eck,  ^«d  ^ninced  agaams^  those  who. 
w&ae  deploying  on  the  hr^v  of  ibe  hill  above  them.  Janavel 
led  )xis  men  against  the  right  wing  of  ithe  detachment  that 
was  manoBurring  to  Bzurround  ikem. 

.  "Fire!"  he  cned  in  a  voice  of  thunder,  "Fire!"  The 
volley  is  heard,  And  numbers  falL  "  Down  on  your  faces  I  •' 
A^storm  of  bullets  whistle  over  the  patriots.  They  rise,  thejr. 
foUow  their  leader,  they  change  their  direction.  They  shout 
their  battle-cry,  "  Viva  Jesu  Christo  P*  They  wheel  to  ithe 
left  wing,  which  has  been  weakened,  and,  cutting  their  way 
through  it  4Btand  breathless  on  the  hrom, 

**  Place  your  backs  to  these  rocks,  my  friends,"  cried 
Janavel,  "  and  fire  when  the  enemy  comes  within  range." 
.  The  soldiers  came  surging  forwards,;  but  their  steps  were 
checked  at  a  certain  point.  There  the  leaden  hail  fell  upon 
ihem,  and  sixiy-five  corpses  were  stretched  upon  the  ground. 
A  panic  seized  them.  The  enemy  retreated  down  the  valleys 
and  the  little  band  would  haye  pursued  them,  had  not  their 
ieader  restrained  them. 

"  Destroy  theni,"  cried*  he,  *^  by  intercepting  them.  Haste, 
take  the  short  path  to  Pierro  Capello^  we  shall  meet  ihem 
Ihere."  iFlyiog  frcnn  rock  40  rock,  like  winged  insects  from 
leaf  to  leaf,  the  men  soon  reached  the  place.  The  troops  were 
^covering  themselves,  when  a  storm  of  ballets  and  masses  of 
rock  falling  on  them  warned  them  that  the  foe  was  near. 
^They  are  seized  hj  a  second  panic.  The  soldiers,  losing  all 
idiscipline,  cast  themselves  into  the  woods.  They  fiing  them* 
selves  headlong  over  rocks ;  they  are  hurled  over  ravines  and 
Aorrents.  iMany  of  them  had  brought  ropes  for  the  removal 
of  their  plunder ;  they  tie  them  to  shrubs  or  trees,  and  shde 
icLown  the  rocks.    As  many  as  a  hundred  ding  to  one  rope— 
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it  8iiap8|  tibey  are  daahed  into  the  riyer  1 
another,  and  drowning  each  other  in 
self-preservation. 

The  waterfall  sounds  amid  the  glen,  In  its  riain'' 
ferring  man  to  God,  as  it  rings  against  the  fragr 
at  its  base,  which  once  formed  part  of  the  d^*' 
glassy  wave  is  tossed  over  the  crag,  and  ris^^ 
tered  spray,  changed,  as  it  were,  once  mo* 
snow-flake,  from  whence  it  sprang  in  thr 

The  sunbeams  play  npon  the  shiver 
it  with  the  colours  of  heaven.     The 
above  the  elemental  war,  "  like  H 
Love  watching  madness  with  unalterau.. 

But  mark !     The  course  of  the  streah. 
The  bodies  of  the  slain  and  of  the  living  mingi 
above.    Now  they  come  jostling  over  the  crag,  huiiv 
wards  by  the  volleying  mass.     Thoy  sink,  they  rise,   . 
move  in  the  eddies  that  edge  the  cataract,  and  then  drilt> 
downwards,  released  by  a  tidal  wave  from  some  rock  which 
may  have  arrested  their  progress. 

The  Count  de  Bagnol  fell  into  a  hole,  and  was  nearly 
drowned.  Wounded,  dripping,  without  his  accoutrements,  or 
even  his  hat  or  shoes,  ho  was  carried  to  Lucema,  where  he 
died  shortly  afterwards ;  crying  out  that  he  felt  the  fires  of 
hell  within  him,  on  account  of  the  houses  and  persons  he  had 
burnt  in  the  valley  of  Lucema. 

*'  Back,  Raynald,"  cried  the  captain  of  the  vineyards  of 
Lucema;  ^^back  to  the  hrouay  that  we  may  give  God  the 
praise.  Como,  my  friends,  bend  the  knee  again,  after  the 
battle,  as  before." 

"  0  God !"  exclaimed  the  intrepid  leader,  •*  we  bless  Thea 
for  having  preserved  us.  Protect  our  people  in  these  calami* 
ties,  and  increase  our  faith."  So  saying,  the  band,  with 
their  heads  uncovered,  and  holding  their  muskets,  repeated 
the  Loi-d's  Prayer. 

Blessed  prayer,  simple  yet  grand,  which  has  been  repeated 
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by  millions  since  first  uttered  by  the  Great  Teacher  on  the 
mountains  of  GhJilee ;  how  didst  thou  sound  from  these  heroes 
steeped  with  the  energies  of  their  souls,  wafbed  upwards  by 
the  winds  of  heaven,  amid  these  fastnesses  of  the  Alps ! 

Bisingy  the  band  repeated  the  Apostle's  Greed. 

*' Welly  Eaynaldy  this  is  the  fourth  time  the  Lord  has 
given  us  the  victory  against  foes  a  hundred-fold  more  than 
ourselves ;  well  may  we  say,  Not  unto  us,  but  unto  his  name 
be  the  praise," 

''  Child,"  said  Janavel  to  little  Etienne,  who  had  come  to 
meet  him,  "run  to  your  aunts  and  embrace  them  for  me. 
Bid  them  not  fear,  but  prepare  refreshment  for  my  brave 
countrymen." 


CHAPTER   XXVt 

THE  TEN  THOUSAND. 

The  missionaries  of  the  Church  of  Rome  have  not  yet  fill- 
filled  their  holy  crusade,  and  a  mighty  work  remains  to  be 
accomplished.  Accordingly,  the  Marquis  of  Pianesse  has  set 
all  his  forces  in  motion,  and  gathered  together  every  disposable 
man.  The  glens  of  the  southern  lateral  valleys  of  Lucema 
are  ringing  with  the  sound  of  armed  soldiers.  The  sun  shines 
on  helmets  and,  cuirasses,  on  loaded  arquebusses,  flashing 
sabres,  and  flying  banners ;  three  thousand  men  are  marching 
from  Yillar;  four  thousand  are  coming  up  the  slopes  from 
Lucema,  and  three  thousand  approach  from  Bagnol.  A  com<^ 
mon  purpose  animates  these  companies,  for  they  tend  to  a 
common  centre.  But  it  is  difficult  to  conceive  for  what  pur-r 
pose  ten  thousand  men  have  been  gathered,  or  whither  these 
battalions  are  bound,  for  they  are  marching  into  the  heart  o£ 
the  mountain.  The  only  vestige  of  human  habitation  within 
the  common  area  is  Bora,  a  small  hamlet,  consisting  of  twaniyr 
five  houses  and  a  hundred  and  tw^uiy  inhabitants.  ; 
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oiora?  Is  it  to  fltoroi  tlM^ ttiEWftllM  vilhLget  of  twee^^iirk 
'l^usm?  is  iito  tQiiit  tbea^  legions  thait  thbso  Iris&meti  a^^ 
bracing  tEeip  coiiragft  hy  reoottrae  to  iSboae  mjisteriotis  daafcs:  f 
Is  it  at  tlie  tbonghts  of  this  riHage  t^a^  those  HednumtcBe  are 
tetning  pale?  Is  it  to  storm  tMs  oitadel  that  those  Frenoh 
«nd Bav^an  officers  aro  eucouragmg  their  men?  It  i^  ii 
mighly  foroe— -Boagbty  as  the  bend  ^f  Qreeks  who  fong^ 
their  way  from  the  plains  of  Babylonia  to  the  Black  Sdfc 
TtMe  aud^it  shades  may  Wash  by  the  stde  of  these  heroes. 
•Whic^i  is  the  forlom  hope?  Has  fiim©  handed  down  tha 
gnaaDMs  of  the  generals  of  division  ?  Is  the  historian  hero  ^ 
chronicle  the  deeds  of  valour?  Where  are  the  se^enteoii 
peasants  these  thousands  seek,  the  twelve  sons  of  the  mountain 
armed  with  guns,  and  the*^  five  slingers  of  smooth  stones? 
Let  the  name  of  Pianesse  descend  to  obloquy:  let  the  name 
of  Janavel  be  frequent  on-the  lips  of  the  ^at,  the  good,  and 
the  free! 

Ye  Alps,  upon  whose  slopes  these  contests  took  place  in 
the  naitie  of  religion,  shroud  your  snows  when  your  bases  rtdi 
irith  blood,  and  your  streams  are  tinged  with  gore!  And 
thon  sun !  let  some  cloud  eclipse  Bora,  lest  thy  beams  lighteii 
it,  and  these  deeds  of  darkness  be  seen  by  worids  beyond! 
Bora !  at  thy  name  let  Borne  grow  pale,  and  let  the  sons  of 
civil  and  religious  liberty  look  towards  this  altar. 

The  three  companies  converge,  and  their  courage  rises  as 
they  sight  each  other's  banners. 

They  encompass  the  hamlet!  The  massacre  begins  1 
Shouts  of  ^^Ammazzi  '^  rend  the  air,  and  the  fierce  shibboletli^ 
**  The  mass  or  death !"  echoes  in  that  glen.  The  oaths  of  ih6 
soldiers,  the  screams  of  the  women,  the  groans  of  the  woundec^ 
declare  that  the  ten  thousand  have  conquered  the  hundrei 
and  twenfy^siz  old  men,  women,  and' children. 

Sevei^  members  of  La  BandSne  had  taken  refuge  at  BonK^ 
^d  among  others  the  once  blithe  Lucille.  In  the  early  part 
of  the  struggle  iA»yeeeiYed  »  ballet  throngh  her  breast,  bidb 
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danger  endued  her  with  conrage.  "Janavel,"  she  cried, 
"fear  not — regard  not  me^  be  true  to  vour  faith,  and  God 
will  defend  the  righti*^^      •  '  *    '    '■  ^ 

With  these  words  she  pi:9ssed  hej?  Ipshe  to  her  breast,  and 
fell  to  the  ground.  THe  soldiers,  as  they  rioted  among  the 
fnr^ci;:^  ihoia^ihiBr  (Jead,  thouigli  l«r  the^lfc^e^  of  Ixmlgfli^ 
jheiy  ran  their  swords  through  her  ^oe  oir  twiice;  -TWc1ik&9 
still  nestled  in.  hia  motherNs  arms,  dx«fte&ed  with  her  btood;^ 
damoracEB  for  tine  food  she  eould  no  longer  ^trv,  and  sncid&gj 
the  breast  which  death  had  sealed.  '  r        i 

,  Mariha— whoy  after  ediieottnt^&g  ttany  penis  on  ihi 
mountains,  had  only  readied  Bora  just  beftore  the  maMiere^ 
iraSy  with  tw<>  of  her  daughters,  captured  aiH^e^  anid  takeii 
prisQsnerto  Turin.  One  hundred  and  twenty^ix  Ibodies;  K4 
scattered  about,  while  maddened  nien  ransack  the  slain,  o^ 
inflict  mutilation  on  the  corpses.  But  hark !  a  sound  is  heard 
in  the  distance^  The  evening  mist  steals  up  the  hill,  and 
nature's  dew,  like  tears  frosii  heaven,  falls  upoti  the  grasi 
8*ained  with  blood.  1^  bell  of  tha  Convent  of  La  lour  hag 
somided.  The  one  in  Yillar  has  responded,  and  the  bells  ot 
the  OathoHo  churches  ring  in  mockeiy  of  those  that  are  silenti 
It  is  the  er^ng  hour^  ihe  vesper  bell  calls  the  soldi^s  of 
tibe  Cross  to  the  Ave  Maria,  These  mem  with  drawn  swcMi^da 
in  their  hands  bsnd  their  kneels;  with  blood-stained  fiing^ 
they  clasp  the  image  of  the  Virgin.  Amidst  disjointed  lim^ii 
imd  corpses — amid  shattered  hotu^es  cmd  smoking  hearths— * 
they  wcn*6hip  a  woman  whom  they  represent  ai§  the  Queen  of 
fiearen— 4he  type  of  tenderness,  and  in  who^e  henbur  the^ 
iiave  wreughl  their  deeds  of  blood.  The  murderer,  ^ 
lortorer,  the  ravishier j  the  thief,  the  otttla#,  bend  the  thee 
and  htfv^  thtf  hi^,  6ayita^^  ^^A'de  M»ria^,  graii^  ^lem,  e¥a  p^ 

>  We.  look  ai  tl&  tSdetoe,  laM  >mo4rn^  fbi^  the  of^mfes^  fM6 
delusions,  and  the  contradictions  of  our  fallen  nSatrire.      •        i 
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CHAPTER  XXVI* 

THE   AYALANOHB. 

Ths  twilight  steals  on,  and  night — earth's  fnneral — ^will  end 
this  daj,  one  of  the  many  hundred  which  are  written  witt 
blood  in  Rome's  Calendar.  A  female,  clasping  her  babe  id 
her  bosom,  scales,  with  hurried  steps,  the  precipices  of  ^b» 
higher  Alps,  where  the  goat  must  balance  his  steps.  Fesof 
lends  her  strength,  and  though  she  is  faint  and  breathless, 
she  flags  not  in  her  path.  She  tarns  her  head  every  now  and 
then  to  look  behind  her,  to  see  whether  her  pursuer  gains  on 
her,  and  she  breathes  an  inarticulate  prayer  for  deliverance; 
At  some  little  distance,  a  tall,  stalwart  man,  of  foreign  aspect^ 
mshes  after  the  fugitive.  His  complexion  was  brighter  thazi 
that  of  the  native  peasant,  and,  though  the  sun  of  Italy  had 
bronzed  his  face,  it  was  only  with  an  external  tint.  His 
matted  hair,  his  wild  eye,  the  cast  of  his  features,  pronounced 
him  to  be  a  Celt.  It  was  O'Donoghue,  who,  for  the  services 
which  he  had  rendered  the  Church,  had  been  made  the  pro* 
prietor  of  La  Baud^ne.  He  had  rioted  on  that  spot  with  his 
copintrymen,  who,  in  their  fury,  had  dipped  their  hands  in  the 
blood  of  the  widow,  and  torn  the  fatherless  in  pieces.  But 
who  could  have  recognized  in  that  pale  woman,  who  with 
bleeding  feet  leaps  from  crag  to  crag,  Ren^e,  one  of  the  band 
of  sisters — she  who  sang  the  plaintive  hymn  to  the  invalid-— 
she  who  led  the  strain  of  devotion,  when  the  patriarchal 
&mily  bent  the  knee  before  their  father's  Ood  P  She  flees ; 
the  ravager  of  her  house  would  add  to  his  crimes  against  that . 
sisterhood.  She  flees  over  her  native  mountains  with  a  reck* 
lessness  that  was  never  known  when  any  one  chased  tha 
strayed  one  of  the  fold.  Haste,  haste,  Ren^e,  the  porsaer 
gains  ground  I 

She  has  reached  the  higher  Alps,  and  the  cold  wind  which 
drives  across  the  glaciers  bids  her  hope  that  ere  long  she 
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ihall  plant  Her  foot  where  the  spoiler  cannot  come.  The  ice 
may  do  what  the  rock  will  not.  The  distance  between  them 
is  not  great.  O'Donoghue  gains  upon  his  Tictim.  A  fierce 
smile  lights  up  his  eye  as  he  thinks  that  his  prey^  is  within  his 
grasp.  He  stretches  ont  his  hand.  He  seizes  her  hair,  which 
fiows  loosely  behind.  He  has  caught  her.  Ko  !  she  dashes 
forward  regardless  of  pain,  for  there  is  something  she  dreads 
more  than  death.  He  casts  those  locks  to  the  wind,  and 
presses  forward.  Again  he  approaches ;  he  grasps  at  her 
dress;  he  misses  it ;  he  falls.  He  recovers  himself,  and  pur- 
sues his  victinu  Ha  regains  his  ground,  and  all  but  clasps 
hev.  Her  &te  is  sealed!  What  may  be  her  experiences  of 
cruelty?  She  may  be  taken  as  a  spoil  to  the  home  of  her 
cliildhoody  and  her  dying  wail  ring  where  she  chanted  her 
hymn  of  praise.  Is  there  no  deliverer?  Alas!  in  these 
Alpine  solitudes  it  is  in  vain  to  hope  for  a  protector.  Her 
fate  is  sealed,  and  there  is  none  to  rescue. 

*  *  *  *  • 

*  *  *  *  • 

There  is ;  there  is  Ood !  There  is  He  who  laid  the  foun« 
dations  of  those  rocks ;  who  weighed  the  mountains  in  scales, 
and  the  hills  in  a  balance.  Kature  is  the  work  of  his  hands, 
the  agent  of  his  will.  Mark  1  There  is  a  pile  of  snow  poised 
on  the  crest  of  that  rock.  It  has  trembled  on  the  balance, 
and  has  been  laden  with  the  fall  of  yester-mght.  The  cries 
of  the  pursued  and  the  shouts*  of  the  pursuer  have  vibrated 
in  the  thin  atmosphere,  and  set  the  mighty  mass  in  motion. 
The  avalanche  descends.  The  crystal  mass,  which  in  its  atoms 
fell  to  the  earth,  as  being  the  scatterings  of  an  angel,  now 
roUs  headlong,  snapping  the  pines  that  have  outlived  the 
blasts  of  years.  It  is  the  type  of  beauty  and  power,  of  in- 
nocence shrouded  in  majesiy.  Harmless  in  its  atoms,  it  is 
now  a  thunderbolt  in  the  hand  of  Him  who  traces  the  light* 
lung's  flash.  The  evil  and  the  good  are  entombed  in  one 
jgrave.  Let  the  righteous  rcrjoice,  and  the  wicked  tremble! 
^0  the  one  it  is  the  herald  of  salvation,  to.  the  other  the  mes- 
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■Mig'Mf  lof  .eandenmrtkin,  A  baitiap  vi  tmmriai  aov  .i^ekuA 
whfire  tlieBe  kumasn  bdngB  iarod. 

The  chaste  motiier  Ihm  foond  tk^nweia  Hhg  stsadheBS aaow 
»— '^vorihj  tine  majosfy  and  ihe  xftodesij  ef  Bi^nrcL  .  .   .   •; 

The  sna  shinea  oa  ihe  glistemBg  mua^  and  as  ihe  dags  cf 
June  roll  on,  ifc  melis,  and  the  sward  taad  fireekJed  flawofe 
appear  agado.  The  remaiiia  of  kcpiiaa  bodies,  axe  diacftoaa^^ 
and  ihe  Tnltnves  troop  to  their  repasi.  Afbsr  a  time  notUvg 
lave  boneB  decslare- that  hunazi  passioni^  had  dzinraB  bixBiaiii 
beings  into  these  recesses  of  natBreb.  They  af^iear  to  be  tiio 
bcmes  of  a  woman,  a  child,  and  a  man.  Thej  rook  to  and  fit 
in  ihe  wind;  thej  are  silent;  but  their  hisicny  ia  registeredt 
in  the  book  of  God's  r^nmnbranceu 


CHAPTER  XXYn. 

THE  LIVINa  AMONG  THE  DEAD. 

Hon  some  dajs  Ardoine  remained  in  a  state  of  delirinmy  verg- 
jng  on  insanity.  At  one  time  she  reviewed  the  &mi]fy*  scenes 
of  La  Bandene ;  at  another  she  related  those  of  the  Inquiaif 
tion.  She  accused  herself  of  being  the  destrojer  of  Eodolpb^ 
imd  Echard ;  and  when  her  reason  .returned,  its  lasi  impress 
aion  of  hastening  to  Bora  to  obtain  assistance  was  ^iU  £redi^ 
and  prompted  her  to  immediate  action.  Yaooa»  who  had 
ioreated  her  as  a  father,  was  nnwilHng  thai  she  shouhi  risk  hear 
safety ;  bat  Ardoine  would  not  befesiaraxned^  and  secreij^  MB 
her  hidingwplaco  on  the  morning  of  Ap!riI.29tlL  Being  &mii^ 
•liar  with  the  paths  of  l^e  Talleys,  she  threaded  the  interaeefe 
ing  tracks,  and  proceeded  to  Kora.  The  moontain  aic  revirid 
Jxer  as  she  refreshed  herself  at.  the  stceama  -vthich  iriokled  aft 
•^▼ery  turn,  and  overflowed  ihe  pathu  She  raised  her  beasri 
(io  God  in  thankfahwes^  bni  ii  was  with  xaingled  aknoo,  Malm 
!^nai  with  sodlitaxy  fragmcntB  which,  ieaiified  to  p&aik  stm^^giaiii 
OMTeithelesa^  harilig  l^eard  nothing  of  iha  erenia  jof  ihA  Istt 


far  jigj^  t3m'Temwdi  hst  hop^^'  of  itiA&iif  jy^^ 

Ba.ynald.  ^ 

,'"  'iAi'a%exid  iti  th»  Toad  Castalktazo  beecmie  vMble,  sracf  Ar- 
doine  ezperieneed  80>  groai  a  shoek  1^^  siie  clas|)ed  a  piii^ 
isnEnktaprareiktberselPfromL  Mlm^.  Slie  looked  in  ^arrof, 
ail  if  she  expected  to  see  some  tragedy-  carried  otiir  before  Bet 
ef6B ;  but  there  were  no  figures  on  that  nfiiatEntaiii  Iteadlanif, 
<vrhich  ^ood  forth  in  the  sanshii^,  clear  above  an  encompasi^ 
ing  sea  of  mist.  At  length  she  attained  the  sammit  of  Monte 
Brotucrd,  and  looked  towards  Bora.  Hastenmg  throngh  the 
«»rohatds,  she  approached  the  hamlet;  att  was  silent;  bat  the 
scene  whick  bitrst  upon  h^  needed  no  interpreter.  She  had 
bad  misgivings  as  she  advanced — no  fitful  song  arose  firom  the 
orchards;  no  peasants  wdre  labouring  in  their  patches  of 
Sneadow  resolutely  rescued  from  the  barren  mountain;  the 
campanile  of  the  church  did  not  appear  above  the  trees,  and 
many  well-known  homes  were  blotted  out  from  the  scenel 
Ardoine  had  not  many  moments  for  the  indulgence  of  her 
grief,  as  the  voice  of  an  approaching  man  made  her  start, 
awaking  as  it  did  the  memories  of  the  convent.  8he  recog^ 
nized  those  rough  tones  chanting  some  snatches  of  the  FsahnS 
in  Latin,  Varied  by  a  stanza  df  a  Bacchanalian  chorus.  What 
could  she  do  ?  liere  was  little  time  for  elaborating  any  plan 
of  escape.  It  would  be  the  elimax  of  misery  to  be  seized  by 
her  pursuer,  from  whom  Providence  had  'twice  rescued  her. 
Alas  I  her  means  of  flight  and  of  concealnient  were  cut  off, 
for  the  houses  lay  mingled  in  the  general  dSbris,  She  stacrtsl 
the  voice  sounds  behind  that  betid  of  the  piith ;  he  will  turn 
the  comer  in  a  moment ;  she  must  act,  i^d  trost  to  the  prompt^ 
ings  of  a  woman's  nature.  Oaetmg  liei^it^  upon  the  ground 
with  a  shudder,  she  threw  herself  among  the  dead,  and  draw- 
ing one  mangled  corpse  over  her,  edged  her  way  under  the 
gloomy  pile.  The  living  1|^  bidden  among  the  dead.  The 
body  of  that  old  man,  the  bleeding  form  of  the  maiden, 
the  headless  remains  of  children,  rest  upon  one  who  is 
alive. 
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Ardoine  heard  the  voice  of  the  man  as  he  drew  neareri  and 
felt  that  he  was  picking  his  steps  among  the  dead. 

""By  Pope  Boniface  YIIL,  who  institnted  the  first  jubilee, 
in  ISOOy  when  two.  priests  stood  day  and  night  with  rakes  in 
their  hands  collecting  the  gold  on  the  altar  of  St.  Paul ;  iasA 
by  Clement  YI.,  who  from  every  hnndred  years  rednc^  it  td 
every  fiflby  years ;  and  by  Pope  Sixtos  Y.,  who  reduced  it  to 
every  twenty- five,  this  scene  here  is  fruit  dne  to  the  Issl 
jubilee,  1650.  This  will  be  a  year  of  jubilee  to  fhese  vallejptit' 
but  it  will  not  be  so  to  me  unless  I  find  her  for  whom  I  hutb 
risked  so  much.  '  Bora,  father,'  were  the  words  the  sol^^ 
heard.  True,  that's  a  few  days  ago  ;  and  what  with  all  this 
fighting  she  could  hardly  venture  here*  It  seems  foUy  BeecHiAii 
ing  for  hor,  but  I  must  make  every  effort,  and  if  I  can't  fiai 
her,  I*d  better  wind  up  my  orphan  institution  at  PigneroL  By 
Pope  Boniface,  the  establisher  of  Papal  Supremacy,  in  606| 
some  of  these  brats  would  have  been  better  in  my  institutiMi 
to  be  reared  as  Catholics,  than  breeding  pestilence  hete  fiHK 
the  new  comers.  But  I  hear  steps,  perhaps  it  may  be  another 
iriond  of  the  Marquis's  to  capture  the  Franciscan.  I  see  no^ 
where  to  retreat  to  but  this  well.  Ah!  it  is  choked  triih 
bodies ;  I  must  get  in,  however,  and  draw  the  cover  over.  "Bj 
fill  the  dead  Popes,  no  one  will  look  here  for  the  living." 

Halvicino's  voice  ceased,  and  the  silence  which  ensued 
awoke  Ardoine  to  the  horrors  of  her  position.  The  oold 
drops  out  of  the  gaping  wounds  stained  her  tresses,  Thes^ 
was  a  chink  among  the  slain,  through  which  the  bub 
penetrated.  She  turned  her  eyes  on  the  corpse  that  was 
lying  near  her,  when  she  uttered  a  groan  and  fainted  aw«^« 
She  was  entombed  among  the  loved  members  of  La  Baudtoai 
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l^SB  Alps,  which  overlook  Boray  still  point  heavenwards; 
their  snows  are  types  of  pnriiy  and  beauty  as  they  shine  in 
tibie  morning  or  glow  in  the  waning  day ;  the  streamlet  eddies 
19^  its  wonted  channel,  and  the  breath  of  spring  moves  the 
crests  of  the  pines  as  of  yore — ^Nature  is  the  same.  To 
change  her  man  is  powerless ;  it  is  upon  his  brother  that  he 
wreaks  his  power  of  desolation. 

Bora  is  overcast,  but  not  with  clouds,  for  the  edges  of 
Monte  Yiso  stand  in  relief  against  the  sky  of  France.  It  is 
the  smoke  of  conflagration  that  hovers  on  the  spot.  Not  one 
house  stands  where  Bora  lately  rose.  Smoking  ruins  attest 
where  they  stood,  while  their  contents  are  charred  by  the 
flame  or  trampled  in  the  mire.  The  owners  have  perished  on 
their  own  thresholds — one  corpse  is  blackened  by  the  flame, 
another  is  headless,  limbs  are  strewn  about,  women  are  lying 
dead  as  they  sank  under  their  destroyers ;  the  glazed  eye  of 
the  child  is  turned  upwards,  and  its  fllm  glistens  in  the  sun. 
Death  has  gotten  the  victory — death,  the  apostle  of  liberty, 
love,  and  eternal  life!  The  grass  is  clotted  with  gore,  the 
stones  of  the  brook  are  dyed,  and  the  water  has  run  with  a 
discoloured  tinge.  In  the  night  the  wolves  seek  their  spoils 
and  fight  over  a  head,  the  featores  of  which  can  soon  no 
longer  be  distinguished. 

Beader,  such  was  Bora  after  the  Christian  crusade  of  the 
Church  of  Bome ;  such  was  the  scene  which  presented  itself  to 
Baynald  when  he  came  back  to  rescue  any  friends  from  the 
agonies  of  death.  Carefully  treading  among  the  dead,  he 
paused  as  he  recognized  some  old  acquaintance.  Lifting  off  a 
piece  of  wood,  underneath  which  he  perceived  hair  familiar  to 
him,  he  recognized  his  brother  Etienne.  His  arms  had  been 
hewn  off,  and  the  gash  of  the  sword  had  rent  his  throat. 
Baynald's  tears  dropped  upon  the  boy's  face,  and  he  paused  as 
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tiie  little  fellow's  memory;  Lis  artless  ways,  ihe  passages  of 
Scripture  he  repeateld;  ^ere  btoaglft  to  iis  brother's  xoool- 
lection.  Moving  on  with  a  saddened  heart  Baynald  dureotod 
his  steps  to  a  small  knot  of  bodies  which  lay  apart,  when  Hbe 
Vnlhire  <3f  the  Alps  rose  os  ttMEgefltro'irmg,  imdiattMM 
this  carmval  of  death  Mi  mehmeboly  saioaiiL 

Haynald's  progress  was  aareetod  by  finding  the  bo^  ailm 
Atmt  Laeille«  She  lay  with  an  expressieA  of  peace  -on  iur 
fkee,  a  contrast  to  the  types  of  f^ony  by  wbidli  die  vm&  «»• 
i^onnded,  and  her  arms  dasped  a  babe  wlii<^  sestied  in  hat' 
blood-stained  bosom.  Stooping  -down  Baynald  found  tfasft'^liit 
child  was  aliye,  and  disengagmg  him  from  Ids  mether^i  arms, 
laid  him  on  the  sward.  The  infant  cmfled  on  Saynald,  evw 
as  he  would  harre  done  on  the  srarderer;  and  BByaaldy 
bending  down,  kissed  ih»  babe's  ^^reiiead,  after  irhich  fttia 
sorrow  seemed  absorbed  in  the  indignatian  and  iiBge  tiiat 
rolled  over  his  fiool. 

'  In  a  more  distant  part  of  the  hamlet  was  aoioi^ier  s^trdrnq^ 
among  the  dead,  as  if  for  some  loved  obfeot.  He  ovBtiocfad 
the  old  and  the  yomig,  and  examined  only  ihe  maiidens,  «• 
thongh  he  were  seeking  a  fiister.  He  turned  over  many 
corpses  wii^  a  look  of  anxiety,  which  brightened  into  hope, 
as  he  did  not  reeognize  l^e  object  of  his  search 

"Perhaps  shodid  not  reach  here,**  sohloqnized  be;  •*!  de 
not  see  her.  Ah  1  I  see  tresses  of  golden  hair  Hke  1»kb) 
let  me  lift  that  body  off ;  it  is  she — ^no,  thank  God  it  ia  ncyL 
But,  yet,  what  is  this  ?  Alas !  it  is  her  scarf^  I  know  it.  Oh, 
Ardoihe,  hast'  tbon  perished  ?  O  God,  what  AsSl  I  aay  ? 
Were  it  better  to  die  here  than  on  the  rack  in  the  dnngeoaP' 

Baynald  approached  the  place,  and  when  he  beheld  Blduffd 
istooping  among  the  dead,  fiiry  blazed  within  his  hreask 
He  remembered  Gaetaldo's  edict,  and  what  lolande  bad  .said 
kbont  the  capture  of  Ardoine.  This  man  had  decojred  bar 
tiway,  and  she  had  perished.  It  was  he  who  liad  been  preeesft 
at  Eodolphe's  exeontion,  and  what  was  he  now  holding  in.  bid 
Mood-stained  hand?     It  was  Ardome's  scarf.    Ddd  bis  <9y» 


^ecttiYBrlaxa!  No}  hsc^  was  0^0 'M^n^:  ^  hiiid-  Mapqais  of 
J^ia^ie^sei  an,  officer  in  i^ia  urm^  x>i  itt|LBderezs»  wdGodsLg  the 
{i(rp|)er^  of  ^  Adozied  and  martyved  Goiuaa<  Bc^^ofild  detei^ 
^poi^e^  to  ta.^e  Teo^eaxusa  g^  baa^  who  had  depiived  Mm  of 
the  object  of  Ms  lifelong  homage,  who  had  presided  at  ihe 
jpiassacre  of  Ma;rDlatk>iiSy  and  was, now  iooldiig  for  pkiaider 
amid  tMs  scene  of  death.  But  Baynald  recoiled  from  mnrdermg 
Jiku  in.  cold  bloody  he  Icnew  that  their  pastors  had  forbidden 
retaliation^  and  that  it  was.the  glorj  of  their  creed  that  under 
jS^gravated  cmelties  no  reprisals  had  stained  their  warfarei 
and  that  nothing  but  self-defence  and  the  rights  of  conscience 
had  led  iihem  to  arms  against  their  sovereign.  Gould  he 
paptnre  Mnv  Baynald  would  reserve  Mm  for  the  judgment  of 
^anavel  and  l^eger;  and  if  condemned,  his  life  would  be 
ibrfeited  to  justice,  and  not  to  individual  passion. 

Goaded  bj  anguish,  Eajiaald  oopld  xestrain  Mmself  no 
longer: — 

\  "  Wretch !"  cried  he,  advancing  upon  Echard,  and  bran- 
(disMng  his  halbert,  "  do  I  find  you  insulting  the  dead?  Are 
your  passions  so  b&se  that  the  lust  of  plunder  is  added  to  the 
love  of  blood?  -Where  is  Ardoine,  whom  you  betrayed  ?  Is 
she  alive,  or  has  she  perished  ?  *' 

"  Eaynald,'Baynald,"  cried  Echard,  rising  and  drawing  the 
sword  wMch  MuUenier  had  given  Mm,  "  you  mistake  me.  I 
did  not  betray  her ;  I  have  saved  her  life ;  I  love  her  too  well 
to  injure  her."  ^ 

"You  love  herl  And  can  I  believe  in  an  honest  lovQ 
among  the  mercenaries  of  Savoy  ?  Look  at  tMs  scene,  and 
behold  the  mercies  of  your  Church,  and  say  if  love  can  dwell 
in  those  who  have  abetted  such  fiendish  deeds.  The  love  of 
the  wolf  to  the  lamb  is  a  very  pure  love.'* 

"Raynald,  Judge  not  by  appearances.  When  we  met 
before  in  La  Baudejie  you  learned  that  I  was  her  protector—^ 
Iruo,  we  met  on  the  grave "  ' 

"  Then  lolande  was  right,"  violently  interrupted  Raynald. 
Save  not   yourself  by  lying  explanations  to  mask  yoiur 
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ctfwwiica;  the  cruel  Bonthnsjn  cownda^  Wfaere^  I  «k,  Is 
Ai^otne?  Wae not  iliai  jewelled  eword  joim?  Ibsreit; 
I  foimd  ik  on  ilia  grsre;  thei^  do  joa  know  it  ?  Ton  m^' 
wen  tremble,  lest  I  stain  it  witii  tlie  blood  of  a  traitor.  Wliete 
isArdome?*' 

^1  know  not;  I  bare  not  seen  ber;  I  am  seeking  ber 
myself/' 

**  You  know  not,  and  yet  I  see  ber  girdle  in  jonr  bandf 
Sbemnstbe  near;  sbe  is  bere;  perbaps  sbe  is  among  the 
dead«  Ob,  Ardoine,  Ardoine,  are  70a  bere  ?  If  so,  yoat 
arenger  or  your  betrayer  sball  soon  lie  by  your  side,** 

**  Raynald,  if  you  would  listen,  I  could ** 

•*  Coward !  are  you  afraid  to  figbt  ?  Liar!  dare  you  not 
struggle  witb  a  peasant  wbom  you  despise  ?  I  doubt  not  you 
are  a  wortby  captain  otjfiah  cut-tbroats,  and  can  lead  a  forlonk 
bope tricked  in  your  uniform!  You  can  murder  giHs,  but 
sbrink  from  an  encounter  witb  one  who  is  young  and  strong. 
There,  I  will  throw  away  my  halbert,  which  is  longer  than 
your  sword,  and  dare  you  to  do  the  same — you  coward !  fit  fbr 
the  bodyguard  of  the  Pope." 

Echnrd  cast  his  sword  upon  the  ground ;  but  before  be  was 
awaro,  Ilaynald,  with  the  agility  of  the  mountaineer,  sprang 
upon  him,  and  threw  him  among  the  dead.  Echard  was  no 
match  for  the  peasant.  The  struggle  of  unaided  nature  was 
short,  and  though  it  might  have  &red  ill  with  Eaynald  bad  the 
encounter  boon  decided  by  the  skill  of  the  swordsman,  the 
officer  was  but  a  child  in  the  grasp  of  a  giant,  to  wbom  fury 
and  sorrow  had  lent  unnatural  strength.  Placing  his  knee 
upon  his  captive's  breast,  Raynald  unloosed  Echard's  sash, 
and  bound  his  hands,  rendering  further  resistance  hopeless. 
The  prisoner's  feet  were  next  secured  by  Eaynald's  leathern 
girdle. 

"  Raynald,  Raynald,"  gasped  Echard,  **  my  curse  be  upon 
your  head,  if  you  shed  innocent  blood.  I  am  a  convert  to 
your  Mih ;  I  have  not  entrapped  your  cousin ;  I  have  saved 
her  from  danger,  and  when  last  I  saw  her ^" 
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**  Silence/*  cried  Raynald,  placing  a  gag  in  his  month, 
Anxioii3  thoagli  Baynald  was  to  glean  information  abont 
Ardoino,  he  feared  the  dangerons  proximity  of  any  stray  Pied- 
montese  soldiers,  who  might  be  attracted  by  Bchard's  shonts. 

**  What  are  lies  to  those  who  shed  blood  like  water,  and 
oflfer  widow's  tears  as  a  sacrifice  to  God?  Yon  were  seen 
with  her ;  you  met  her  on  the  grave  5  and  yon  have  confessed 
that  yon  loved  her.  How  conld  the  son  of  the  bloody  Pianesse 
love  aWaldensian  peasant,  save  to  her  confiision?" 

In  the  struggle  Bodolphe's  ring  had  fallen  out  of  Echard's 
pocket.  Eaynald  observed  it  on  the  ground,  and  recognized 
the  family  heir-loom.    His  face  became  purple  with  rage. 

.  "  The  murderous  villain !  How  could  he  have  this  relic 
if  he  had  not  slain  my  grandfather  ?  O  God,  what  shall  I 
say  ?  and  this,"  continued  Raynald,  tearing  Ardoine's  scarf 
from  Echard's  grasp,  "  is  another  remembrance  of  his  wicked- 
ness and  our  sorrow ;  I  doubt  not  he  has  more  plunder." 

So  saying,  Raynald  searched  him,  and  drew  forth  several 
packets,  in  which  were  bones  and  strips  of  parchment. 

"  The  impostor,"  muttered  Raynald,  "  he  would  have  had 
me  believe  that  he  was  a  convert  to  our  faith,  when  he  is  Ml 
of  the  false  relics  of  his  own  Church.  !Pro  conversione  Haere^ 
^conww,  indeed,  engrave  it  on  the  blade  of  the  sword;  Sancti 
Lucii  JEremitce — Sancti  Anthonii  Abhatis^  Latte  Bella  Ma- 
donna.  Accursed  baubles !  Lying  toys  of  children,  perish ! 
Stay,  ye  would  be  too  much  honoured  by  being  caist  on  this 
ground  red  with  the  blood  of  the  saints.  Ah !  my  grand* 
father,  your  ring,  stained  it  may  be  with  your  own  blood, 
drives  me  to  madness !  and  thou,  my  adored,  my  Ardoine,  hast 
thou  perished  ?" 

So  saying,  he  cast  a  look  of  fury  on  Echard,  as  he  dragged 
him  from  the  place,  and  with  difficulty  maintained  his  resolve 
to  reserve  his  prisoner  for  the  judgment  of  Janavel  and 
linger. 

•  •  tt  #  • 

Ardoino  rocoveredher  consciousness  after  her  paroxysm  of 
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terror,  and  she  lieard  tlie  voioeB  i^  ifae  ccunlwifamftB,  WiiJi 
quickened  heart  she  listened,  iasr  she  veoogxdied  the  voice  of 
£chard«  Her  first  emoikm  iras  one  of  joj,  £or  he  had  not 
perished  on  Gastdlnzzo.  Xhe  other  voioe  was  tiwt  of  Bsynald. 
Its  tones  were  those  of  ai^ger  and  fbiy,  as  if  he  weie  Uinded 
by  nncontroUable  passion.  A  sound  floated  m  the  wind;  it 
was  her  own  name — ^Ardoine.  Her  friends  were  engaged  in» 
deadly  qnairel,  and  one  or  other  mig^  imfame  Ida  hand  in.  Ids 
rival's  blood ;  they  might  be  the  victims  of  njJBnndflnrtwidingt, 
of  which  she  was  the  eanse.  The  ckunmj  sweat  of  death 
setUed  npon  her  brow,  and  fell  to  the  earth  tinged  with  Uood. 
Baynald  had  not  seen  her  since  her  capture  by  Malviciiio ;  he 
thought  her  dead,  and  was  in  igncnranoe  of  snbaeqment  erents. 
She  attempted  to  rise,  to  rush  between  tiiem  and  pflaieat 
bloodshed ;  but  the  corpses  among  whidh  she  had  edged  Imt 
way  were  too  heavy  for  her,  and  she  was  unaUe,  weak  as  ahe 
was  with  anxiety  and  fasting,  to  move  the  fearful  incabaL 
Her  efforts  were  unavailing,  and  the  horror  of  despair  vented 
itself  in  an  agonizing  scream.  The  sounds  died  away^  the 
combatants  retreated,  one  or  other  having  proved  the  victor 
Ardoine  dared  not  conjecture  the  result^  for  the  de&at  or  via* 
tory  of  either  would  cause  a  death-pang  to  her  heart.  She 
interrogated  her  memory  as  to  the  tones,  half  hcqung  that 
she  had  been  mistaken.  But  a  woman's  ears  deceived  hor 
not — ^the  word  was  Ardoine — the  voice  was  Bafnald's. 
*  *  a  *  a 

Malvicino,  in  his  hiding-place,  heard  that  scream ;  and  as 
soon  as  Baynald  had  removed  his  dative,  he  proceeded  is 
the  spot,  confident  that  it  was  the  voice  of  Ardoine.  He  lifted 
off  the  corpses  and  threw  them  on  one  side,  casting  tiie 
women  and  children  into  a  second  heap,  within  a  few  paces  of 
the  first.  After  lifting  off  several  bodies  he  saw  the  gleam  of 
golden  hair  beneath,  and  a  fierce  smile  crossed  his  featarea^ 
as  he  felt  assured  of  the  realization  of  his  hopes,  for  whidi  ha 
had  hazarded  so  much. 
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CHAPTER  XXIX, 

THE  ABBOT  AND  THE   PRIOR. 

"And  has  the  heretic  captain  escaped?"  inquifed  Pitoesse^ 
of  Borengo,  the  day  after  the  sack  of  R(H*a.  '^JOi^  you  de- 
liver my  message  to  him  ?** 

•*  I  did,  my  Lord,  I  read  it  to  him  word  for  word.'* 

"What  did  you  read?" 

"  The  letter  you  wrote  to  him.  Shall  I  read  it  to  you 
again,  that  you  may  feel  sure  your  message  was  delivered  ?-— 

"*To  Captaiii  Janavel.  Your  wife  and  your  daughters 
are  in  my  hands ;  they  were  made  priscmerB  &b  Bora  5  I  ez- 
Jiort  you  for  the  last  time  to  abjure  your  heresy,  which  wiH 
be  the  only  means  of  obtaining  pardon  for  your  rebellion 
against  the  authority  of  his  Boyal  HighneiBs,  and  of  saving 
the  lives  of  your  wife  and  your  daughters,  who  shftU  be  burned 
-Idive  if  you  do  not  submit:  and  if  you  p»sist  in  your  obsti- 
iiacy,  without  putting  myself  to  the  trouble  of  sending  troops 
against  you,  I  will  set  such  a  price  upon  your  head,  that  were 
you  the  devil  incarnate,  you  must  certainly  be  brought  to  me 
dead  or  alive ;  and  if  you  fall  into  my  hands  alive,  you  may 
lay  your  accounts  with  it  that  there  are  no  torments  so  cruel 
that  they  shall  not  be  inflicted  upon  you.  This  warning  is 
for  your  guidance — consider  how  you  may  turn  it  to  your 
advantage.' " 

** And  whait  was  his  answer?" 

**  *  There  is  no  torment  so  cruel  that  I  do  not  prefer  it  to 
the  abjuring  of  my  religion ;  and  your  threats,  instead  of  turn- 
ing me  from  it,  confirm  me  in  it  all  the  more.  As  for  my 
wife  and  my  daughters,  they  know  if  they  are  dear  to  me. 
But  God  alone  is  Lord  of  their  lives,  and  if  you  destroy  their 
bodies  God  will  save  their  souls.  May  He  graciously  receive 
ikeae  beloved  souls,  and  likewise  mine,  if  it  so  happen  that  I 
&2il  into  your  hands.'  "* 

*  3oUi  those  letters  are  ImtanmL 
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**  The  incarnate  fiend !  Giye  me  a  pen,  for  FIl  pot  a  pnoe 
on  his  head.  Fve  an  edict  signed  hj  Gharks  ThrnnmnnpTj  and 
ooontermgned  hj  Morozza.  What  shall  we  say  Ids  acal^ii 
worth?'* 

^  A  hundred  docats,  my  Lord.** 

<*  A  hundred  dncats?  ihat's  too  little.  Wecanaffotdfe 
be  liberal  if  the  country  pays.  ISla  Boyal  Sghness  wob^ 
mind  a  good  huanomano  in  a  case  of  this  sort,  say  three  InDh 
dred ;  and  then  there  are  one  or  two  others — two  bnndredfir 
L^ger,  three  hnndred  on  that  fellow  Jahier,  and  two  Inmdred 
for  the  fiTB  brothers  of  PraL  I  will  put  iliree  bm&dred  oft 
thai  wretch  Echard,  and  on  the  traitor  Halyicmo.  R  would 
be  a  good  thing  if  yon  coold  find  yonr  friend.  I  know  yom 
love  yonr  immaculate  colleague,'*  said  the  Marquis,  wifii  a 
satirical  smile. 

''I  doj^  replied  Borengo,  ''as  the  de^il  loves  Holy  waler, 
but  I  am  quite  ready  to  turn  his  head  into  pocket  money.*' 

**  The  traitor  has  done  us  infinite  mischief  Look  i^  Hob 
swelling  on  my  head,  and  mj  prisoner  and  my  couYert  gone 
through  his  treachery.  Here,  give  me  some  ink,  and  IH 
write  something  that  wiU  shock  the  nerves  of  that  shaip- 
shooter."     So  saying,  the  Marquis  wrote : — 

^  Giosue  GKanavello  delle  vigne,  bando,  confisca,  tenagfia^ 
morte  e  quarti,  con  esposizione  della  testa  in  luogo  eminente." 

"Will  that  do?  Will  you  give  it  a  line,  Borengo,  in 
your  historical  memoirs  ?" 

"  I  will,  my  Lord,  there  is  no  fear  that  I  shall  omit  your 
name.  Tm  afraid,"  continued  Borengo,  after  a  pause,  **  thai 
we  have  not  destroyed  this  brood.  Some  of  them  have  esciqped 
into  Pragela,  and  Mazarin  will  not  let  us  follow,  and  even 
his  master,  Louis  iLLV.,  seems  to  side  with  these  heretics." 

"  The  kingly  thief  has  no  conscience,*'  replied  Pianesse ; 
^he  would  do  whatever  suited  for  the  moment,  but  perhaps 
be'U  improve,  and  Teave  the  Catholic  world  a  better  example. 
Bat  come,  Prior  Borengo,  won't  you  take  an  excursion,  and 
see  if  fortune  &TCffaxB  you?    You  can  have  a  bandfVd  of 
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soldiers  to  save  you  from  the  harhets^  and  you  can  earn  yonr 
prize  money." 

"  Not  mncli  danger  from  the  wolves  or  the  sheep  now, 
nnder  yonr  government,  Marqnis ;  bnt  I  will  think  npon  yonr 
suggestion ;  for  besides  the  higher  motives,  which  nrge  me  to 
zeal,  signing  certificates,  and  leading  a  sedentary  life  has  made 
ine  more  corpulent,  and  I  need  to  keep  the  flesh  nnder." 

So  saying,  the  Dominican  wrapped  his  robe  round  his 
sepulchral  frame,  which  appeared  to  have  enjoyed  a  perpetual 
Lent  since  the  day  of  his  birth. 

Eorengo,  having  made  arrangements  for  a  few  soldiers  to 
meet  him  at  Eora,  proceeded  there  to  be  an  eye-witness  of  the 
triumphs  of  the  Church  before  embalming  them  in  a  historic 
panegyric. 

Having  mounted  Pian  Pra,  Borengo  approached  Eora, 
and  was  startled  to  observe  some  ecclesiastic  engaged  in  plun- 
dering the  dead.  He  recognized  Malvicino,  one  whom  he  was 
seeking,  and  the  price  of  whose  head  he  coveted.  Malvicino 
hearing  steps  looked  round,  and,  sorely  disappointed,  refrained 
from  his  capture  of  Ardoine* 

*'  Malvicino,"  cried  Korengo,  approaching  him,  "  you  are 
my  prisoner;  I  arrest  you  by  order  of  the  Marquis  ofPianesse, 
and  if  you  resist  I  shall  order  my  soldiers,  who  are  mounting 
the  hill,  to  take  you  by  force." 

"  By  the  deposed  Popes  Gregory  XII.  and  John  XXIII.,  do 
you  unfrock  me  so  suddenly,  and  lay  hands  on  your  own  cloth  ? 
Has  the  Marquis's  supper  given  him  indigestion  last  night  ?" 

*^  Hold,  you  are  his  prisoner ;  he  has  heard  from  the  jailer 
ihat  it  was  through  you  that  Echard  escaped,  and  for  this 
treachery  the  Church  arrests  you." 

"Ruin  seize  dependants,"  growled  Malvicino  aside,  "I 
might  have  remembered  that  doors  have  ears.  Nay,  gently, 
Prior.  Hands  off,  I  say  ;  let  go  my  robe,  or  by  the  Immacu* 
late  Virgin  I  will  add  your  bones  to  those  I  see  bleaching 
yonder," 

"  Hideous  immaculate,  yon  swear  npon  what  the  Church 
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has  uttered  no  dogma.    Are  you  inunaenlafce  yourself,  or  were 

you  bom  in  original  sin  ?" 

"How  dare  you,  who  are  nothing  more  than  a  hooded 
Galvinist,  or  a  Jdnsenist,  arrest  one  who  holds  the  Catholio 
faith  respecting  our  Lady  ?*' 

"  I  tell  you  it  is  not  a  dogma,  and  never  was,"  retorted 
Borengo ;  "  none  but  the  impious  Franciscans  teach  it^  to 
curry  favour  with  the  ignorant." 

"  And  what  do  the  poor  Dominicans  do  who  were  carried 
away  out  of  the  convent  in  the  valley  on  the  backs  of  the 
Vaudois  women  ?'* 

Then  did  these  men  eye  each  other  on  the  field  of  the  dead, 
a  contrast  in  person  as  well  as  theology.  Borengo  was  of  a 
lank,  skeleton  frame,  with  long  black  hair,  dark  eyes,  and 
aquiline  nose,  while  Malvicino  differed  with  his  rival,  being 
short)  thick-set,  of  sensual  aspect,  having  a  broad  mouthy 
which  disclosed  two  rows  of  prominent  tusks. 

"  Hands  off,  you  sepulchre  worm,  or  I'll  send  you  back  ta 
the  grave  from  which  you  have  been  let  out  by  accident.  By 
all  the  rival  Popes,  I'll  feed  the  ravens  with  you." 

"  Nay,  bull-dog  Franciscan,  where's  the  girl  you've  stolen 
from  the  Marquis  ?  You  must  come  along  as  my  prisoner, 
in  the  name  of  St.  Dominic,  or  I  shall  be  yours." 

With  these  words  Borengo  sprang  upon  Malvicino,  whilst 
he  shouted  at  the  top  of  his  voice  for  his  soldiers.  But  Mal- 
vicino was  not  disposed  to  surrender,  and  grappling  with 
Borengo,  seized  hm  by  the  waist,  and  endeavoured  to  huil 
him  to  the  ground.  Borengo  with  his  right  hand  clutched 
his  antagonist  by  the  hair,  and  with  his  left  grasped  his  throats 
The  ecclesiastics  are  locked  in  each  other's  gripe.  They 
strain  with  all  their  force,  their  eyes  become  bloodshot  with 
fury,  their  hair  waves  in  the  breeze.  They  fall  on  the  ground^ 
and  clasping  each  other,  roll  over  the  corpses.  Borengo  is 
uppermost,  and  has  the  victory.  He  seizes  his  crucifix  and 
strikes  his  opponent  on  the  mouth.  Malvicino  wrenches  it, 
from  him,  and  coiling  round  his  antagonist,  drags  him  be- 
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neath.  Their>  gittispfbpa  xii<nnent  reHoes,  bat  onfy  tor  aoqnim 
a  &esh  tenacity.  Agam  tiie  strain  <^  tha  musdes  indicates 
the  fury  of  the  contest,  and  the  word  **  Immacnlate**  might 
be  hjBard  mingled  with  imprecations  to  varions  Popes.  Tho 
combatants  approach  the  precipice,  bat  iiiey  are  not  aware  of 
the  galf  beneath.  They  struggle  on,  drifting  nearer  to  the 
dizzy  crag,  but  they  recfe  not  of  the  chasm.  They  roD  on. 
They  are  on  the  edge.  Malvidno  is  uppermost,  and  his  eye 
perceives  the  abyss.  Eorengo  is  beneath,  ignorant  that  he 
Ues  by  the  side  of  bis  sepulchre.  For  a  moment  they  tremble 
in  the  balance.  Their  fate  is  brought  b^ore  them.  With 
screams  of  agony  they  release  each  other,  in  obedience  to  the 
instinct  of  self-preservation.  It  is  too  late.  Two  bodies  are 
falling  through  the  air.  The  Dominican  is  hurled  against  a 
rock.  The  Franciscan  is  dashed  against  his  rival.  The  bodies 
rebound  and  descend  into  the  abyss.  Borengo  is  caught  by 
his  neck  in  the  fork  of  a  tree,  and  his  body  is  thrown  back- 
warks  suspended  as  in  a  vice.  A  spasm  shoots  through  the 
&ame  till  the  last  tremor  ceases,  and  the  only  movement  is 
due  to  the  mountain  breeze.  Malvicino  rolled  down  the 
slope  until  his  body  was  thrown  into  the  cleft  of  a  projecting 
rock.  It  sank  in  the  fissure,  so  that  nothing  could  be  seen  of 
him  except  his  arms.  His  face  was  turned  upwards ;  the  sun 
ahone  into  his  eyes  by  day,  and  the  dew  steeped  his  face  by 
night.  Gradually  he  regained  his  consciousness,  and  not- 
withstanding his  broken  limbs,  endeavoured  to  extricate  him- 
self. But  he  was  held  motionless.  The  night  roUed  on,  and 
he  felt  the  pangs  of  hunger.  "No  comforter  was  near.  TTTs 
cheeks  became  hoUoWi  and  his  eye  dim.  The  agonies  of  thirst 
were  added  to  those  of  hunger.  His  lips  clave  to  his  gums. 
Once  he  heard  the  steps  of  some  soldiers  and  essayed  to  cry 
out  for  assistance,  but  articulation  failed.  A  shower  loosened 
bis  tongue,  but  it  was  too  late.  His  cries  could  not  have  been 
heard  beyond  the  limits  of  the  rock  in  which  he  lay  buried 
yet  unburied,  as  in  an  unnatural  tomb^ 

At  length  his  6ye  discerns  a  speck  against  the  blue  sl^. 
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and  a  sepnloHral  cry  is  heard  above.  Tliai  point  dihies.  He 
perceives  that  it  is  the  cursed  bird  of  night.  His  heart  thvqbs 
and  a  cold  sweat  gathers  on  his  brow.  Those  keen  eyes  have 
mistaken  him  for  carrion.  The  brute  creation  allots  him  to 
the  dead.  The  bird  wheels  down,  and  with  a  scream  descends 
on  to  the  face  of  the  prisoner.  The  spectator  might  now  see 
an  object  on  that  lately  bare  crag.  There  is  life  there  !  There 
is  a  bird !  He  has  found  his  prey.  He  moves  his  head  as  if 
his  beak  were  devouring  the  slain. 

The  imprecation  which  the  Abbot  uttered  against  himself 
on  Castclluzzo  was  fulfilled. 


CHAPTER    XXX. 

JUSTICE  AND  HEBOT. 

Bora  was  silent.  The  voices  of  the  monks  had  died  away, 
and  Ardoine,  owing  to  Malvicino's  interrupted  labours,  was 
able  to  disengage  herself  from  her  load. 

As  Ardoine  was  debating  whither  she  should  flee,  or  where 
she  should  find  Raynald  and  Echard,  a  groan  arrested  her  at- 
tention. Again  she  heard  it  more  feebly  than  before,  and 
saw,  in  the  direction  whence  it  came,  a  sight  which  chilled 
her  blood.  lolande  lay  among  the  slain,  at  the  point  of 
death. 

"  Oh !  have  pity,  save  me  from  the  soldiers,  why  should 
they  hurt  me  ?  Oh  save  me  from  the  Irishmen ! "  gasped  the 
dying  girl. 

"lolande,  lolande,"  exclaimed  Ardoine,  "is  this  you? 
Oh,  lolande !  my  heart  bleeds  to  see  you  thus." 

"  Who  is  that  ?  Ardoine  ?  0  Heaven,  I  fall  by  a  right- 
eous retribution.  I  perish  by  the  hands  of  my  own  people. 
My  uncle's  soldiers  have  done  this.  I  have  found  you  loyal 
and  honest.  I  have  played  a  double  part.  I  came  among  you 
as  a  spy  to  sow  discord,  and  to  lay  snares  for  you," 
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^^  "Obi  lolaade!    WbsA  can  I  do  for  youP    What  can  I 
gefe?" 

"Nothing;  I  am  dying.  Ton  have  been  tme.  Alas,  I  fell 
fl  yictim  to  the  Catholic  soldiery.  Oh,  that  the  Marchioness 
conld  have  seen  the  fate  she  was  preparing  for  me  when  she 
sent  me  to  the  valleys." 

"What  Marchioness  do  yon  mean?  Ithonghtyou  said 
yon  knew  nothing  of  the  Marchioness  of  Pianesse." 

"  So  I  did,  bat  I  deceived  yon.  I  meant  it  well,  for  the 
interests  of  Holy  Mother  Chorch,  Bnt  oh!  Ardoine,  my 
strength  fails  me,  death  approaches.  I  am  the  cause  of  yonr 
misery.  I  have  poisoned  Raynald's  mind.  I  betrayed  yon. 
I  told  Malvicino  of  yonr  meeting  with  Echard.  Oh !  breath 
—I  am  dying — I  told  Baynald  that  an  ofl&cer  in  the  Dake*s 
service  had  decoyed  you  away*  He  has  never  heard  of  you 
since,  and  he  thinks  my  statement  tme.  I  felt  affection  for 
you  once,  bnt  then  I  hated  you  when  I  thought  Echard  had 
seen  you  and  loved  you.  Oh,  quick,  reconcile  them  to  each 
other.  Quick,  I'm  dying — forgive — ^forgive  me — Echard — 
repeat  one  of  your  verses — ^May  you  be  happy — There  is  no 
hope." 

With  a  convulsion  the  spirit  was  separated  from  the  body^ 
and  the  mangled  lolande  lay  among  the  dead,  the  victin^  of 
her  uncle's  soldiers  and  of  the  fiendish  policy  of  her  Church.  , 

Ardoine  shuddered  as  she  turned  away  from  the  corpse^ 
and  fied,  uncertain  whither  to  bend  her  steps.  For  some  time 
she  crouched  among  the  trees  to  recover  her  strength,  and 
then  crept  on  in  hopes  of  meeting  with  some  Mend.  She  is 
arrested  by  an  object  beneath  her.  It  is  the  figure  of  a  Fran-' 
ciscan  monk.  He  is  upon  his  back  imprisoned  in  a  rock,  and 
yet  the  struggles  of  the  body  indicate  that  life  lurks  therein. 
The  chasing  colour  of  her  dieeks  declare  that  he  is  not  un- 
known to  her,  and  even  that  eye  flashes  with  indignation,  and 
with  a  transient  gleam  of  joy.  It  is  bnt  momentary.  Sorrow 
and  sympathy  soon  dim  those  eyes  at  this  spectado  of  human 
misery.    She  quells  her  feelings,  murmuring,  "  Love  your 
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enemiesy  bkss  them  tiiat  oone  yon,  do  good*  t»  ^bem  Hbat 
bate  you,  and  pray  for  them  thafc  despitefolly  use  yoa  and 
persecute  you.'* 

XJncertein  whiilier  tofamfbrprotedaan,  eiiiher  asn^gazded 
berself  or  the  sufferer,  Ardrawbekionght  bar  (^Yacca.  l%efo 
was  no  more  danger  in  seeking  him  at  YiUar  than  in  remain- 
ing on  the  mountain  exposed  to  the  OBtragee  of  the  ban^ts. 
She  reached  Vaoca  in  safety,  and  having  ezjdained  hermiasion, 
be  accompanied  her  to  the  spot.  With  difficulty  they  scaled 
the  rock  on  which  MalTicino  lay,  and  Yaoca  strove  to  wrmich 
him  out  of  the  iron  grasp  of  the  granite. 

**  Daughter,"  said  Yaeca,  ''is  there  a  stream  near?  Wa 
strength  seems  ebbing.  We  must  remove  him  to  my  houses 
where  I  will  protect  you  until  you  can  find  your  friends; 
Alas !  I  mourn  when  I  see  these  deeds  of  blood.  I  am  but 
one  person ;  I  will  nevertheless  contribute  my  mite,  and  vxn- 
dicate  our  Church  by  one  act  of  chanty  in  the  protection  of 
this  maiden." 

^'  Daughter,"  continued  he^  when  they  reached  Yillar,  ^'fuffi  . 
your  office.    I  will  bring  you  a  light  and  refireshment,  and  you 
shall  be  true  to  woman's  mission  in  aiding  me  to  minister  io 
this  dying  man." 

Yacca  returned  witli  food,  and  the  light  of  his  lantern  was 
cast  upon  the  face  of  the  Abbot.  Ardoine  and  Yacca  ez* 
changed  glances.  Their  cheeks  were  blanched,  tiieir  tongues 
ehained.  They  looked  at  Malvicino's  &oe.  They  saw  not  h^ 
eyes,  but  their  empty  sockets !  It  waa  there  that  tiie  raven 
had  made  his  feast ! 

•  •  •  #  • 

**  Oh  turn  away  from  your  false  creed,"  said  Ardoine,  n» 
she  ministered  to  Malvicino,  '^  and  look  only  to  Jesus  Ohrist. 
He  is  part  of  your  religion  as  well  as  of  ours.  Your  ver/ 
oruoifiz  speaks  <^  Him>  but  we  look  to  his  ments  alone,  and 
add  nothing  to  hia  finished  wcR*k." 

^  There  is  no  hope,"  said  the  dying  Abbot.  **  I  have  bees 
tio  great  a  sixmer*     I  am  approaching  etemity;  and  thesB^ 


deeds  of  Uood  iailieBame  of  a.Gk)d  of  love  af^eaar  dreadfiiL 
OIl  !  I  feel  the  pangs  of  conscieiice.  I  have  beejai  a  vile  hypo- 
crite." 

**  But  Jesns  Christ  is  a  great  Saviour.  Look  at  Paul  who 
was  a  persecutor^  and  became  a  preaoher  of  the  go^>^" 

"  I  never  knew,"  replied  Malvicino,  "that  you  read  the  Bible. 
Tou  appear  to  know  more  than  many  of  our  doctors." 

"We  are  taugiht  in  the  Word  of  God  from  onr  youth,  and 
when  we  take  a  personal  interest  in  our  religion^  these  trotixs 
become  part  of  our  Hves." 

"  Oh !  how  I  wish,"  groaned  the  Franciscan,  "  that  I  coold 
blot  out  the  past !  but  it  is  too  late — ^I  am  lost — I  am  lost !" 

"  Say  not  so.  God  can  blot  out  as  a  thick  cloud  your  sins. 
His  salvation  is  free,  and  perfect,  and  there  is  plenteous  re- 
demption for  the  chief  of  sinners.  Jesus  died,  and  is  able  to 
save  to  the  uttermost  them  that  come  unto  God  by  Him." 

"  These  things  sound  well,  but  they  are  mockery  to  a  man 
like  me.  I  can  do  no  more  good  works.  I  oaimot  win 
heaven.'* 

"No  more  can  any  of  us.  Our  best  actions  are  full  of  shu 
Christ  has  won  heaven  for  us  by  his  sacrifiee  on  the  cross, 
and  we  must  receive  it  from  Him.  ^  The  wages  of  sin  is  deatii, 
but  the  gift  of  Gt)d  is  eternal  life  through  Jesus  Christ.' " 

^'  I  try  to  believe  what  you  say,  but  ik  leaves  my  mind  tho 
next  moment,  and  I  am  fuU  of  despair." 

"  Think  of  the  thief  on  the  cross.  You  have  read  of  hint 
in  your  Bible,  have  you  not  ?  What  a  sinner  he  was !  na 
one  would  have  thought  that  there  was  hope  for  him;  asid 
yet  Christ  said  to  him,  *  To-day  shalt  thou  be  with  me  in 
Paradise.'" 

'^  0  Ardoine,  t  liave  been  a  wicked  sinner.  Con  you  for- 
give  me?" 

"Yes,  I  forgive  you  now.  Yon  have  suffered,  and  QodL 
commands  us  to  forgive  as  we  eipeei  to  be  forgiven.  Alas ! 
I  &d  heart-broken  when  I  t]unk  of  our  vuined  household.  £ 
am  an  orphaui  and  many  of  my  aunts  and  cousins  hat# 
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perished  in  these  massacres.  I  feel  at  times  as  if  I  sihoiild 
lose  my  mind.    O  God,  sapport  me!'* 

''Is  Janavel  your  £Either?  and  is  not  his  wife  called 
Martha?" 

''  He  is  my  nncle,  and  Martha  is  my  annt.'' 

''Oh!  can  I  see  them P  Qather  ronnd  my  bed,  Janay^ 
and  Martha,  and  Echard.  Oh !  my  strength  &ils.  Hear  the 
voice  of  the  dying;  your  happiness  depends  on  it.  I  have 
something  to  say*  By  Pope  Gelestin,  I  am  sinking.  Seek 
them  on  the  mouitains,  I  will  speak  before  I  die.  Water** 
water.    Bring  them  before  it  be  too  late." 


CHAPTER  XXXT,  ^ 

THfi  HILLS  OF  ANGROONA. 

The  month  of  May  has  nearly  run  its  conrse,  and  the  sprxnjf 
is  lapsing  into  the  summer,  for  the  woods  have  not  the  tint  of 
early  green*  Upon  a  spur  of  Angrogna,  the  remnant  of  the 
Waldenses,  nnder  Janavel  and  Jahier,  had  made  good  their 
position  against  Pianesse's  troops.  A  knot  of  them  surrounded 
Janavel,  who  was  the  president  of  their  deliberations. 

"  My  brethren,"  gravely  remarked  Janavel,  "  we  are  loath 
to  shed  blood.  Even  under  provocation  we  have  not  allowed 
reprisals  to  stain  our  hands,  but  have  been  guided  by  the  laws 
of  self-defence.  The  course  we  pursue  must  be  dictated  by 
public  justice,  and  not  by  rash  feeling.  Echard  is  your 
prisoner,  Eaynald*  What  charges  do  yon  bring  against 
himP" 

"Do  you  not  remember  him,  father?  he  is  the  one  who 
delivered  Gastaldo's  edict  in  January,  and  ejected  us  iraxm 
our  farm." 

"  In  doing  that  he  might  be  the  messenger  of  his  superioTjt 
and  discharging  a  commission  against  which  his  fedings^ 
revolted." 
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^His  words  of  menace,  even  then,  father,  betrayed  his 
spirit.  But  this  is  a  slight  accusation.  I  charge  him  with 
being  the  mnrderer  of  our  beloved  Ardoine.  Oh,  Ardoine ! 
how  can  I  calmly  talk  on  such  a  subject  ?  My  blood  boils, 
and  my  spirit  is  bowed.  She  has  perished.  She  has  been 
slain  in  the  massacre.  Ardoine,  I  did  love  thee  with  a  depth 
and  puriiy  that  one  feels  but  once  in  a  lifetime." 

"  Hush,  my  son,  my  grief  is  bitter,  and  my  sympathy  is 
deep ;  but  private  feelings  must  not  warp  our  judgment,  nor 
wrongfully  accuse  this  man  you  name  Echard  of  being  the 
murderer  of  Ardoine.    What  proofe  have  you  of  the  charge  ?" 

"  Too  many,  fitther.  I  need  not  speak  of  the  edict,  or  of 
the  suspicious  part  which  I  found  him  acting  in  Aunt  Marie's 
room  on  the  fatal  28th  of  January.  I  learned  from  lolande 
that  he  met  Ardoine,  who  had  gone  to  her  mother's  grave. 
She  had  disappeared.  In  my  agony  we  hastened  to  the  place, 
and  our  worst  fears  were  realized  by  discovering  the  marks  of 
a  struggle  and  this  sword  on  the  ground.  I  picked  it  up  my- 
self, and  here  it  is.  I  can  swear  that  the  sword  is  his,  for  I 
saw  it  in  his  hand  on  January  25th,  and  again  on  January 
28th.  Besides,  it  has  such  a  peculiar  hilt,  that  once  seen  it 
could  never  be  mistaken.     There,  father." 

"  Wait,  Raynald,  let  us  hear  him  speak.  Echard,  did  you 
meet  Ardoine  at  La  Baudene  ?  " 

"  I  met  her  once  by  accident." 

"  Not  by  accident,  father,"  interrupted  Raynald.  "  Is  that 
your  sword?" 

**  Eaynald,  restrain  yourself,"  interposed  Janavel,  in  a  tone 
of  decision.     "  Show  the  prisoner  the  sword.     Is  that  yours  ?  " 

**  It  is  my  sword,"  said  Echard,  "  but  I  am  guiltless.  I 
would  not  hurt  a  hair  of  her  head.  Tea,  I  have  risked  my 
life  to  save  hers." 

"  This  is  your  sword ;  how  then  did  Rajmald  find  it  on 
that  spot,  if  you  had  not  been  there  ?  " 

"I  met  her  there  once  by  accident,  but  how  the  sword  got 
there  the  second  time  I  cannot  explain." 
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"Oh,  Ksten,**  exclaimed  Raynald,  franttcaHy,  "iiis  sword 
condemns  him.  He  admits  he  was  there  cmce.  She  was  dc^ 
coyed  away,  and  has  never  since  been  heard  o£  We  know 
that  lies  are  part  of  the  Catholic  practice  if  not  of  their  creed. 
Oh,  Ardoine,  my  adored,  whom  I  have  loved  ficom  m&mcjf 
thou  hast  perished,  and  I  restrain  mjrself  in  ^le  presence  of 
thy  murderer.  If  not  vengeance,  father,  jnsficet  I  deaumd 
justice." 

''What  else  hastfiiou  in  proof  of  hkgnStf  cahnlyafikeS 
Janavel. 

^  He  presided  at  my  grandfather's  ezecntkm.  I  painted 
him  out  to  you,  father,  on  Castelluzzo,  and  here  is  my  grand- 
father's ring  stained  with  blood  which  I  found  upon  him,  be- 
sides trinkets  belonging  to  our  family.  'From  the  first  he  has 
been  our  persecutor  and  destroyer." 

"  But  to  return  to  the  disappearasice  of  Ajdoiira.  What 
makes  you  associate  him  with  it  ?** 

"  You  know  where  I  captured  him,  &ther,  it  was  at  Ro^^ 
gloating  over  that  scene  of  Hood,  lis  not  that  enough  to  eott- 
demn  him  ?  He  was  there  rifling  the  dead,  and  in  his  hand 
was  Ardoine's  sash.     Ask  him  how  he  got  that,  fath^." 

"  I  picked  it  up  on  fhat  dread^l  scene  of  death,"  said 
Echard,  "  and  was  horrified  myself  to  find  it  there." 

"  How  easy  it  is  to  invent  excuses,"  added  Baynald  bitterly, 
'*  and  to  give  plausible  reasons  why  things  could  not  have  been 
otherwise!" 

"  Has  he  had  any  opportuniiy  of  giving  an  explanation  P*' 
asked  Janavel. 

'^  Father,  he  is  a  perjured  Bar.  He  represented  himself  as 
a  convert  to  our  faith,  and  look  what  I  found  on  him.  These 
images  and  relics,  and  parchments — Pro  eonvernone  JBxBreU' 
corum.  And  what  have  we  to  set  against  all  this  weight  of 
evidence  but  his  word ;  what,  I  ask,  are  oaths  to  those  who 
can  imbrue  their  hands  with  the  Hood  of  heretics,  and  torture 
those  whose  only  crime  is  difference  of  opinion?  Justice, 
&ther.    We  are  fighting  now  againet  the  tioops  of  Sa^wy  far 
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our  UveSf  ttnd  how  eaax  *wb  Tolease  tins  man,  who  has  seen  onr 
camp,  idLO  knows  our  numbers,  and  whose  hands  are  red  with 
the  blood  of  ^oee  deanst  to  ns  ?'* 

''  We  hsve  not  itemed  our  cause  with  reprisals,''  conlanned 
Janavel,  ^*nor  would  we  put  him  to  death  from  vengeance,  but 
^ir  position  is  perikuB.  Onr  blood  ciies  to  heaven,  yet  One 
reigneth  there  who  has  said,  *  Vengeance  is  mine.'  ^ 

**  Father,"  cried  Bayneld,  ^^  are  yon  a  man  ?  Did  you  see 
Hooa?  JDid  ii  not  make  jour  blood  boilP  Bemember  my 
mother — ^is  she  not  a  prisoner  P  and  two  of  your  daughters — 
they  may  have  perished  by  the  executioner,  and  you  may  be  a 
widower  and  I  motherless.** 

"  Search  him,"  said  Janavel,  after  a  pause.  "  Ha !  what  is 
this  ?  A  certificate,  of  recantation  signed  by  Fra  Prospero — 
and  whose  name  ?  Why,  it  is  the  name  of  my  brother  Jean. 
Impossible !  Jean,  thou  couldst  not  have  been  an  apostate. 
Young  man,  can  you  explain  this  ?" 

"  I  know  not  how  it  came  into  my  possession,"  replied 
Echard,  ^'  unless  it  was  given  me  when  it  was  my  duty  to  be 
present  at  the  martyrdom  of  one  of  that  tainted  band  of  six 
sisters." 

'^  One  of  the  six  sisters !  Did  die  perish  on  the  rack,  and 
you  saw  her  ?" 

''  I  was  en  duty,  and  oonld  sot  help  it.  Her  name  was 
Marguerite." 

'*  Enough,"  said  Janavel;  ^'yonr  iesiimany,  Eaynald,  is 
borne  out  by  his  confession.  He  did  meet  Ardoine,  since 
which  time  she  has  not  been  heard  of.  This  jewelled  sword 
was  found  by  you  on  the  very  spot  where  he  admits  that  he 
met  Ardoine.  Her  sash  was  also  found  upon  him.  He  has 
this  certificate  of  Jean's  i^ostaey,  but  which  I  fed.  sure  is  a 
base  fabrication.  He  has  my  dear  fiiiher's  ring,  which  was  to 
have  come  down  to  me  as  an  heir-loom.  His  explanations 
condemn  him.  Our  positLom  must  plead  Ibr  us  if  we  are 
severe,  and  we  must  pray  to  Gt)d  not  to  bring  his  blood  upon 
our  heacku    Toung  man,  yon  must  die^  but  ibe  maimer  of 
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your  death  sHall  not  disgrace  yonr  uniform,  nor  will  axiy^f 
those  cruelties  which  you  have  practised  on  our  wivea  siad 
children  be  inflicted  on  you.  Let  me  exhort  you  to  mate* 
your  peace  with  God,  and  look  to  the  blood  of  that  Saviour 
which  is  able  to  cleanse  from  all  sin.  Jahier,  I  leave  ^e 
matter  in  your  hands.  Let  not  humanity  be  separated  fi^m 
justice.  For  myself,  I  know  not  why,  this  is  one  of  tbft 
heaviest  deeds  of  my  life.  May  the  Lord  send  his  angels  and 
withhold  our  hands  from  shedding  innocent  blood,  and  keep  «a 
in  the  path  of  right  and  equity  1" 


CHAPTER  mncJT, 

THE  BLASTED  PINB. 

The  mountain  brow  glows  in  the  radiance  of  the  setiang  mm* 
The  plains  of  Piedmont  seem  boundless  in  the  hazy  light, 
while  the  slopes  of  Lucema  and  Angrogna  are  cast  into  relief 
forming  one  of  those  glimpses  of  Italy  so  enchanting  to  ihir 
wanderer  from  the  North. 

The  vineyard  is  not  untrodden,  the  chestnut  is  casting  a 
thicker  shade,  and  the  meadows  look  bright  with  the  change^ 
less,  yet  ever  welcome  green,  blended  with  the  more  gorgeous 
hues  of  summer. 

Near  the  edge  of  that  crag  stands  a  blasted  pine.  Once  a 
proud  landmark  of  Nature's  rearing,  its  arrowy  form  shot 
upwards,  but  it  has  been  scathed  by  the  fire  of  heaven,  and 
now  rises  the  type  of  naked  desolation,  in  the  midst  of 
teeming  life.  It  is  the  sport  of  the  blast,  as  rushing  down  the 
gorge  it  shakes  the  stem,  and  seeks  to  complete  the  ruin 
which  the  lightning  began.  It  stands  alone,  a  plaintive 
wreck,  stretching  its  skeleton  and  leafless  branches  towards 
heaven,  as  if  mutely  interceding  for  him  who  is  bound 
beneath. 

Eohard  opens  his  ^yes,  and  looks  upon  the  ■  valley  of 
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liacema.  How  solemn  it  is  when  the  young  are  suddenly 
confronted  with  death,  and  look  upon  the  earth,  dear  to  them 
from  infancy,  for  the  last  time.  He  turned  his  eyes  in  the 
direction  of  La  Baudene,  for  it  was  there  that  he  had  seen  her 
whose  image  clung  to  him  to  the  last.  TTis  eyes  wandered  to 
La  Tour  and  to  Castelluzzo,  on  which  he  had  well-nigh  perished 
not  many  weeks  before.  His  Hfe  might  well  seem  forfeited, 
for  dangers  had  encompassed  him  from  supposed  friend  or  foe. 
There  was  one  who  could  have  absolved  him,  but  he  had  not 
seen  her  since  they  stood  on  the  Yandalin,  and  he  feared  that 
she  had  perished  in  the  sack  of  Bora.  Welcome  death,  for  it 
would  be  the  means  of  their  re-union.  Echard  lifted  up  his 
eyes  to  behold  the  sun  for  the  last  time.  A  mass  of  leaden 
clouds  had  covered  it,  as  if  Nature  would  not  withhold  her 
sympathy  from  him  who  was  deprived  of  the  "residue  of 
his  years.  Yet  his  eye  rested  with  relief  on  the  background. 
Li  the  distance  rose  Monte  Yiso,  the  monarch  of  this  fragment 
of  the  Alps,  a  bright  contrast  to  the  suflen  foreground,  dipped 
in  one  of  those  columns  of  light  which  poured  from  the 
invisible  sun,  proving  its  presence  though  its  orb  was  hidden. 
Nature  was  true  to  herself,  full  of  her  mystic  homage  to  hope 
and  faith,  like  a  chaste  priestess,  pointing  away  from  herself 
to  Him  at  whose  feet  she  was  a  worshipper. 

The  arrangements  are  completed,  and  a  party  of  six  are 
selected  for  the  execution  of  the  prisoner.  Baynald  advances 
to  bandage  his  eyes.  Li  his  conflicting  emotions,  he  notices 
not  that  he  has  seized  Ardoine's  sash,  which  he  places  round 
the  prisoner's  brow.  Echard  has  seen  it,  and  smiles,  as  if 
contact  with  anything  which  belonged  to  Ardoine  was  precious 
even  in  the  hour  of  death. 

The  two  young  men  stood  together,  one  under  sentence  of 
death,  the  other  the  executioner  of  the  sentence.  They  were 
different  in  costume  and  mien,  the  dress  of  the  peasant  and 
the  manners  of  the  mountaineer  contrasting  with  the  uniform 
of  the  officer  whose  bearing  was  that  of  one  who  had  moved 
in  camps  and  cities. 

00 
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A  strange  expression  flitied  over  Ecbard's  face,  aa:id  Bay- 
nald,  noticing  a  look  which  recalled  his  father,  paased  he&a^ 
he  tied  the  bandage  over  the  prisoner's  ejes. 

^  Bajnaid,"  said  Echard,  "  I  forgive  joa.  Appearances 
haye  combiDed  against  me,  and  in  the  honesij  of  your  heart 
yon  think  me  guilty.  Thank  God,  I  am  not.  I  will  die  with 
the  name  of  that  Savionr  on  my  lips  to  whom  my  beloyed 
Ardoine  taught  me  to  look." 

The  sorrow  which  overspread  Baynald's  &oe  was  tinged 
with  jealousy  at  this  allusion,  as  it  reminded  him  of  his  life- 
long devotion,  and  of  the  fate  which  had  blasted  his  hopeii 
His  pity  vanished  when  he  thought  of  Echard's  treachery. 
He  retired  about  ten  paces,  and  beckoned  to  his  comrades  tp 
advance.     They  stand  in  line,  and  fall  on  one  knee.  , 

The  silbnoe  is  breathless.  lii  that  moment  the  life  and 
experiences  of  the  sufferer  are  condensed.  They  present  their 
muskets.  Echard's  pulse  beats  with  fevered  strokes,  for  he 
knows  that  his  hour  is^come.  His  senses  reel,  and  his  spiii^ 
is  drifted  into  the  unknown. 

A  shrill  scream  pierces  his  ear  and  recalls  him  to  li&. 
The  voice  of  a  woman  cries  "  Raynald — ^Echard."  Eaynald 
looks  round,  he  knows  the  voice,  it  fills  him  with  transport,  it 
•dispels  a  thousand  sorrows.  The  breathless  Ardoina  idirows 
herself  between  the  prisoner  and  the  muskets  of  the  peasants, 
•of  whom  Baynald  is  chief. 


CHAPTER  XXXm. 

JOHN  MILTON. 

OuE  scene  changes  from  sunny  Italy  to  merry  England,  amid 
the  beechen  woods  and  open  heaths  of  Buckinghamshire.  The 
grand  combinations  of  forest,  rock,  and  water  are  no  longer  to 
be  seen,  but  the  pastoral  beauty  that  surrounds  the  spectator 
assures  him  that  green- wood  England  is  an  island  garden,  and 
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tiiat  grassy  dells  and  dynastic  trees  have  their  peculiar  clx&mis. 
We  stand  on  the  upland  common  of  Gerrard's  Cross,  distant 
about  nine  niile^  from  Windsor  Castle,  and  traversed  by  th^ 
nudn  road  from  Oxford  to  London.  Rows  of  magnificent 
efans  interspersed  with  Hmes  adorned  its  western  end,  while 
on  other  sides  it  was  surrounded  by  undulating  woods,  in 
which  the  shrill  whirr  of  the  pheasant,  and  the  liquid  notes  oif 
the  nightingale,  could  be  heard.  The  gorse  in  the  luxuriance 
of  spring  cast  a  burnished  hue  over  the  champaign,  and  seemed 
by  its  florid  brilliancy  to  chide  the  languid  heather,  whose 
purple  corollas  would  not  tinge  the  scene  until  the  autumnal 
sun  had  inspired  their  fragrance.  On  the  sjwt  where  the  mag- 
nificent  monumental  church  now  rises,  stobd  that  type  of 
English  manhood,  a  vigorous  oak.  The  plumule,  whose 
frame  the  summer  fly  had  shaken  to  its  centre,  had  swelled 
into  the  knotted  trunk  exceeding  in  girth  the  compass  of  twd 
mien.  Its  trunk  was  hoUow,  and  its  twisted  roots  peered 
above  ground.  The  boughs  afforded  a  pleasant  shade,  fringed 
with  the  uncurling  leaf  of  spring,  and  swaying  in  the  breeze. 
Two  men  were  reclining  under  its  shade ;  one  of  them  looked 
like  a  foreigner,  his  dark  hair  and  complexion  bespoke  a 
southern  sun,  though  his  eye  shone  with  the  glow  of  freedom, 
and  of  religious  feeHng.  The  other  was  of  a  more  solemn 
aspect,  and  the  expression  of  his  features  indicated  ^b&t  he  was 
blind. 

"Friend  Leger,"  said  the  Hind  man  to  his  companion, 
**this  is  a  healthy  air;  our  scenery  is  not  so  romantic  as 
your  alpine  gorges,  but  England  has  its  beauties." 

**  Tour  air,"  replied  ike  other,  "  is  fresh  with  liberty,  and 
how  welcome  must  such  associations  be  to  one  who  is  tram- 
pled  in  the  dust  for  conscience'  sake !" 

"  Fear  not,  England  will  come  to  your  aid — Protestant 
Europe  shall  awake.  In  March  last  you  had  the  kind  offices 
of  Switzerland  and  Holland,  and  at  this  present  time  the 
kings  of  France,  Sweden  and  Denmark,  the  States-General  of 
the  United  Provinces,  the  Swiss  Cantcms,  the  Duke  of  Wir- 
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temberg,  the  Elector  Palatine^  ihe  Landgrave  of  Hesse,  are 
interested  in  yonr  behalf.  I  have  written  several  despatchiai 
on  the  subject,  at  the  command  of  the  Protector,  who  has  acted 
like  your  personal  friend  in  the  matter.  On  the  29th  of  April, 
the  Swiss  Cantons  ordered  a  fast,  and  a  collection  to  be  made 
for  you;  which  example  England  has  followed.  The  cmeltieft 
you  have  related  are  without  parallel  in  ancient  or  modem 
history." 

"  They  certainly  equal  anything  on  record,  and  are  worthy 
the  religion  of  Mahomet,  but  not  that  of  Christ.  Oh  England! 
be  true  to  thyself,  and  liberty  shall  be  thine  eternal  birthrightl 
This  English  oak,  Mr.  Milton,  is  a  type  of  your  countxy,  and 
quite  a  sight  for  a  foreigner." 

"  Have  you  looked  at  the  trees,  Moderator  L^ger,  which 
lie  in  that  westerly  direction?  There  is  Bulstrode  Park; 
you  have  no  sight  like  that  even  among  your  Alps." 

**  It  eclipses  our  chestnuts,  and  I  have  been  admiring  its 
pastoral  glades  with  the  sheep  mottling  the  sward." 

*'  That  park,"  continued  Milton,  "  has  been  as  you  see  it 
for  upwards  of  600  years.  England  was  then  papist,  while 
you  maintained  the  apostolic  faith.  Baynerius  Sacco  mentions 
you  as  existing  before  that  period ;  the  date  of  your  *  noble 
Le9on '  reaches  back  almost  to  the  same  time." 

**  I  feel  much  gratified,  Mr.  Milton,  at  your  knowledge  of 
our  history.  On  the  Continent,  we  have  the  impression  that 
you  English  are  both  proud  and  ignorant  of  what  does  not 
concern  your  wealth." 

"  You  wrong  us,"  replied  the  blind  man :  "  the  jealousy  of 
nations,  who  have  neither  our  freedom  nor  power,  makes  them 
abuse  us,  and,  I  think,  unjustly,  considering  that  we  act  as 
the  champions  of  liberty  through  Europe.  We  have  broken 
the  bonds  of  Rome,  which  enslave  the  nations,  and  *  our  soul 
is  escaped,  as  a  bird  out  of  the  snare  of  the  fowler.'  " 

"  But  remember,"  said  the  Moderator,  "  remember  ttiat 
you  arc  indebted  to  us  for  your  emancipation  from  Papal 
thraldom.    We  stood  in  the  front  rank,  and  against  ns  the 
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first  thnnderbolts  of  Rome  were  fulminated.  The  baying  of 
the  blood-hounds  of  the  Inquisition  was  heard  in  our  yalleys 
before  you  knew  its  name.  They  hunted  down  some  of  our 
ancestors,  and  pursued  others  from  glen  to  glen,  till  they 
obliged  them  to  take  refuge  in  foreign  countries.  A  few  of 
these  wanderers  penetrated  as  far  as  Provence  and  Languedoc, 
and  from  them  were  descended  the  Albigenses.  The  province 
of  Guienne  afforded  shelter  to  the  persecuted  Albigenses. 
Gnienne  was  then  in  your  possession.  From  an  English 
province  our  doctrines  found  their  way  into  England, 
and  your  Wickliffe  preached  nothing  more  than  what 
had  been  advanced  by  our  ministers  four  hundred  years 
before." 

"Honour  to  whom  honour  is  due.  But  the  sun  waxes 
hot,  and  Master  Ellwood  will  be  waiting  for  me.  My  mind  is 
rather  tired,  for  I  have  been  working  at  the  9th  book  of  an 
epic  poem  I  have  been  writing." 

"  Have  you  got  any  of  the  manuscript  in  your  pocket,  Mr. 
Milton  P"  inquired  L6ger;  "  it  would  be  delightful  to  read  it 
under  this  shade.  I  feel  sure,  from  your  conversation,  that 
its  allusions  must  charm  an  educated  mind." 

"Ah!  you  come  from  the  land  of  Dante,  Tasso,  and 
Petrarch,  and  your  flexible  language  suits  a  compliment,  better 
than  our  stubborn  Saxon.  I  have  been  thinking  over  what  you 
have  been  telling  me  of  your  sufferings,"  continued  he,  "and 
I  feel  an  inspiration ;  I  think  I  could  write  a  line  which  might 
^nlist  sympathy  for  your  cause.  Have  you  a  pencil  ? — ^This 
air  is  enough  to  inspire  one;  it  is  so  much  better  than  I 
breathe  in  my  quarters  at  Ohalfont  St.  Giles,  some  four  miles 
up  that  valley.  Did  I  tell  you  that  the  Protector  has  ordered 
Ik  collection  to  be  made  for  you,  and  that  this  county  of 
Buckingham,  with  its  180  parishes,  has  subscribed  £498 
2#.  3i.?" 

"  But  you  are  forgetting  your  sonnet !  ** 

"Not  altogether,  I  was  rounding  off  the  last  lino.  I  have 
it  now.    Are  you  ready  ?" 
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The  blind  man  then  repeated  the  Ibllowmg  linear  wlneh 
his  companion  wrote  down  j&au  his  dieUtioiu — 

"  Arenge,  O  Lord,  thy  slan^^fatei'd  saints,  whose  banes 
Lie  scatter'd  on  the  Alpine  monntains  cold  ; 
Even  them  who  kept  thy  tnitii  so  pure  of  old. 
When  all  onr  fathers  worshipped  stocks  and  sttmes^ 
Forget  not :  in  thy  book  zecord  theb  groans. 
Who  were  thy  ^eep,  and  in  thine  ancient  fold. 
Slain  by  the  bloocly  FiedmontesCy  that  roU'd 
Mother  with  infant  down  the  rocks.    Their  moans  ' 

The  vales  redoubled  to  the  hillsy  and  they 
To  hearen.    Their  martyred  blood  and  ashes  sow 
CVer  all  the  ItaUan  fields,  where  still  doth  sway 
The  triple  tyrant :  that  from  these  may  grow 
A  hnadred  fold,  who  having  leam'd  thy  way. 
Early  may  fly  the  Babylonian  woe.'* 

**  A  gratefnl  offering  to  yonr  genius  and  yonr  mnse,  Ifr. 
Milton.  The  power  of  truth  has  elicited  your  sonnet,  whidi 
idiall  not  perish  unsung.  But  I  see  some  one  approaching — 
a  young  man  of  a  ruddy  aspect,  without  a  moustache.'* 

"  It  win  be  Sir  Samuel  Morland.'* 

"  Good  day,  Mr.  Milton,"  said  Morland,  as  he  approached 
them,  "  the  Protector  wants  his  secretary,  as  you  know  we 
have  no  Latin  scholars  at  Westminster.  It  is  a  censure  on  m^ 
as  our  critics  say,  that  only  one  man  in  England  can  write 
Latin,  and  he  a  blind  man.  He  wants  you  to  indite  a  despatch 
to  the  Duke  of  Savoy,  of  which  I  am  to  be  the  bearer,  relative 
to  those  massacres.  They  make  my  ears  tingle,  and  I  promise 
you  that  I  will  give  His  Eoyal  Highness,  Charles  Emmanuel, 
a  lesson  in  republican  oratoTy ;  they  shall  see  that  I  am  an 
Englishman  and  the  spokesman  of  a  nation  whose  birthright 
is  liberiy.  I  will  call  things  by  their  right  names,  and  the 
prince's  ears  shall  hear  the  truth,  or  this  is  not  an  oak,'* 
added  he,  as  he  thrust  his  stick  against  the  tree.  *'  But  let  us 
hasten,  Mr.  Milton,  and  our  &iend|  Mr.  L^ger,  can  accompany 
lis  to  protect  his  interests." 


Cromwell  — **  I  will  send  a  fleet  over  those  Alps,  if  need  be,  to  teach 
our  brother  of  Savoy  reason." 

Page  455. 
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CHAPTER  XXXiv. 

OLIVEE,  PROTECTOK. 

« 

"Comb,  daughter  May»"  tsaad  iJie  blind  man,  "liave  yon 
finished  that  sentence  ?  the  Protectoi!  will  be  ooming  in,  and 
will  expect  .to  find  it  done." 

"  You  are  bo  eloquent,  father,  irhesi  jour  heart  is  touched, 
that  I  cannot  heep  up  with  you.  QuoUqMot  Beformatam 
religionem  colunt  are  the  last  words." 

The  door  op^ied,  and  in  walked  a  man  of  rather  a  repul- 
sive aspect^  dressed  in  the  costume  of  a  general. 

"  Have  you  finished  your  copy.  Master  Milton,  for  I  am 
impatient  to  read  it  ?"  he  asked,  tapping  his  high  boots  with 
his  sword.  "  As  the  Lord  liveth,  the  sword  of  the  ayenger 
shall  be  drawn.  I  will  send  a  fieet  over  tiiose  Alps,  if  need 
be,  to  teach  our  brother  of  Savoy  reason." 

"  My  Lord,"  said  Leger,  "  I  thank  you  for  your  sympathy. 
We  have  stated  simple  facts,  many  of  which  I  have  witnessed, 
and  now  I  am  an  exile  in  a  foreign  land." 

'*  CaU  not  our  land  foreign.  It  is  England's  glory  to  afford 
an  asylum  of  freedom  to  the  oppressed  of  Europe.  For  my 
part,  I  have  done  something  to  make  the  Protestant  cause 
respected  abroad,  and  on  one  or  two  occasions  I  have  proved 
that  the  glorious  watchword,  ^  Oivis  Bomanus  tmn*  which 
should  have  restrained  that  rascally  Prostor  Verres,  is  not  an 
empty  boast.  I  was  about  to  offer  you  a  settl^nent  in  Lreland. 
Those  Celts  are  thorns  in  our  eyes  as  the  Jebusites  were  to 
David.  I  understand  that  the  Duke  of  Savoy  talks  of  allotting 
your  valleys  to  the  Lish  whom  I  turned  out  of  Iceland.  So 
it  will  be  an  act  of  retributive  justice  to  appropriate  their 
lands.  There  are  valleys  and  brooks  of  water,  for  it  is  a  goodly 
land  if  the  stalwart  arm  of  the  Saxon  pHed  it  with  his  iron 
tool.    I  offer  it  to  you,  on  behalf  of  your  churches." 

"  My  Lord,  your  secretary,  who  is  well  read  in  history, 
Tjfould  give  us  many  examples  of  the  precionsness  of  amative 
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soil  to  the  bereaved.  We  liave  our  Zion,  and  our  sacred 
slirine.  I  thank  jon  for  your  offer,  but  we  wonld  rather  let 
onr  last  man  perish  in  our  Yallqns  i^han  become  aliens  on  a 
foreign  soil."  » 

''  Bight;  nature  is  strong,"  muttered  the  Protector ;  ^  it  is 
true  in  more  senses  than  one  that  the  gleaning  of  the  grapes 
of  Ephraim  are  better  than  the  vintage  of  Abiezer.  But  now 
recite  to  us,  Signer  Leger,  what  thou  hast  seen." 

"  Thou  hearest  that,  Secretary  John,"  exclaimed  Cromw^ 
when  Leger  had  finished ;  *'  does  thy  polished  Latih  embody 
these  turns  of  thought  ?  Thou  seest  I  need  thy  secretaryship 
when  I  fetch  thee  from  Ghalfont  St.  Giles.  Here,  Sir  Samu^ 
you  have  a  good  voice ;  read  this  out,  that  I  may  hear  if  the 
sentences  run.  You  will  have  to  repeat  its  substance  b^ore 
long,  so  you  can  recite  your  lesson  to  your  master  first.  I  have 
ordered  a  collection  to  be  made  throughout  the  land,  and  we 
have  collected  £38,241  10«.  6d,  I  have  sent  a  gratuity^ 
£100  to  those  brave  fellows,  and  I  wish  Gaptaiu  Janavel  to 
have  £40.  It  were  a  blot  on  our  generation  to  suffer  the 
gospel  to  be  eclipsed  in  your  valleys,  where  it  has  shone  from 
ancient  times.  Now  let  me  hear,  Secretary  John,  what  you 
have  written." 

''Bead  out,  Mary,''  said  the  old  man,  addressing  bis 
daughter. 

After  the  preliminary  cough,  the  amanuensis  began — 

"  Serenissime  Princeps,  Bedditss  sunt  nobis " 

"  Stay,  that  wiU  do.  It  is  enough  for  me  to  converse  with 
those  quibbling  princes  of  Europe  in  Latin,  which  resists  the 
twists  of  their  diplomacy.  But  I  will  hear  the  translation  in 
good  Saxon,  which  suits  the  ears  of  a  freeman  and  a  Briton." 

''  Most  Sebens  Pbincb, 

"  We  have  received  letters  from  several  places  near  your 
Dominions,  whereby  We  are  certified,  that  the  subjects  of  your 
Boyal  Highness  professing  the  Beformed  Beligion,  have  of 
late,  by  your  express  Order  and  command,  been  required^ 
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under  pain  of  death,  and  confiscation  of  their  estates  witibin 
three  dayes  after  the  publication  of  that  Order,  to  depart  from^ 
and  abandon  their  houses,  dwelling  and  possessions,  except 
they  would  give  assurance  to  relinquish  their  religion  and 
become  Gatholicks  within  twenty  dayes ;  And  that  when  they, 
in  all  humility,  addressed  themselves  to  yourEoyal  Highness, 
petitioning  a  revocation  of  that  Edict,  and  that  being  received 
to  former  favour,  they  might  be  restored  to  the  liberty  granted 
them  by  your  most  Serene  Predecessors ;  yet  part  of  your 
army  fell  upon  them,  most  cruelly  massacred  many,  imprisoned 
others,  expelled  the  rest  into  desart  places,  and  mountains 
covered  with  snow,  where  some  hundreds  of  families  are  re- 
duced to  such  extremity  that  it's  to  be  feared  they  will  all 
miserably  perish  in  a  short  time  with  hunger  and  cold.  When 
an  account  of  these  things  was  brought  to  lis,  truly  We  could 
not  but  be  moved  with  exlreme  sorrow  and  compassion,  upon 
the  news  of  so  great  a  calamity  befaln  this  most  miserable 
people.  And  seeing  We  acknowledge  that  We  are  not  onely 
in  respect  of  humanity,  but  through  communion  of  the  samo 
Beligion,  and  so  by  a  brotherly  relation  wholly  conjoyned  and 
concerned  with  them,  We  conceived  that  We  could  not  either 
satisfie  Our  self,  or  answer  Our  duty  towards  God,  or  the 
bond  of  brotherly  Love  and  Charity,  or  the  Profession  of  the 
same  Religion,  if  being  touched  with  a  sense  of  sorrow  in  this 
calamity,  and  misery  of  Our  Brethren,  We  should  not  also 
use  all  Oar  endeavour,  so  far  as  in  us  lieth,  to  remove  their  so 
many  unexpected  miseries.  Therefore,  We,  in  the  first  place, 
most  earnestly  desire  and  enlreat  of  yonr  Highness,  that  you 
would  be  pleased  to  call  to  minde,  and  consider  the  Acts  and 
Ordinances  of  your  most  Serene  Predecessors,  and  the  Liberty 
by  thorn  granted  time  out  of  minde,  and  confirmed  to  their 
subjects  of  the  Valleys:  In  the  granting  and  confirming 
whereof,  as  they  did  that  which  questionless  is  of  it  self  most 
pleasing  to  God,  who  intended  that  the  Law  and  Liberty  of 
Conscience  should  remain  onely  in  his  own  power,  so  it  is  not 
to  be  doubted,  but  that  they  bad  also  respect  to  the  merits  of 
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ijbmt  sal^aetB,  wliotn  ihej  bad  foimd  taiiaiit«iid  moi6  fidilifiin 
ipi  War,  and  alwayes  obedient  in  iime  of  Feaoa :  Aiid  as  year 
Strane  Higbness  baib  ezacdj  followed  the  atops  of  yemv  An* 
oestorayinallotberibingsibaabbayebecQboiih  gracioni^  asid 
l^orioofllyperfoniiedbjihem;  toWebesoecb  you  again  aad 
again,  that  yon  wonld  not  depart  from  tbem  in  tbis^  bnt  tbat 
yon  wonld  abrogate  this  Edicts  or  any  o&er  tbat  batb  been 
Blade  for  the  disqnieting  of  yoor  snb^is  npon  ibe  aoconnt  <^ih6 
BeSonned  Beligion ;  tbat  yon  would  restore  tbem  to  their  native 
babitationBand  estates;  tbat  yov  wonld  confirm  to  them  their 
ancient  B^bts  and  former  Liberty ;  oanse  reparation  to  be 
xnada  of  damages^  and  take  sncb  order  tibat  an  end  may  bepnt 
io  their  yezations.  Wbichy  if  yonr  Boyal  Higbness  sball 
gsanti  yon  will  do  a  thing  aooeptaUe  to  God,  comfort  and 
xeiviTe  those  miserable  and  distressed  peopl^  and  give  saiis- 
ftction  and  content  to  all  yonr  Neighbonrs  professing  ^le 
Beformed  Beligion,  especially  to  Onr  sel^  who  shall  esteem 
yonr  favonr  and  clemency  towards  than  as  the  effect  and  frnit 
of  Onr  mediation ;  which  will  oblige  Us  to  make -all  returns  of 
good  offices,  and  be  a  means  not  onely  to  lay  a  foundation  of  a 
good  correspond6n<^  and  fxiendsbipy  but  also  to  encrease  it, 
between  ihis  Commonwealth  and  yonr  Dominions.  And  this 
We  promise  Onr  self  from  yonr  justice  and  clemency ;  Where- 
nnto,  We  desire  Gk>d  to  endine  yonr  heart  and  minde :  and  so 
We  heartily  pray,  that  He  wonld  confer  on  yon  and  your  people 
Peace  and  Timth,  and  prosperous  successes  in  all  yonr  affairs. 
"  Given  at  our  Palace  of  Westminster,  26  May,  1655." 
*^  Put  the  duplicates  in  our  state  paper  office.  GKve  n^e 
the  pen  and  ink,  and  England  wiU  sign."  So  saying,  he 
added  to  the  document  the  duffacter ; 
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^'lSr«w,  MilioD,  ^dosRSd  it  TviOi  jofor  mgnainrai  Hi  Asm 
709  tha  place." 

The  trembling  hand  of  the  blind  nuoi  waa  guided  ii>  {to 
ftpoty  and  his  name  was  added  to  the  scrolL 


Cromwell  sighed  after  he  had  heard  the  despatch,  and  said 
to  himself,  as  he  dried  the  signature,  "  It  will  throw  a  ^ory 
round  ns  to  bid  onr  sister  Church  rise  from  the  dust  and  put 
on  more  glorious  apparel.  Ah  I"  continued  he,  in  a  lower 
voice,  "  this  little  act  may  confer  on  me  more  lasting  &me 
than  my  greater  deeds,  which  posterity  may  misconstrue." 

**  Morland,  you  may  leave  for  Turin,  as  soon  as  the  ink  is 
dry,  and  remember,  that  you  are  an  Englishman  and  a 
Chnstian." 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 

THB    BXTGLISH    AMBA8SAD0B. 

BiTOLi  is  not  far  from  Turin,  on  the  road  which  leads  through 
Susa,  and  traverses  the  Alps  by  the  pass  of  the  Mount  Cenis. 
The  town  lies  in  the  plain  of  Piedmont,  beyond  the  outlying 
undulation  of  those  giant  mountains,  which  form  a  magnificent 
background,  and  can  never  be  forgotten  by  any  one  who  has 
surveyed  the  panorama  from  the  Superga. 

The  court  of  Charles  Emmanuel  was  held  at  this  place  in 
ihe  summer  of  1655,  and  considerable  festivities  had  taken 
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^boe  io  celebrate  ihe  trinmplis  of  the  Church  of  Borne  as 
achieved  in  the  Fiedxnontese  Easier.  On  one  of  the  com* 
fiiendng  days  of  Jnne  an  andience  had  been  demanded  hy  a 
•*  Commissioner  extraordinary,"  sent  by  the  Lord  Protector  of 
the  Commonwealth  of  England. 

The  Duke  was  seated  on  his  throne  in  the  reception  room, 
and  at  his  right  hand  sat  Madame  Eoyale ;  on  his  left  was  idie 
Marquis  of  Pianesse,  wearing  a  decoration  which  was  not 
npon  his  breast  in  January.  The  Papal  Delegate  Gkistaldo, 
Gibelino,  the  Archbishop  of  Turin,  the  Chancellor,  the  Duke*s 
confessor,  and  most  of  the  nobility  who  composed  the  Ducal 
Court,  were  present  in  their  official  capacity.  A  young 
foreigner  stood  before  the  prince  of  Savoy,  his  clustering  hair, 
his  fair  complexion,  his  blue  eye,  bespoke  his  Anglo-Saxon 
origin,  while  his  bearing  was  that  of  the  representative  of  a 
great  state.  After  bowing  to  the  Duke,  the  youthful  ambas- 
sador delivered  himself  as  follows :: — 

''  May  it  please  your  Most  Serene  and  Royal  Highness, 
"  I  am  sent  by  the  Most  Serene  Prince  Oliver,  Lord  Pro- 
tector of  the  Commonwealth  of  England,  Scotland  and  Ire- 
land, unto  your  Royal  Highness,  whom  he  heartily  saluteth^ 
and  with  a  very  high  and  singular  affection  of  minde  towards 
the  person  of  your  Serene  Highness,  wisheth  you  life,  a  long 
reign,  and  prosperous  successes  in  all  your  affairs,  together 
with  the  love  and  affections  of  your  people.  And  this  respect 
doubtless  is  due  to  your  merit,  whether  a  man  consider  the 
most  noble  inclination  and  royal  extraction  of  your  Highness, 
together  with  the  high  expectation  which  the  world  hath  from 
80  many  most  eminent  vertues,  or  whether  by  perusing  the 
monuments  of  Time  past,  he  call  to  minde  the  ancient  alliance 
of  our  Kings  with  the  Royal  family  of  Savoy.  As  for  my  sel^ 
though  I  be  a  young  man,  I  confess,  and  have  not  much  ex- 
perience in  affairs,  yet  it  pleased  my  Most  Serene  and  Most 
Gracious  Master  to  send  me,  being  one  that  is  very  much 
devoted  to  your  Royal  Highness,  and  a  great  lover  of  all  the 
People  of  Italy,  to  negotiate  even  Matters  of  grand  import- 
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ance,  for  so  iihose  afikirs  are  to  be  called,  wherem  ihe  safety 
flf  many  poor  distressed  people,  and  all  their  hope  is  compre^ 
hended ;  which  indeed  consisteth  wholly  in  this,  if  so  be  that 
by  all  their  loyalty,  obedience,  and  most  hmnble  Petitions, 
they  may  be  able  to  moUifie  and  appease  the  minde  of  your 
Boyal  Highness  which  hath  been  provoked  against  them* 
In  behalf  of  these  poor  people,  whose  Ganse  tmly,  even  Com- 
miseration  it  self  may  seem  to  make  the  more  excusable,  the 
Most  Serene  Protector  of  England  is  also  become  an  Inter- 
cessor, and  he  most  earnestly  entreateth  and  beseecheth  jojst 
Boyal  Highness,  that  you  would  be  pleased  to  extend  your 
mercy  to  these  your  very  poor  subjects  and  most  disconsolate 
outcasts ;  I  mean  those  who,  inhabiting  beneath  the  Alps  and 
certain  Valleys  under  your  dominion,  are  professors  of  th9 
Protestant  Religion.  For  he  hath  been  informed  (which  no 
man  can  say  was  done  by  the  will  of  your  Highness)  that 
part  of  those  most  miserable  people  have  been  cruelly  mas- 
sacred by  your  forces,  part  driven  out  by  violence,  and  forced 
to  leave  their  native  habitations,  and  so  without  house  and 
shelter,  poor,  and  destitute  of  all  relief,  do  wander  up  and 
down,  with  their  wives  and  children,  in  craggy  and  uninha- 
bited places,  and  mountains  covered  with  snow.  Now  what, 
or  what  manner  of  cruelty  have  not  these  soldiers  of  late 
dared  to  act,  or  hath  been  omitted  by  them.  Oh,  the  fired 
houses  which  are  yet  smoking,  the  torn  limbs  and  ground 
defiled  with  bloud !     Virgins 

•  *  •  •  •  ^ 

and  in  that  miserable  manner  brea^^hed  out  their  last.  Some 
men  an  hundred  years  old,  decrepit  with  age,  and  bed-rid^ 
have  been  burnt  in  their  beds.  Some  infants  have  been 
dashed  against  the  rocks,  others  their  throats  cut,  whose 
brains  have,  with  more  than  Cyclopean  cruelty,  been  boiled 
and  eaten  by  the  murtherers !  What  need  I  mention  more, 
although  I  could  reckon  up  very  many  cruelties  of  the  like 
kinde,  if  I  were  not  astonished  at  the  very  thought  of 
them. 
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^ItnUihbTynnUdtsJl  times  and  Ages  ^m«  «K?eageiB 
{wbtoh  I  wonld  bare  spoiceii  without  any  c^enoe  to  jonr 
Higlmass,  seeing  we  bdiere  none  of  these  tidngs  weat9  dono 
ihrough  anj  d^nlt  of  yours),  oerfcamty  tiiey  would  Iw 
iig^iftTw^  when  tiiey  should  finds  that  they  had  conixiTed  no- 
thing (m  comparison  with  these  actings)  that  might  be 
xepated  barbarons  and  inhnmane.  In  the  mean  time,  Ae 
Angels  are  surprised  with  horrour !  men  areamazed!  Heaven 
it  self  seems  to  be  astonished  wi^  the  cries  of  dying  men,  and 
the  Tety  earth  to  blush  bdng  disoolonred  with  the  gorol)lond 
of  so  many  innocent  persons !  Dd  not,  O  Thon  Most  E^^ 
God,  do  not  Thon  take  that  revenge  which  is  dae  to  so  great 
wickedness  and  horrible  Tillanies !  Let  thy  blond,  O  Chris^ 
wash  away  this  blond ! 

^'  But  it  is  not  my  business  to  make  a  narrative  of  these 
iUngs  in  order  as  they  were  done,  or  to  insist  any  longer  upon 
them;  and  that  whidi  my  Most  Serene  Master  desireth  of 
your  Soyal  Hi^inieBs  you  will  better  understand  by  his  Ovm 
Letters,  which  Letters  I  am  commanded  with  all  obsenrance 
and  due  respect  to  deliver  to  your  Boyal  Highness ;  to  which 
if  your  Boyal  Highness  shall  (as  we  very  much  hope)  be| 
pleased  to  vouchsafe  a  speedy  answer,  you  will  thmby  very 
highly  obb'ge  my  Lord  Protector,  who  hath  laid  this  thing 
deeply  to  heart,  and  the  whole  dommonwealili  of  England. 
Ton  will  also  by  an  act  of  compassion,  most  worthy  of  your 
Boyal  Highness,  restore  life,  safety,  spirit,  country,  and 
estates,  to  many  thousands  of  poor  afflicted  people  who 
depend  upon  your  |deasure,  and  me  you  will  dismiss  back  to 
my  native  country  with  exceeding  joy,  and  with  a  report  of 
your  eminent  virtues,  the  most  happy  proclaimer  of  your 
Princely  clemency,  and  one  for  ever  most  obliged  to  your 
Boyal  Highness." 

When  Mr.  Morland  had  thus  expressed  himself  to  the 
Duke  in  the  presence  of  Madame  Boyale  and  all  the  Court,  he 
piesented  him  with  his  Highness  the  Lord  Protector's  letter, 
a  copy  whereof  has  abeady  been  recorded. 
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Hie  ceased*  Tl^s  speech,  characterized  by  Pariian  energy, 
pronounced  with  the  assurance  of  jonth  and  conrage,  amid 
more  like  the  severe  accents  of  ihe  prophets  of  old  than  the 
phrases  of  ^plomatic  routine,  produced  a  profound  sensation. 

The  courtiers  looked  at  one  another,  and  the  Marquis  of 
Fianesse  turned  pale  and  sank  upon  his  chair.  The  Duke 
Hushed,  bit  his  lips,  but  made  no  reply.  ITever  had  prince  been 
so  boldly  found  fault  mth  to  his  &rce.  At  last  the  Duchess, 
whose  mind  had  been  moulded  by  the  Jesuits,  replied : — 

'^  As  on  the  one  side  I  cannot  but  extremely  applaud  the 
singular  charity  and  goodness  of  his  Highness  the  Lord  Pro- 
tector towards  our  subjects,,  whose  condition  has  been  repre^ 
sented  to  him  as  so  exceeding  sad  and  lamentable,  aa  I 
perceive  by  your  discourse,  so  on  the  other  side  I  cannot  but 
extremely  admire,  that  the  malica  of  men  should  ever  proceed 
so  far,  as  to  cloath  such  father-like  and  tender  chastisements 
of  our  most  rebellious  and  insolent  sulijeots  with  so  black  and 
ugly  a  character,  to  render  them  thereby  odious  to  all  neigh- 
bouring Princes  and  States  with  whom  we  so  much  desire  to 
keep  a  good  understanding  and  friendship,  e«^eoially  with  so 
great  and  powerfull  a  Prince  as  his  Highness  the  Lord  Pft)- 
tector ;  and  withall  I  do  not  doubt  but  that  when  he  shall  be 
particularly  and  clearly  ii^ormed  of  the  ia^th  of  all  passages, 
he  will  be  so  fally  satisfied  with  the  Duke's  proceedings  that 
he  will  not  give  the  least  oountenance  to  these  our  dis- 
obedient subjects.  But,  however,  for  his  Highness'  sake  wo 
will  not  onely  freely^  pardon  our  rebellious  subjects  for  those  so 
hainous  crimes  v^hich  they  had  committed,  but  also  will 
accord  to  them  such  privileges  ssid  graces,  as  could  not  but 
give  the  Lord  IVotector  a  snfQcient  evidence  how  great  a 
respect  we  bear  both  to  his  Person  and  Mediation." 

Morland  bowed  to  Her  Highness  Madame  Boyale  and 
replied: —  ' 

"  May  it  then  please  your  Royal  Highness  to  grant  me  two 
requests :  To  annul  the  decrees  of  outlawry  against  Leger  and 
Janavel,  on  whose  heads  a  price  has  been  set,  and  to  restore  the 
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wife  and  daughters  of  Janavel  who  were  taken  prifionerB  4 
Bora." 

"So  gentle  is  onr  disposition,'*  answered  the  Dache9% 
''  and  so  lovingly  do  we  feel  to  onr  misguided  sabjects,  that  we 
will  at  once  grant  yonr  requests.  I  will  sign  an  order  £at 
their  release.  Cardinal,  will  yon  hand  me  the  great  seal,  and  we 
will  shew  onr  Royal  clemency,  that  his  Excellency  may  assure 
the  Serene  Protector  of  the  earnestness  of  jour  intentions.  Let 
his  Excellency  take  this  release  to  Turin  himself  and  be 
assured  we  will  redress  all  rightful  grievances." 

A£ter  receiving  the  document,  Morland  bowed  to  the  Duke 
and  the  Duchess  Christina,  and  retired,  pleased  with  the 
first-fruits  of  his  negotiations.* 


CHAPTER  XXXVL 

LEGEB. 

In  the  prison  in  the  Borgo  St.  Salvario  languished  Martha. 
She  had  been  in  confinement  since  the  beginning  of  May. 
Her  cheeks  were  more  sunken  than  before,  and  her  pallid 
features  presented  a  more  striking  contrast  to  the  garment  of 
mourning  which  she  still  wore.  The  past  was  imprinted 
upon  her  memory  with  a  distinctness  which  she  could  not 
efface.  She  wept  when  she  recurred  to  her  early  grief.  13ien 
the  retrospects  of  that  sisterly  fellowship  caused  a  throb  of 
agony.  The  scenes  in  the  convent,  her  release,  her  pro- 
tection on  Monte  Vandalin,  the  horrors  of  Rora,  these 
episodes  alternately  soothed  and  intensified  her  sorrow.  At 
Rora  she  had  awaited  death ;  bnt,  having  been  recognized  as 
the  wife  of  Janavel,  she  had  been  secured  as  a  hostage  to 
compel  the  submission  of  her  husband.    She  remembered  the 

*  These  and  the  following  documents  are  given  verbatim.  Some 
of  the  originals  exist  in  the  State  Paper  Office^  and  others  at  CambridgiS 
and  Turin* 
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fierodn^ss  witli  wHch'Piaiiesse  bad  received  bcr,  and  how  bis 
eyes  sparkled  when  be  read  out  tbe  letter  wbicb  be  sent  to 
Janavel.  Sbe  groaned  wben  she  thongbt  of  tbe  sorrow  it 
wonld  canse  bim,  but  sbe  prayed  that  bis  faitb  migbt  not  fail, 
and  tbat  be  migbt  not  prove  false  to  bis  conscience,  to  save : 
ber  from  tbose  wbo  conld  only  kill  tbe  body. 

On  tbe  morning  of  tbe  7tb  of  June,  as  sbe  was  indulging 
in  these  reflections,  the  door  of  ber  dungeon  creaked  and 
Morland,  the  English  ambassador,  entered,  holding  a  parch- 
ment in  his  band,  bearing  the  seal  of  Savoy. 

"  Madame,"  said  he,  addressing  Martha,  "  I  have  beard  of 
yon  and  your  husband,  and  I  have  come  to  the  court  of  Turin, 
in  the  name  of  England,  to  intercede  on  your  behalf.  Your 
release  is  the  flrst-fruit  of  my  mission,  and  I  have  obtained  a 
repeal  of  the  decrees  against  your  husband  and  the  Mode- 
rator." 

"  Thanks  be  unto  God!  He  is  one  wbo  bears  prayer.  O 
Lord,  pardon  my  unbelief !  I  longed  to  clasp  my  husband,' 
and  to  rescue  my  daughters  from  this  place.  Oh,  Janavel ! 
shall  we  meet  again  P  Courteous  sir,  excuse  my  wanderings. 
The  change  from  death  to  companionship  with  Janavel  is 
almost  too  much,  yet  bow  many  memories  will  our  re-union 
awaken." 

"I  will  give  orders  for  your  release  and  that  of  your 
daughters.  L^ger  will  join  us,  and  we  will  proceed  to  these 
valleys  which  I  long  to  see,  as  tbe  classic  ground  of  liberty 
and  truth.  But  we  will  go  to  La  Groce  Bianca,  where  we 
shall  meet  with  the  Moderator  and  tbe  officer,  Du  Petit  Bourg, 
who  wished  to  communicate  something  relating  to  the  late 
tragedies." 

''  Ah !  Moderator,"  said  Morland,  as  be  reached  the  spot, 
**  we  find  you  here.  I  fear  your  bead  is  no  longer  worth  as 
much  as  wben  I  met  you  with  Milton  on  Qerrard's  Cross." 

''  How  so,  Sir  Samuel  P"  replied  the  Moderator  with  a 
smile. 

'^  It  was  worth  200  ducats  to  the  finder  a  short  time  ag9| ' 

U1BL 
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80(  Ihai  you  carried Boma  cna's  -fbrtnne  sboui^wiiir  yoo^  faaiX 
hftre  got  die  DndiesB  to  leduce  its  YsJjae  to  a  cifhmg  ao  yon 
may  k^  it  on  your  pillow  to^niglit  with  the  assmaoce  Hiat  na. 
PSupel  li^oa  will  cieut  off  bis  debts  at  your  expense.  But  fas 
9m  me  if  I  baater  on  what  is  a  serious  matter.  l£oel%  gatk, 
of  good  spirits  to  think  wehave  effacted  something.  Bui  beee 
is  ILDaPetiiBoiirg." 

**  1  sakite  yon  both/'  saidDu Petit  Bonx^  ""and  espedal^ 
bis  EzesUen^  from  England.  Yon  are  periiapa  not  awm 
that  the  Conrt  of  Turin  have  pnblished  what  they  call  a 
Vadarny  giving  the  accoont  of  the  massacres,  and  they  have 
quoted  me  in  this  paragraph,  which  I  wfll  read. 

^*He  who  commanded  the  said  Regimgnt  was  Mr.  Be 
Feidtboargy  a  professor  of  the  pretended  Reformed  Beligioi^ 
and  be  whom  they  call  Ayde  de  Major,  who  caused  all  tbe^ 
Orders  which  were  given  him  to  be  put  in  execution.  Now 
the  Marquess  of  Fianezza  g9.ve  comnmnd  to  him  who  was  the 
chief  and  marched  in  the  head  of  every  Troop,  recommendi^ 
the  same  above  all  ^  the  special  care  of  the  said  M.  de  P.  B^ 
to  treat  those  of  Angrognia  in  the  mildest  manner  th^  coiiU 
possibly,  as  also  to  take  up  their  quarters  and  provisions  £x 
snbsistance  in  the  higher  parts  of  the  valley,  but  peaceably 
and  without  the  least  act  of  hostility  in  case  the  peasants, 
made  no  resistance. 

**'  ^  This  Sieur  de  Fetitbourg  hath  the  reputation  of  apers<m . 
of  BO  much  honour  that  there  is  no  question  to  be  made  bat 
be  will  readily  attest  the  truth  thereof,  and  that  he  will  never 
say  he  ever  received  any  Orders  to  the  ccmtrary/ 

"  Now,  in  answer  to  this  I  have  signed  the  following  doco^ 
ment,  which  has  been  attested  by  two  of  my  late  oflficers,  and 
I  shall  commit  it  to  your  custody  for  reference.  In  truth  I 
threw  up  my  command  zaither  than  become  an  executionep- 
and  assist  in  such  deeds,  and  the  Court  c^  Tnrm  tries  to  ez*^ 
plain  them  away,,  owing  to  the  ^cxtement  they  have  occaaiotied 
in  Europe.  I  swear  to  you,  Mr.  Morland,  on  the  honovh. 
oi  a  Boldiet»  that  the  cmswt  atatementsaiKe  m  m  wwq  i 


^erated^  iorr Umii^anSd  be  impossiUie/ ' t  viH  read  joumy 
ati^estatiaii. 

'^ '  I  Sieur  du  Petit  Bonrg,  first  C^tain  of  ihd  Begimentr 
of  Qrancej,  w&o  also  commanded  the  ssaxie,  baying  received 
dlrectioiMi  from  Prinos  Thomas  to  go  and  join  with  the  Mar-^ 
quesff  of  Fionesse,  and  to  receive  hk  orders  (which  Marquess- 
was  then  at  La  Torre),  when  I  was  juB^  upon  my  departure, 
the  AmbassadoYir  sent  for  liie^  and  desired  me  to  speak  t& 
Mons*  de  Pionessev  and  to  nse  xaj  ^ideavonr  to  accommodate 
the  troubles  which  were  happened   amongst   those   of  the 
Religion  in  the  Valleya  of  Pietoont :  in  order  wherennto,  I 
ihen  addressed  nrfself  to  the  said  Marquess,  intreating  him, . 
mth  much  eamestBesSy  that  he  would  give  way ;  that  I  might 
undertake  the  said  accommodation,  which  I  supposed  I  might 
have  been  able  to  effect.    But  he  refused  th^  my  request,  and 
that  divers  times,  notwithstanding  all  the  endeavours  I  could 
possibly  use  to  perswade  him  thereunto*    And  instead  of  the 
least  mitigation  of  afffeirs,  that  this,  or  any  other  consideration 
which  I  could  lay  before  him,  did  then  produce,  on  the  con- 
trary, I  was  witness  to  many  great  violences  and  extreme - 
crodties  exercised  by  the  Bandets  and  souldiers  of  Piemont, 
iipdn  all  sorts  of  every  age,  sex,  and  condition  whatsoever* 
whom  myself  saw  massacred^  dismembered;  han^ged  up,  bumt- 
and  ravished,  together  with  many  horrid  confusions.    And  so- 
far  is  it  from  truth  that  the  whole  was  done  by  virtue  of  thoso 
Orders  which  were  given  out  by  me  (as  is  fiilsiy  alleged  in  a 
certain  relation  printed  in  French  and  ItaKan),  that  I  beheld 
the  same  with  horrour  and  regret.    And  Whereas  it  is  said  m 
the  same  relation,  that  the  Marquess  of  Pionessa  commanded 
me  to  treat  them  peaceably  without  hostility,  and  in  the  best 
n^anner  I  could  possible,  tifie  event  dearly  demonstrated,  that 
the  Orders  he  gave  were  altogether  contrary,  for  as  liiuch  as  it' 
is  most  certain,  that  without  any  distinction  of  those  who  re- 
sisted, jfrom  those  who  naade  no  resistance,  they  were  used  with 
all  sorts  of  inhumanity^  "ttieir  house?  burnt,  their  goods  plun- 
dered ;  and  when  prisoners  were  brought  before  the  Marquess 
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of  Pionesse,  I  saw  him  ghre  order  to  give  them  no  qnarier  at 
an,  because  (said  he)  his  Highness  is  resolved  to  have  none  c^ 
the  Religion  in  any  of  his  Dominions. 

**  *  And  as  for  what  he  protests  in  the  same  Dedaiai&n,  as 
namely,  that  there  was  no  hnrt  done  to  any,  except  dnringtiie 
Fight,  nor  the  least  Ontarage  committed  npon  any  person  not 
fit  to  bear  Arms.  I  do  assert,  and  will  maintain,  that  it  isnot 
so,  as  having  seen  with  my  eyes  several  men  ldll*d  in  c<^ 
blond,  as  also  women,  aged  persons,  and  yoong  diildren 
miserably  murdered. 

'' '  As  for  the  manner  how  they  put  themselTes  in  posses- 
sion of  all  the  Valleys  of  Angrognia,  to  pillage  and  bum  the 
same  entirely,  they  did  it  with  ease  enough ;  for  (excepting 
six  or  seven  who  seeing  there  would  be  no  Mercy  shown 
them,  made  some  show  of  opposition)  he  sent  them  awaj 
without  the  least  resistance;  the  peasants  thinlring  rather 
how  to  flie  than  to  fight  the  Enemy.  In  som,  I  deny  aAmy- 
lutely  and  protest,  as  in  the  presence  of  Gk>d,  that  none  of 
those  cruelties  above  mentioned  were  executed  by  my  Order, 
but  on  the  contrary,  seeing  that  I  could  not  procure  a  remec^, 
I  was  constrained  to  retire  and  quit  the  conduct  of  the  Begi- 
ment,  for  fear  of  being  present  at  such  wicked  Actions.  Done 
at  Pignerol  the  27  Novemb.  1655. 

"*Du  Pbtit  Boubo. 

**  *  We,  whose  names  are  here  subscribed,  Captains  of  the 
Begiments  of  In£antery  of  Sault  and  Ayeme,  do  attest  that 
we  have  seen  the  present  Declaration  made  by  the  Sieur  du 
Petit  Bourg,  Captain  of  the  Begiment  of  Infantery  of  Grranoey, 
in  the  City  of  Pignerol,  and  by  him  written  and  signed  with 
his  own  hand,  in  our  presence. 

"  *  In  Witness  whereof,  we  have  signed  this  present  Attes- 
tation, at  Pignerol,  this  25  of  Novemb.  1655. 

"  *  S.  HiLAiEB,  Captain  of  Auvergne. 
"  *  Dc  Faure,  Captain  of  Sault.' " 
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**It  18  too  iarae,**  sigbed  Leger;  "wliat  have  I  not  lost 
myself  in  these  fearfiil  mas^un*es  F  /My  prop«rty,  lay  church, 
and  what  I  cannot  replaba^  all  my  fnaamact^ts  and'  original 
docnments  Ti4iich  I  had  heen  collecting  fdc  years  4o  nvrite  a 
history  of  oitr  church.  This  Bible  is  the  only  relic  I  have 
saved  from  the  wreck.  Alltow  me,  Mr.  Morland,  to  testify  as 
much  in  it,  in  your  presence,  as  ambassador  of  that  g^ierous 
nation  which  takes  such  an  interest  in  our  valleys."  L%er 
having  written  the  following,  ^landed  it  to  Morland : — 

"  This  holy  Bible  is  the  only  treasure  which,  of  all  my 
goods,  I  was  able  to  rescue  from  ihe^  horrible  massacres  and 
imparalleled  destructions  which  ^e  court  of  Turin  put'  iaf 
execution  in  the  valleys  of  Piemont  in  1655,  and. for  this 
reason  (besides  that  there  are  in  it  many  ismali  remarks  in  my 
own  handwritmg)  Z  recommend  and  command  my  children  to 
preserve  it  as  a  most  valuable  relic,  and  to  transmit  it  from 
hand  to  hand  to  their  posterity,. 

••John  Legeb,  Pastor.** 

"  Now,  Moderator,  Ifet  ns  hasten  to  the  valleys ;  yon  shall 
rejoin  your  friends  and  assure  them  of  your  safety.** 

In  a  few  hours  Morland  and  his  escort  were  on  their  way 
to  the  valley  of  Lucema. 

"You  have  seen  something  of  life,  Mr.  Leger,"  slid 
Morland.  "At  one  time  Moderator  of  your  valleys^  at 
another  hunted  as  an  assassin,  with  a  price  on  your  head, 
then  an  exile.  May  brighter  days  be  in  store  for  you,  and 
may  this  treaty  of  Pignerol,  which  I  hope  will  be  the  result  of 
my  negotiations  prove  a  benefit  to  you.  Are  we  not  ap- 
proaching your  valleys  f" 

**  We  are,"  replied  L^ger ;' "  I  «ee  the  wellinown  heights 
before  us.  I  always  feel  the  buoyancy  of  youth  when  I  get 
inside  our  limits  where  my  forefathers  ministered  before  me." 

**  And  there,"  said  Morland,  "are  the  vall^  in  which  so 
many  virtues  stand  contrasted  with  sucA  crimes.  Have  those 
crags  witnessed  the  deeds  that  made  our  country  throb  P  have 
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these  echoes  rang  with  the  cries  which  have  pierced  Europe  ? 
and  ha43  that  glaiiur^  ittreaan  lieen  ^eS.  with  the  mother's 
blood  ?  Every  rock  is  eloquent  of  the  past,  every  defile  is  a 
record  of  bravery  and  fireedom.  Thou  valley  of  Lucema,  thpii 
hast  the  beauties  of  nature,  for  fliis  »  s.  lovety  view ;  Imt  thou 
Jiast  memories  of  histoiy,  truth,  liberty,  amd  religion.  This 
gives  thee  a  charm  above  the  gia^er  or  €he  walerfaH;  this 
gives  to  Monte  Viso  a  giory  beyond  Monta  Rosa,  and  makes 
the  PeKce  more  classic  than  the  sunny  Como.  Moderator,* 
continued  Sir  Samuel,  taming  to  L^ger,  **  on  entering  your 
Taiii^  I  am  reminded  of  that  passage  in  Cicero  ahout 
jLiheos:  ^Movemur,  neseio  quo  pactOy  UeiB  ipsis^  in  qy^ms 
eorum^  quos  admiramur,  adstmt  vestigial*  Are  we  not  in  the 
valleys  ?  The  Piedmontese  appear  to  be  quiet,  but  we  are  in 
mo  danger  with  my  official  credentials.  If  any  insult  & 
offered  to  me,  Oliver  will  give  Charles  Emmanuel  something 
more  than  words.  But  look,  what  knot  of  men  is  that  on 
yonder  hill?  They  are  not  the  DukVs  troops.  They  loot 
like  your  peasants." 

"They  do  indeed,"  replied  L6ger.  "Look,  Martha,  at 
that  group.    It  seems  to  me  as  if  I  recognized  <iie  figures.'* 

^  Oh !  it  looks  like  my  husband,  and  I  believe  that  he  is  on 
Angrogna.  What  are  they  doing?  Let  us  haste.  There  is 
Baynald.  Something  serious  is  taMng  place,  for  there  is  a 
£gare  tied  to  that  blasted  fir.  It  is  some  officer.  Do  srjr 
eyes  deceive  me  ?  It  is  that  young  man  in  whom  I  hove  felt 
isdch  an  interest.  It  is  he,  the  one  who  rescued  me !  Let  us 
haste !  What  can  Janavel  and  Raynald  be  doing?  There  is 
another  figare-*-a  female*  It  is  Ardoise.  Oh !  there  is  some 
misunderstanding.  In  the  name  of  Heaven  let  us  haste  ere  it 
iietooiate.'* 
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abdoine's  kxplanations. 

**  Oh,  stop/'  cned  Ardoine,  in  a  tone  of  agony ;  ''  stop,  tmde, 
for  the  love  of  God !  What  is  it  you  are  doing  ?  Stop.  I 
know  that  young  man ;  listen  to  me,  I  entreat  yon." 

The  eyes  of  all  were  turned  on  Ardoine — ^her  presence 
caused  a  thrill  of  joy  to  those  who  had  not  seen  her  since  the 
mysterious  meeting  on  Marie's  grave,  and  her  presence  was  of 
itself  a  disproof  of  the  main  charge  against  the  prisons. 
BaynaJd's  heart  leaped  with  early  love,  and  Janavel  felt  a  load 
removed  from  his  mind. 

"  Ardoine,  dearest,"  exclaimed  Raynald,  "  thank  God !  you 
are  alive;  we  feared  that  you  had  perished,  and  that  this 
murderer  had  allured  you  to  destruction." 

''  Oh,  speak  not  thus,  Baynald,  you  know  him  not-^he  is 
not  a  deceiver,  he  is  my  preserver.  Oh,  Echard — ^thank  Qod 
—I  am  in  time  to  save  you." 

"Raynald,  withdraw  your  men,"  said  JanaveL  **Come 
here,  Ardoine,  and  speak  before  us  all.  We  have  had  many 
proofs  which  led  us  to  believe  that  Echard  had  taken  an  active 
part  in  the  massacres,  had  assisted  at  Father  Rodolphe's  death, 
and  decoyed  you  into  the  snare.  Your  presence  gives  us  hope 
that  we  may  have  been  mistaken ;  can  you  tell  us  anything 
about  him  P" 

**  I  can — I  can.  Oh,  listen  to  me,  and  release  him,  for  he 
deserves  your  best  thanks ;  and  yet,  how  nearly  has  he  perished 
by  your  hands !  Thank  Gk)d  that  I  have  come  in  time,  or.  I 
would  have  perished  with  him.*' 

"Calm  yourself,  child,"  answered  Janavel ;  "fear  not  for 
him,  if  you  can  prove  your  words.  Raynald  has  informed  ns^ 
on  the  authority  of  lolande,  that  Echard  had  an  appointment 
with  you ;  that  he  decoyed  you  away,  since  which  time  you 
had  not  been  seen,  and  we  feared  that  you  were  lost." 

"  Let  me  reply  to  your  statements  in  order,  XJnde  Janavel* 
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lolande  is  dead-^slie  perished  at  Bora,  through  the  hands  of 
her  uncle's  soldiers.  She  confessed  that  she  was  the  niece  of 
the  Marqnis  of  Pianesse,  that  she  was  sent  among  ns  as  a  spy, 
and  that  she  led  Baynald  to  believe  that  Echard  had  carried 
me  off,  bat  it  was  M^vicino  who  made  me  his  prisoner." 

"  What  then  of  your  meeting  ? '» 

''The  first  meeting  was  accidental  on  my  part.  Tme, 
Echard  rejoiced  to  meet  me,  and  risked  his  life  by  warning  ns 
of  the  massacres,  which  he  had  learnt  in  the  conncils  of 
Pianes^.  We  were  to  have  met  a  second  time,  when  he 
wonld  have  furnished  me  with  the  details,  and  with  the  means 
of  escape.  lolande  betrayed  us  to  Malvicino,  who  carried  me 
off  prisoner  to  La  Tour,  the  horrors  of  which  I  dare  not  recite." 

"And  how  did  you  escape,  my  daughter?" 

**  Echard  came  to  my  rescue — ^how,  I  hardly  know.  The 
Marquis  was  compelling  me  to  a  hateful  marriage.  I  had 
given  myself  up  for  lost,  when  he  appeared  as  my  deliverer, 
and  we  escaped  to  Angrogna's  hill." 

"  But  do  you  know  that  he  has  articles  of  ours  about  him  ? 
How  came  they  in  his  possession  ?  But  whom  have  we  here  ? 
Why,  it  is  my  wife  Martha — she  rushes  to  us  breathlessly. 
Oh,  thank  Qoif  that  I  shall  embrace  her  once  more." 

"Husband,  husband,  what  are  you  doing?  Savo  that 
young  man !     What  fatal  misunderstanding  has  arisen  ?" 

"How,  mother?"  said  Raynald:  "do  you  know  him  as 
well  as  Ardoine ;  if  so,  the  providence  of  God  has  kept  us 
from  shedding  innocent  blood." 

"My  beloved  husband,  I  have  been  rescued  from  the 
prisons  of  Turin,  and  long  to  clasp  you — ^but  horror,  lest  you 
are  shedding  the  blood  of  my  preserver,  overpowers  my  feel- 
ings. Know  him  P  I  have  every  reason  to  know  hhn— it  was 
he  who  saved  me — ^he  saved  me  twice." 

** Saved  you,  as  well  as  Ardohie?"  asked  Baynald.  "I 
cannot  comprehend  how  this  man,  who  has  appeared  to  be 
only  a  serpent  and  a  thorn  in  our  path,  should  have  been  such 
a  beme&ckir  both  to  you  and  Ardoine." 


^4M  THE  OS  80ZBB8  ^  TBB  TiXaLETS. 

"^HiiBkBid  and  SQByfisteii  iio  iiiey**Tei!^ed%^ 

'l^aaeied  tendeitytowvcto  Echard.    ••Iwastapluwdi 

»t(»  the  eoPTflpt,  and  flns  yonag  officer  faid  Aaige  cf  me.    H9 

'WW  ee  appalled  at  €ie  cruelties  wUdi  lie  sair  exercised  on 
Karginente,  that  be  was  determined  to  lescne  me  front  a 
similar  £ito ;  and  lie  risked  las  life  in  Ifbera&ig  me.     I  was 

•taken  prkoner  agam  at  Bora,  before  I  Imd  time  to  communi- 
4eate  to  jon  any  of  mj  past  experience." 

^  Deaa^st  Kargoerite  and  lifadeleine,  alas !  and  are  they 
goiJe?*'  moaned  Janavel.  A  solemn  silenoB  ensned,  broken 
only  by  ttie  sighs  of  the  surviving  relatives. 

**  It  was  then,"  interposed  Echard,**  that  the  certificate  to 
which  you  allnded  was  put  into  my  hand  by  De  La  Mena^  and 
I  believe  that  it  is  a  forged  docnment." 

*'  Can  any  of  yon  explain  how  these  articles  are  in  Ms  pos- 
session, these  relies,  parchments,  certificates,  with  all  tiiese 

'emblems  of  Oathdie  superstition,  besides  some  tnnlDBts  be- 
longing to  ns?" 

**  He  took  tiiem  from  tiie  soldier  whom  he  shot  on  An- 
grogna's  hill,"  continued  Martha.      ^The  man  had  robbed 

•some  of  our  relations,  and  was  pursiiing  me ;  then  it  was  that 
he  saved  me  a  second  time,  and  in  his  endeavours  to  recover 

•the  plunder,  took  these  articles  from  the  soldiers,  with  which 
they  had  been  furnished  by  the  priests.** 

**How  comes  it,  then,  that  our  fother^s  ring  is  in  his  pos- 

'SessiomP^' 

"  I  can  explain  it,  I  think,"  said  Ardoine.     **  I  saw  him  a 

'priscJner  on  Castelluzzo ;  he  #a8  tied  back  to  back  with  grand- 
fitther,  then  he  would  have  given  him  the  ring:  they  were 
taken  to  the  crag  to  be  executed,  while  I  left  to  bring  you, 

•  uncle,  to  their  rescue;  but  the  soldiers,  who  were  coming  to 
attack  Rora,  prevented  my  reaching  yon.  Oh,  then  it  was," 
isdbbed  the  giri,  <*that  grandfatiier  pierished.    <IMi,   ^%md- 

Ather,  I  could  not  help  it— -I  would  have  risked  my  life  fefr 
him.  I  could  not  save  them!  How  Bchard  escaped  I  know 
not."  ^ -:.%..  .i 


^  ^*  Appeanmces  wert  elrong^  against  mrr,  for,  besides  £hese 
Spi^<M!>ftj  yottr  'girdle  *vfas  fbtend  on  ii3m|  vwfiich  itemed  "tb 
indicate  that  he  had  made  away  with  yon.*'  ■  a 

**  Ah !  ihis  girdle,"  exclaimed  Airdoine,  looking  at  itj  "  I 
-mufit  have  dropped  it  at  Bora.  I  heard  Malvicino  coming 
vHfter  me,^  and  in  my  fii^t  I  lu^d  to  take  refiige  where  best  I 
"oonld'j*'  and  at  ^ese  words  she  convnTsirely  grasped  the 
blasted  fir  to  keep  herself  from  falling.  **  I  mnst  haye  dropped 
•ft,  aaid  he  fonnd  it  when  he  came  to  search  for  me.  Ech^rd, 
«m  Iright?  -  Speak,  in  ^le  «ight  of  God,  have  I  not  told  the 

"Yon  have  J  yon  have  vindicated  my  ^^aracter,  and  t 
Itttve  onfy  t<i  add  that;  taught '  from  yonr  lipff,  and  from 
those  of  the  PatEiarcb  ^nd  that  lady,  I  am  one  in  hesprt  adfi 
creed  with  yonrselTes,  and  have'  forswdm  ^ihe  Ohnrch  of 
3aome." 

"Friend;"  said  the  If  oderator,  **  it  is  enongh ;  O-od's  hand 
is  here.  The  yonng  man  is  cleared — ^let  ns '  open  our  hearts 
to  him,  fmd  treat  him  as  one  of  ourselves ;  let  ns  thank  Goa 
that  no  sudden  vengeance  led  ns  to  do  what  would  hav6 
<;aHfied  misery  to  onr  hearts.  Ah!  thou  .withered  tree,"  con- 
tinned  L^ger,  **  ^jand  ^ere  in  thy  solemn  nakedness,  a  montiii 
ment  of  God's  pro^dence;  testifying  ffeat  He  before  whom 
goeth  a  fire,  and  at  whose  breath  coals  of  fire  are  kindled, 
^eountedilthe  haurs  of  onr  head,  and  snffearetii  not  omr  feet  to 
8%"  '  ^ 
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.^Abdodue,^^  cried  Baynald,  "coan  this  be  tBoP    Do  yoa  lore 

d&iB  stranger,  wbom  you  have  known  only  a  fsw.moinbliB  P'    i* 

^Baynald,  xoy  ooosai,  ask  tne  not.    I  da  led  gcatiiodoio 

any  delxrerer;*'' ■>  ;  .  ..  :.^  5^  ....  .'i  ^  .;  jl. 
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*^Qra(iiade!  woold  that  were  all!  Oli,  teU  me,  luui  lie 
not  thai  place  in  your  affeddons  whioh  I  liave  songlit  to  win; 
bat^  alas,  in  vain  ?" 

"Dearest  Baynald,  why  enter  upon  a  painM  sobject? 
The  heart  is  like  the  wind  of  heaven,  its  breathings  are  fetter- 
less. I  have  loved  yon,  but  it  is  as  a  sister  loves  a  brother,, 
and  as  a  sister  wonld  I  he  loved  by  yon.  Oh,  take  not-  away 
from  me  your  friendship.** 

''  Ardoine,  can  you  forget  how  we  have  grown  np  together 
—how  hand  in  hand  we  have  played  nnder  the  mnlbeny  tree 
— ^how  we  sat  npon  grandfEither's  knee,  and  our  infant  voices 
sang  our  evening  hymn?'* 

"Oh,  why  remind  me  of  this,  dear  Baynald?  These 
memories  must  he  painful  to  me,  if  they  are  painful  to  yoo." 

"And  then  as  a  boy,"  continued  he,  not  heeding  her 
interruption,  "  were  you  not  ever  in  my  thoughts  ?  Was  it 
not  for  you  I  scaled  the  heights  to  reach  the  blue  flower,  as  a 
contrast  to  your  hair  ?  Did  I  not  delight  in  watching  my 
flock  all  day  long,  because  the  evening  was  before  me  when  I 
should  see  my  cousin's  face?  Did  I  not  value  that  lamb 
most  upon  which  your  hand  had  rested?  Did  I  not  look 
towards  our  farm  with  feelings  of  reverence,  because  you 
were  there,  and  envied  the  birds  to  whose  songs  you 
listened?" 

"  Oh,  Baynald,  stop,  I  entreat  you,  my  brother;  urge  me 
no  further." 

"  My  boyhood  had  its  bright  dreams;  young  minds  cherish 
fiedry  hopes,  and  you  were  the  subject  of  mine.  I  loved  you, 
and  trusted  that  my  love  was  returned.  I  could  not  dmw 
distinctions  as  to  where  the  love  of  the  sister  ends,  and  the 
more  absorbing  one  begins." 

"  Kaynald,  your  intrepidity,  yonr  generous  impulses,  your 
religious  feeling,  have  ever  commanded  my  warmest  adinira- 
tion;  indeed,  you  have  not  a  friend  who  has  your  intwest 
more  at  heart  than  I  have — I  would  serve  you  to  the  death, 
and  I  do  love  you  tenderly  as  a  sister ;  but  the  love  of  the 
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he&rt  is  not  mine  to  give,  it  is  often  given  and  taken  with  a 
secresy  whicli  escapes  the  giver.  Oh,  then,  blame  human 
nature  rather  than  me." 

**  Dearest  Ardoine,"  said  the  young  hero^  bm^ting  into 
tears,  '*  is  it  so  ?  Must  I  tell  this  blighted  heart  that  it  loves 
in  vain  ?  Then  let  me  not  mar  the  lot  of  her  I  have  loved, 
bat  let  me  advance  her  happiness.  Tell  me,  Ardoine,  dost 
then  love  this  Echard,  to  whom  fate  seems  to  have  given 
thee?" 

*'I  do,"  said  the  maiden;  'Hhe  yearnings  of  my  sonl 
cleave  to  him — ^my  heart  is  his,  and  I  cannot  retract  the 
gift." 

"Then  yon  shall  be  his.  I  will  make  yon  happy.  No 
shadow,  shall  cross  your  path.  I  will  resign  yon,  though  my 
heart  be  wrenched ;  I  will  yield  yon  to  the  guardianship  of 
another." 

**  Echard,"  said  Baynald,  approaching  him,  ''  dost  thou 
love  Ardoine  ?  " 

"  Ask  the  desert  if  it  drinks  in  the  rain ;  the  parched  lip 
if  it  craves  water ;  the  flower  if  it  turns  to  the  light,  or  nature 
if  it  loves  the  sun.  Let  my  actions  declare  that  I  have  risked 
my  life  to  protect  her." 

^'  Thou  shalt  be  my  friend,"  said  Kaynald,  grasping  his 
hand.  '*  I  have  been  the  dupe  of  circumstances.  My  cousin 
loves  you,  and  that  is  an  appeal  to  a  heart  that  desires  her 
welfare.  I  had  hoped  that  this  bright  star  would  have  shone 
on  my  path;  but  God's  will  be  done !" 

*'  Kaynald,  I  rejoice  to  hear  you  speak  thus,  and  shall  hail 
your  friendship  as  a  precious  boon." 

"  Echard,  Providence  has  given  her  to  you.  You  have 
twice  rescued  her  from  death,  and  now  you  owe  your  life  to 
her  interposition.  Tell  me,  therefore,  is  your  love  pure  and 
deep ;  and  will  your  first  object  be  to  secure  her  happiness  ?  " 

"It  will.  Our  hearts  have  been  knit  in  adversity,  and 
the  storm  has  ripened  our  love  more  than  the  sunshine." 

*'TcU  me,  Echard,  art  thou  one  with  us  in  £uth  P    Dost 
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ikak  mccejpi  Uie  ieadnngs  of  bar  dmnh,  i 
tlM  Word  of  God,  wo  ihMJb  thoa  ni^wi  be 
spimr 

^I  am  OM  wiftH  ber  in  &ii;k  Wlm  I  liBioiied  to  her 
-wmmtf  preocliiiig  imtli  over  iier  mo&ec'a  grave,  its  acoeets 
gmk  doep  wiiliiji  n^  liBaHL  Then  in  sij'  dnngpeoDy  ihe 
teste  cm  the  walk  wore  arrows  to  my  conaqence ;  the  worda 
OB  the  numniaiB  aide  were  iu>t  all  spoken  in  air,  bot  the 
solemn  utterances  that  came  from  your  grandfather'a  Vapu 
iUltiiese  weighed  with  a  heart  thai  Imd  kmg  had  miegiviogs, 
aa  to  peace  beh^  written  in  blood,  or  the  ha|^ineaa  of  aonla 
wmng  out  of  the  miseries  of  the  body." 

<<  Enough,  Echard.  Ardoiac,  yon  promised  yonr  mother 
thai  yon  wontd  not  wed  a  Boman  Cathi^;  nor  wiilioni  the 
donsent  of  Uncle  Amarel  and  Barba  L^ger.  It  remaina  for 
yon  to  win  their  approbation." 

*^  We  discern  the  finger  of  God,"  answered  L^ger,  **•  in  these 
circnmstan  ces.  If  Echard  be  a  convert  to  onr  fidth,  we  receive 
htai  with  open  arms^  and  w^nld  not  withhold  onr  MoBSing 
from  thie  union." 

^  Friends,"  added  Echard,  *'  that  patriarch,  Bodolphe^  w^o 
was  martyred  on  Castelluzzo,  gave  me,  together  with  hia  vo^ 
hia  consent  to  my  union  with  Ardoine,  should  Gk)d  pMserve 
mj  life ;  and  this  the  Lord  has  done  in  hia  own  way.**       / 

**  Enough.  Take  her,  Echard,"  continaed  Baynald ;  *'  abe 
shall  be  yonrsi  She  has  exculpated  yon  from  i^  the  cbargea 
that  lowered  against  you — ^yon  have  been  her  deliterer,  and 
not  her  betrayer.  I  resign  her,  because  it  is  Hor  her  hap- 
piness, and  this  is  the  desire  of  the  loving  hearij — ^the  ]ov»  X 
hoped  to  win  has  been  freely  given  to  you — givt^  ber  yoars  in 
retufn — let  your  life  be  devoted  to  her  hf^ipuieaB,  and  in  yonr 
bliss  remember  Raynald." 

''Friends,^  said  Ardoiae,  addressing  the  groups  ^ these 
droumstances  have  driven  others  from  my  memory ;  I  have 
oome  to  summon  yon  to  the  deathbed  of  Malvioino.  He  has 
ooiaething  to  declaee  itt  the  preseaee  of  yon,,  when  he  men* 


tU)Qed  bj  name.  Del&y  nofc  to  come»,  for  his^revdatiou  isf  eon- 
i^ied  wiik  our  happuDesa.     I  left  him  to  gatli^  jom  rcmiid^ 
hiTTi  fo  Heaar  his  djing  words,  which  seen^  in.  some  myst«rioBa 
TiianTiftr,  bound  up  with  our  welfare/' 
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THE"  B'nN'&  cojnrjJssiOBr. 

*'  Come  round  me,"  ^aid  thQ  sightless  sofferev,  addressing  the 
group  whom  Ardoine  had  summoned.  ''Alas I  I  caxmoi  see 
you.    By  Pope — who — tell  me  who  is  here  ?** 

,  "  All  for  whom  you  sent.,  .  There  is  our  Moderator  L^ger, 
Janavel,  Martha,  Ai'doiue,  Echard,  and  Baynald." 

"  I  want  to  speak  to  you  before  I  die.  I  have  done  you  a 
great  wrong.    My  conscience  racks  me  in  the  prospect  of, 

etemiiy.    By  Pope ^but  I  must  give  up  my  vain  boast  in  „ 

the  Popes.    You  have  told  me,  Ardoine,  more  of  one  whose  , 
name  I  have  long  had  on  my  lips»  but  of  whose  truth  I  knew 
x^ijiing.    Oh,  tell  me^  is  there  forgiveness  for  sueh  as  I?" 

"Tes,**  replied  L^ger,  "'Christ  is  able  to  save  to  the! 
uttermost  fliem  that  come  unto  God  by  Him.'  •  Though  your . 
sins  be  as  scarlet,  they  shall  be  as  white  a&  snow.'  Have  you  ^ 
never  read  over  that  passage  in  Latin  in  your  monastery  ?'\ 

*'  I  don^t  know,"  said  the  dying  man.  "  If  I  did^  I  did  not 
understand  what  it  meant.  It  has  a  light  and  pow^  it  never 
had  before."  . 

"  Fear  not.  Look  to  Christy  upon  whose  blood  the  Chcuich 
is  founded.     He  rejects  none  that  come  unto  Him." 

"  But  I  have  sinned ;  against  you  have  I  sinned,  andbe&re 
I  die  I  would  crave  forgiveness.  The  kindness  of  this  daughter 
has  reached  my  heart,  and  there  is  a  secret  within  me.  I.  will 
not  let  it  die  with  me.  Its  disclosure  will  add  to  your  happi-^ , 
ness.  Why  should  not  my  last  act  be  one  of  kindness^  when 
there  are  so  many " 
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^  Speaky  nnluqypj  man,**  said  Uger.  ^  Speak  ere  jofor 
Toioe  fiiUfl ;  tbe  approach  of  death  should  make  us  read j  io 
togivB.  Yoa  will  soon  be  before  jonr  Judge,  and  shall  we 
shmflrs  withhold  oar  forgiveness  for  jonr  debt  of  iiie  himdied 
poooer 

^Oh !"  exclaimed  the  Abbot,  as  a  quiver  shot  through  his 
g^basilj  sockets,  ^  I  feel  as  if  the  flames  of  hell  were  devouring 
me.  What  can  allaj  them?  Oh!  in  the  name  of  mercj, 
water,  water,  give  a  dying  man  a  drop  of  water,  for  the  love 
of  God." 

**  Here,  drink,'*  said  Janavel ;  "  now  declare  your  secret 
which  Hes  upon  your  sonL     Speak  ere  deaOi  seals  jcfor  \ 
Hps." 

^  I  do  think  there  is  religion  on  earih,'*  gasped  the  sof- 
feser,  '*  but  it  is  not  amongst  ns.  Our  cruelties  are  to  advance 
our  sect  rather  than  the  kingdom  of  heaven.  Look  at  the 
constancy  of  these  men,  and  how  they  retnm  good  for  eviL 
Oh !  is  there  forgiveness  for  such  as  I  ?  De  profundu  eUaaavi  . 
odDominum** 

The  Abbot  sank  into  a  state  of  unconsciousness,  while  ihe 
group  stood  in  silence  round  the  couch.  For  some  time  he 
showed  no  signs  of  life,  and  Janavel  feared  that  this  secret  had 
perished. 

After  an  interval  Malvicino  revived  and  exclaimed — 

*'  Martha,  art  thou  here  ?  Take  me  by  my  hand  that  I 
may  know  it  is  thou." 

**  I  am  here,  speak  ere  it  be  too  late." 

**  Thou  hast  sorrowed  long,  hast  thou  not  ?" 

**  I  have.  For  twenty  years  have  I  monmed  as  only  natoro 
has  taught  a  mother  to  mourn." 

*'  Tell  me  the  cause  of  thy  sorrow." 

"  It  was  because  my  first-bom,  my  treasure  and  joy,  was 
stolen  from  me.  Not  only  did  I  lose  my  darling,  but  in  a  way 
more  cruel  than  death.  He  was  stolen  to  be  brought  up  in 
that  faith  which  leads  to  perdition,  and  I  mourn  not  only  over 
his  absence,  but  over  the  ruin  of  his  Bonl.    Alas !  he  might 
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I)Aie  his  moiber  if  he  saw  her,  and  may  now  be  among  her 
gersecutors." 

"  And  can  yon  recollect  when  you  lost  him  P" 
"The  day  and  every  detail  is  graven  with  the  hand  of 
soiTOw,  for  the  memory  of  such  grief  is  fresh.  It  was  at  La 
Bandene,  in  October,  twenty  years  ago.  The  sun  had  set 
behind  the  Alps  in  one  mass  of  gold.  My  boy  had  pointed  to 
the  scene  in  childish  glee,  and  held  np  his  £Etce  to  be  kissed.  I 
lifted  him  np,  and  looked  with  tears  of  joy  into  his  sparkling 
eyes.  Alas  !  little  did  I  know  that  it  was  for  the  last  time. 
I  went  into  the  house  on  some  errand.  When  I  came  back 
my  darling  was  gone.  I  ran  frantically  about.  I  rushed  into 
the  woods.  All  I  could  discover  were  two  figures,  apparently 
those  of  Eomish  priests,  and  from  that  hour  I  have  never  seen 
my  darling.  Oh  I  the  agony  of  that  moment,  Janavel,  when 
I  fell  on  your  neck  and  wept.  Two  nights  did  I  spend  on  my 
Iknces  without  changing  my  raiment.  As  a  moth^  I  should 
have  wept  over  his  grave  the  tears  which  nature  prompted, 
but  they  are  tears  of  blood  over  the  sacrilege  of  his  soul.  Oh ! 
is  this  outrage  on  humanity  religion  ?  Is  it  not  a  libel  on  the 
God  of  love?  O  God!  support  me,"  added  the  bereaved 
mother,  as  she  sank  on  the  floor.  Echard  rushed  forward, 
and  prevented  her  from  falling.  "  Oh  could  I  see  him  once 
more  I  should  die  happier.'' 

".Woman,'*  said  the  dying  man,  "  God  is  greater  than  wo 
think.  Give  God  the  glory.  I  took  your  boy.  I  placed  him 
in  the  institution  at  Fignerol  for  kidnapped  children,  and  as 
the  Marchioness  of  Pianesse  wanted  to  adopt  a  son,  I  gave 
him  to  her.  Raise  those  eyes — ^Echard,  come  here — stand  by 
that  woman.  Martha,  look  at  that  face,  hear  that  voice ;  does. 
Nature  plead  for  her  own  ?  Are  her  instincts  true  ?  Martha, 
there  is  your  son.     Echard,  there  is  your  mother." 

Martha  revived,  and  the  fond  look  of  the  mother  beamed 
in  her  eye  when  she  caught  the  glance  of  him  whose  heart 
boat  against  her  own.    Let  Nature  unravel  the  mystery. 
Echard's  tones  speak  like  music  in  the  mother's  ear,  the 

X  I 
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flafih  of  his  eye  iirskes  her  sonl,  the  &tker  dimes  forth  in  the 
son.  She  was  satisfied.  It  was  her  son.  She  was  in  his 
arms.  She  coald  die  more  tranqiiiUy,  jfer  Bbe  had  this  as- 
surance that  God's  proridence  had  eoonted  the  steps  of  her 
son  for  whom  she  had  prayed  so  long. 

"My  son,  my  son ;  God  has  given  me  my  son.** 

After  the  tranQ>orts  of  the  mother  had  sahaided,  Janavd 
pressed  his  long-lost  son  to  his  hosom,  and  mingled  his  tears 
with  those  of  his  wife.  Ardoine  shrank  bad^  while  her  heart 
throbbed  with  thanksgiving  to  God. 

"My  brother!"  said  Baynald,  ''art  then  my  brotiber? 
Horror  seizes  me  when  I  think  how  neatly  I  have  shed  diy 
blood.  Thank  God  I  hare  not  added  to  the  pangs  of  my 
^pooiher,  bat  that  we  oan  have  this  comfort  in  onr  afflictions. 
My  brother,  God  had  made  me  thy  friend,  but  now  thoa  ni 
more.  I  need  not  give  thee  her  whom  thon  lovest,  I  have 
done  that  already  when  I  believed  it  was  for  her  welfiare.  But 
take  her  from  me  again.  No  regret  shall  tinge  the  sacrifioe. 
I  see  ^y  mother's  happiness.  Thon  wilt  cause  a  smile  on 
that  brow  whereon  I  never  saw  one  linger.  Gome,  Ardome, 
join  bands  with  Echard,  whom  death  has  pronounced  to  be 
thine." 
k  I  The  lovers  strained  each  other  in  a  fond  embrace,  and  wi& 
clasped  hands  knelt  before  Janavel  and  Martha  to  receive  their 
blessing. 

"  Children,"  said  L^ger,  "  this  our  son  was  dead  and  is  alive 
again,  he  was  lost  and  is  found.  The  Lord  smile  upon  your 
path.  You  have  tasted  bitterness;  may  you  rejoice  in  the 
Lord's  countenance,  and  in  your  affection  find  comfort  during 
your  earthly  pilgrimage," 
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ECHAVD. 

EcHABD  stood  transfixed,  as  the  tlmllmg  scenes  of  the  last  few 
weeks  flooded  Us  memory.  He  felt  a  peace  which  he  had 
never  tasted,  for  he  had  found  a  mother's  breast  on  which  to 
lean ;  and  although  his  love  was  given  to  Ardoine,  a  mother 
was  a  priceless  gift^  for  the  instincts  of  sonship  had  formed 
within  his  heart  a  melancholy  void.  Condemning  the  cruelties 
of  the  Bomish  Church,  be  had  been  yearning  after  his  father's 
faith;  and  that  Church,  how  had  it  iqured  himp — ^It  had 
Ikidnapped  him  as  a  boy,  trampling  upon  the  feelings  of 
liumaaiiy ;  it  had  made  the  father  the  enemy  of  Hie  son ;  the 
son,  the  desolation  of  his  home,  and  an  assistant  at  the  manlyiv 
dom  of  his  kindred.  As  an  avenger,  he  had  stood  with  Gas- 
taldo's  edict  on  the  threshold  whereon  his  infant  steps  had 
tottered ;  but  in  the  providence  of  God,  he  had  learned  truth 
from  his  own  people.  His  mother,  bis  grandfather,  the  death 
of  his  aunt,  the  examination  of  his  uncles,  the  conversation  of 
Ardoine,  had  deepened  those  convictions  which  made  him 
renounce  the  Church  which  had  stolen  him,  and  return  to  the 
creed  of  his  fathers.  Echard  stood  gazing  at  Martha  in  silence^ 
as  his  soul  heaved  with  these  memories.  Thank  Gtod  he  had 
rescued  his  niother  twice !  How  due  had  been  this  homage 
of  a  stnmge  heart,  to  one  who  had  mourned  him  so  faithfully  1 
He  had  been  tied  to  his  grandfather,  and  seen  the  old  man 
martyred  who  had  fondled  him  as  a  boy — ^yea,  he  had  well 
nigh  perished  at  his  brother's  hands.  He  could' hardly  help 
casting  a  look  of  horror  at  the  dying  Abbot,  for  he  had  known 
the  imhallowed  combination. 

Malvicino*s  strength  was  ebbing,  but  the  distress  whiok 
had  been  stamped  upon  his  features  was  softened. 

"  Speak  to  me  of  your  religion — tell  me  more  of  Christ,*' 
gasped  the  dying  man — "  where  is  your  Pastor  P  You  said 
you  had  forgiven  me ;  can  God  forgive  me  ? — ^The  blood  of-^ 
what  ifl  the  text  P — ^I  forget ! — my  head  reels— rejeat.itV* 
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^  Look  to  the  Cross  of  Jesns  Chrisi,**  answered  L^ger,  in 
a  solemn  voice.  ^  His  grace  is  so  free,  so  fnll  and  so  inde- 
pendent, that  there  is  redemption  for  the  chief  of  sinners. 
Remember  the  thief  on  the  cross — ^wash  thy  sool  in  the  blood 
of  the  Lamb,  and  we  shall  hereafter  rejoice  at  the  King's 
right  hand." 

*'  JesnSy  Jesns !  Canst  then  save  even  meP — the  thief— 
on  the  cross — Savionr — ^I  will — Jesns ** 

A  livid  hne  overspreads  his  face.  His  sockets  qniver — ^fiie 
death-rattle  is  heard — his  hands  are  stretched  ont — a  spasm 
strikes  his  frame.  The  paroxysm  dies  away,  and  that  sightless 
body  is  dost  and  ashes.  May  that  gnilty  sool  find  aooeptanoe^ 
through  Him  who,  having  earned  the  character  of  a  Kmonr, 
is  glorified  in  saying  at  the  eleventh  hour,  **  To-day  ghalt  thou 
be  with  me  in  Paradise.'' 


CHAPTER  XLL 

THE  FUTEEKTH  OF  JUNE. 
(Ahridffedftvm  Dr.  MnHanU  <•  Itrcuil  of  the  Mpi.") 

It  was  on  the  27th  of  May  that  Janavel  formed  a  jnnctlon 
with  Jahier.  Their  first  exploit  was  the  capture  of  Si.  Se- 
condo,  in  which  800  Irish  were  slain,  and  650  Piedmontese ; 
while  on  their  side  the  loss  was  only  seven  men.  These 
almost  incredible  facts  became  known,  and  the  terror  of 
Janavel  and  Jahier  seized  the  neighbouring  towns.  Tele- 
graphic signals  were  arranged  on  the  steeples  to  announce  the 
coming  of  the  Waldenses,  who  had  taken  up  arms  to  resist 
extermination.  On  the  2nd  of  June  the  two  Captains  attacked 
the  enemy,  who  left  150  dead  on  the  field  of  battle.  The 
Yaudois  lost  one  man.  Their  attempt  to  capture  La  Tour 
failed,  but  Crussol  was  laid  nndor  contribution.  On  Friday, 
the  15th  of  June,  Pianesse  having  called  to  active  service  all 
the  troops  of  the  district,  made  an  attack  on  Janavel,  in  the 
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centre  of  Angrogna.  The  troopa  advanced  np  the  valleys,  at 
the  same  time,  from  La  Toiir,  St.  John,  Bocheplatte,  and 
Pramol. 

Fianesse's  bands  intended  to  attack  the  Vandois  simul- 
taneously, but  this  could  not  be  attained,  owing  to  their  dif- 
ferent routes.  The  detachment  which  came  by  Rocheplatte 
gave  the  signal  of  attack  some  minutes  too  soon.  Janavel 
bad  with  him  only  300  men,  but  he  repulsed  these  assailants 
before  the  troops  of  Pianesse  could  come  np  in  their  rear. 
In  order  to  divide  them  he  inclined  towards  the  heights  of 
Bochemanaut,  when  he  found  himself  opposed  to  the  detach- 
ment which  had  come  up  by  the  Costi^res,  of  St.  John,  and  at 
the  same  time  he  saw  the  third  detachment  advancing  from 
La  Tour. 

In  this  critical  position,  assailed  on  all  sides,  and  lacking 
half  his  men,  who  were  still  in  Pragela,  the  hero  of  Bora, 
with  that  confidence  of  judgment  and  promptitude  of  execution 
which  characterize  great  captains  on  the  field  of  battle,  fell 
back  ere  the  battalion  of  Rocheplatte  could  rally  on  his  flank, 
dashed  into  that  which  came  from  Pramol,  passed  through  it, 
and,  as  he  had  done  with  success  at  Bora,  posted  himself  on 
the  summit  of  a  hill.  The  four  battalions  of  the  enemy  drew 
together  at  its  base.  Janavel  was  shut  in  betwixt  a  precipice 
and  an  army  ten  times  more  numerous  than  his  own.  It  was 
nine  o'clock  in  the  morning;  in  this  position  he  held  his 
ground  until  two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  then  judging  that 
his  men  had  been  sufficiently  exposed  in  maintaining  the 
conflict  for  five  hours,  and  perceiving  some  signs  of  wavering 
among  the  enemy,  Janavel  raised  his  arms  towards  heaven, 
crying,  "  It  is  in  thy  name,  O  God !  Support  and  preserve 
Tls!"  and  then  shouted  to  his  men,  "Forward,  my  friends!*' 
With  pikes,  swords,  and  balls,  these  courageous  men  rushed 
like  an  avalanche  to  the  bottom  of  the  hill  with  the  impetu- 
osity of  a  valour  too  long  restrained.  Without  awaiting  their 
shock,  the  enemy  recoiled  before  them.  By  this  manoeuvre^ 
the  Yaudois  succeeded  in  breaking  them.    The  8000  men 
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disbuidecL  The  Taadois  kffled  more  than  500,  wlfle  flMSy 
tiiemselyes  iiad  onlj  one  killed  a&d  two  wounded.  HaTing 
purged  Angrogna,  Janavel  was  retiring  to  liis  entrenclnneB^ 
whe^  Jibkr  arriyed  from  Pra^ehk  Thej  deseended  like  a 
tiumderbolt  npon  tlie  army  of  Pianesse  a  second  time.  The 
Yaadois  killed  more  than  100  men ;  but  the  death  of  Jaaarei 
had  well  nigh  proved  a  greater  calamiij  than  a  defeat ;  for 
he  was  struck  by  a  bnllet  which  passed  Ihrongh  his  bodf  , 
entering  by  the  chest  and  coming  oat  bj  the  back.  His 
moni^  filled  with  blood,  he  lost  consciousness,  and  was  thonght 
to  be  expiring.  Providence  was  pleased,  however,  not  to 
deprive  the  vallejs  of  their  defender,  and  alter  six  vreek^ 
smffering,  he  recovered.  His  last  advice  to  Jafaier  had  been 
not  to  attempt  anything  more  that  day ;  but  Jabier  was  led 
into  an  ambuscade,  where  he  and  all  his  soldiers,  v^ith  the 
exception  of  one,  were  cut  to  pieces.  The  15th  of  June  was 
a  &tal  day ;  for  on  it  the  Vaudois  were  deprived  of  Janavd 
and  Jahier, 
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THE    COL    DE    LI    CROIX. 


''The  Dvike  ci  Saroy  hath  for  the  cause  of  Beligion  driren  out  team 
thflir  natire  country  his  subjects  which  inhabited  the  TaHeys  of  the  AIpsi, 
men  harmless  and  such  as  for  many  ages  hare  been  iaauma  for  tMr 
retaining  of  the  more  pure  religion."— JErfrorf  from  a  letter  /kvm  Ms 
Sighness  the  Lord  Protector  to  the  King  of  Denmarht  i»  favour  ^  ike 
poor  JSvangelical  Churches  of  the  Valleys  of  Piedmont,  hearing  date  ike 
^h  Mofj,  1655. 

Th£  breeze  is  keen  npon  the  Col  de  la  Croix,  one  of  tiie 
Alpine  passes  from  Italy  into  France.  A  heap  of  stones  and 
a  wooden  cross  mark  the  summit  of  the  pass,  towards  wbieh 
a  party  of  Waldensian  mountaineers  are  toiling. 

^'Coun^ie^  mother,"  exclaimed  Baynald;  ^we  ai«  on 
the  ridge,  and  I  see  the  heap  of  stones  betoo  me.     Then 
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you  will  be  in  the  dominions  of  Louis  XIV.,  a  reftige  whicli 
Mazarin  has  not  denied  us.  I  said  I  would  see  you  into 
France,  and  then  I  will  leave  you  to  Echard's  protection,  for  I 
must  return  to  take  my  father's  place.  I  hope  that  this 
Treaty  of  Pignerol  may  end  our  troubles.  I  will  see  how  my 
&ther  bears  the  journey." 

"Echard,"  whispered  Ardoine,  who  followed  Marfcha,  "I 
need  not  your  help,  for  I  am  a  mountaineer.  Give  your  hand 
to  your  mother,  let  her  rest  on  her  son  as  she  treads  the  last 
paces  of  beloved  Italy.  Oh,  Echard !  I  cannot  help  grieving 
when  I  think  that  these  are  all  the  relics  of  our  loving 
family.  Oh,  La  Baudene!  Home!  Home!  Sweeter  than 
ever,  we  shall  soon  cease  to  tread  the  soil  of  Italy,  and  shall 
bo  exiles  in  a  strange  land." 

"But  it  is  for  conscience'  sake,  Ardoine,"  said  Echard; 
**  God  is  our  Father  and  heaven  is  our  home.  Let  us  endure, 
as  seeing  Him  who  is  invisible." 

"What  are  you  thinking  of,  Echard?"  asked  Ardoine, 
after  a  pause. 

"  I  was  thinking,  Ardoine,  that  your  love  is  the  brightest 
heritage  I  have  on  earth.  I  would  rather  have  you  oh  the 
soil  of  France  than  be  without  you  and  own  our  valleys." 

"  Oh,  do  not  overvalue  me !  You  will  soon  find  out  my 
shortcomings.  But  do  not  talk  thus,  for  I  cannot  bear  to  be 
preferred  to  my  people's  happiness,  and  you  are  one  of  our- 
selves." 

"  I  am  of  what  nation  you  are,"  rejoined  the  ex-officer. 
**  Where  thou  goest  I  will  go,  and  thy  God  shall  be  mine. 
I  will  live  for  you,  and  soothe  my  mother's  declining  years. 
What  a  noble  character  my  father  is,  and  how  rare  to  see  the 
union  of  such  simplicity  and  piety  with  such  military  heroism." 

"And,  dear  Baynald,"  said  Ardoine,  "let  us  not  forget 
him.  I  must  remember  that  he  is  to  me  a  brother  in  deed 
and  in  truth.  Dear  Baynald,  I  cannot  look  back  upon  our 
childish  intimacy  without  a  melting  heart.  Perhaps  he  may 
find  some  one  more  worthy  of  him  than  I." 
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••  He  win  never  do  that,**  rejoined  Eduurd;  •'liis  ] 
win  be  &iihfiil  to  liis  earlj  hopes.    But  look,"* 
Echard,  **  my  father  wants  ns  to  stop." 

'^ ChOdren,"  said  Janavel,  in  a  Toice  feeUefiomi 
^we  are  near  the  bonndaries  of  Italy,  let  ns  bdoM  £ar  the 
last  time  the  beauties  of  onr  TaDejs.  Look,^  said  the 
wounded  man  with  enthusiasm,  ^'  look  at  those  vallejs  lately 
red  with  blood  and  scorched  by  the  flame.  The  distant  fidds 
are  green.    Nature  has  triumphed,  and  coTered  oxtr  blood.** 

The  broken  famfly  looked  back  in  silence.  In  the  distance, 
where  the  columns  of  smoke  were  rising,  was  their  ancestral 
home.  It  was  a  ruin,  for  the  summer  had  not  erased  all 
traces  of  devastation.  The  half-cut-down  vine  might  be 
bursting,  as  a  symbol  of  hope,  but  the  charred  wood,  mingled 
with  the  foundation  stones,  betrayed  the  ravages  of  Jannary. 
The  valley  seemed  as  if  it  had  been  scorched  in  patches.  The 
absence  of  houses  and  temples  declared  that  the  Pope  of  Rome 
had  cursed  the  place,  and  that  his  Easter  benediction  had 
brought  forth  misery  through  the  instrumentality  of  the 
Church  herself. 

There  is  a  love  of  country  in  the  breast  of  the  virtuous. 
These  exiles  felt  it  as  they  looked  towards  the  east,  and  envied 
the  eagle  that  alighted  on  Angrogna's  crag. 

They  are  exiles.  Foreigners  have  spoiled  them^  and  the 
very  valley  has  been  given  to  the  Irish,  whose  hands  are  red 
with  their  blood.  They  might  have  remained.  Their  home 
might  be  standing.  But  they  would  have  been  apostates. 
They  are  exiles,  but  not  apostates.  An  unsullied  conscience  is 
a  good  beyond  all  earthly  dignities.  Let  them  o'erleap  the 
present,  and  hear  the  verdict  of  eternity.  A  voice  from  heaven 
shall  say  that  "  they  have  well  done  that  they  have  done  for 
my  Name's  sake." 

The  sun  is  setting,  and  its  radiance  lingers  around  those 
intercepting  peaks.  The  place  whereon  that  remnant  stands, 
as  seen  from  the  valley,  glows  with  the  crimsoned  li^t,  bat  the 
cxQes  know  not  that  they  are  girt  with  the  smdight.     Castd- 
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hazo  stands  foHb  in  dusky  outline ;  the  hSl^  of  Bora  break 
ihe  horizon ;  the  plain  of  Piedmont  has  faded  into  mist ;  the 
rock  of  Barund  is  discernible ;  the  glimmer  of  the  Pelico 
threads  the  valleys;  nature  is  shedding  darkness  over  the 
earth,  and  unresting  from  the  exiles  the  scenes  which  cheer 
yet  crush  their  hearts.  The  fugitives  press  on.  The  dark* 
ness  gathers.  The  half-formed  crescent  lights  them  as  they 
cross  the  snows  of  the  higher  Alps  which  lead  to  France. 
They  are  leaving  the  east  and  going  to  the  west.  Italy  is 
left  behind,  and  they  stand  on  France. 

***** 

"Receive  my  blessing,  my  boy,"  said  Janavel,  clasping 
Raynald,  "  and  let  me  hear  of  you — be  careful  of  our  men, 
and  do  no  more  than  is  necessary  for  self-defence.  Treat 
Mullenier  as  a  brother.  I  trust  His  Highness  will  soon  bid 
us  return  to  our  land,  and  admit  that  our  allegiance  is  true 
to  the  house  of  Savoy ;  liberty  of  conscience  only  excepted." 

The  shadows  of  night  deepen — one  by  ono  appear  those 
pale  mysteries  of  heaven,  those  outworks  of  infinity,  leading 
towards  eternity,  bright  interpreters  of  the  future,  which  pre- 
sent sorrows  cloud  in  our  hearts.  Look  up,  ye  band,  read 
the  scroll  of  heaven,  and  mark  that  empyrean  as  it  glows 
with  those  lamps  of  immortality.  They  speak  of  God ;  they 
tell  you  that  there  are  mansions  in  the  sky ;  they  teach  you  a 
lesson  of  faith,  and  that  you  should  distrust  unaided  sense. 
Look  up  from  the  snow-clad  Alps  to  the  blazing  heavens; 
sufferers  in  ages  past  have  read  the  writing  and  thanked  God^ 
and  taken  courage. 

"Look,  Ardoine,  at  those  bright  stars,"  said  Echard; 
"  what  a  magnificent  sight !  I  saw  them  from  the  Convent, 
and  they  bade  me  hope;  they  cheered  me  on  GastelluzzQ 
when  you  seemed  lost  for  ever.  They  are  bright  teachers, 
and  bid  us  cherish  hopes  of  heaven  amid  the  sorrows  of  earth." 

"Dear  Etienne,"  whispered  Ardoine,  "I  remember  his 
hymn  about  the  stars ;  how  he  used  to  repeat  ihe  last  verse  a« 
bi|i  eyes  sparkled,  and  he  moved  his  little  hand;— 
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*I  trandttP  ntiuli,  that  ejm  Ifte  vobb 

Ihofe  ttanj- woridf  on  lee  ; 
GnrtOod!  it  was  thy  powflrdiTfaie 

That  made  both  them  and  me.' 

Poor  boj,"  sighed  Ardome,  as  she  wiped  awaj  a  tear, 
^  thou  art  gone  for  ever.  Dear  Ecbard,  keep  the  wind  from 
that  babe  whom  Bajnald  rescned  at  Bora.  Alas  !  our  only 
rdic  of  our  beloved  Lacille !" 

"  Oh,  Ardoine,  I  trust  we  shall  soon  reach  the  Valley  of 
Freyssinieres,  and  that  Pastor  Leger  will  nnite  our  hands  as 
well  as  onr  hearts.*' 

"  Our  marriage/'  replied  Ardoine,  "will  be  like  those  after 
iSbe  plague,  rather  a  solemnity  than  a  festival ;  and  may  Grod, 
who  has  preserved  us  throng  so  many  dangers,  shield  us  to 
the  end." 

"  Providences,  such  as  we  have  undergone,"  said  Echard, 
"  are  inscrutable.  They  teach  us  either  that  there  must  be  no 
God,  or  that  a  future  state  is  a  necessiiy." 

"  I  thank  God,"  said  Ardoine,  "  that  the  last  is  our  con- 
solation. Our  sufferings  appear  hard,  but  we  must  not 
arraign  *Him  who  knoweth  the  end  fipom  the  beginning, 
whose  way  is  in  the  sea,  and  whose  path  is  in  the  deep 
waters.'" 

"His  wisdom,  will  be  vindicated  in  the  end,"  replied 
Bchard,  "and  partial  suffering  often  educes  general  good. 
But  father  signals  to  us ;  he  would  have  ns  bend  the  knee, 
now  that  we  enter  on  the  soil  of  France." 

The  exiles  then  knelt  down,  and  as  Janavels  voice  ascended 
to  heaven,  the  clouds  broke  and  the  light  of  the  moon  shed  its 
lustre  upon  the  remnant,  upon  Italy  on  the  east,  and  France 
on  the  west. 

Bome !  look  upon  that  band  of  exiles,  and  acknowledge  thy 
triumphs !  Thou  hast  cast  them  out,  for  they  are  of  the  ancient 
stock,  of  whom  the  world  is  not  worthy.  Then  hast  caused  one 
sister  to  perish  on  the  rack,  one  in  the  dungeon,  one  in  the  monn- 
tain  hamlet,  one  on  the  mountain ;  two  brothers  hast  thou 
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martyred,  one  labouKs  afc  the  galleys  in  the  south,  some 
escaped  thee  by  death ;  and  those  children — where  are  they  f 
Some  have  been  kidnapped,  and  lai^guish  in  Pignerol,  or  in 
the  dungeons  of  Turin :  some  have  been  transported  to  other 
lands ;  some,  it  may  be,  subserve  the  desires  of  some  cowled 
hypocrite ;  others  ho^e  perished  on  these  mountains ;  where 
they  rambled  for  the  flower,  there  have  their  members  been 
fitrewn,  and  the  highways  garnished  with  their  limbs. 

Behold,  thy  triumphs ! — and  the  proofs  of  the  apostolicity 
of  thy  creed. 

Beader,  our  romance  adheres  in  its  main  features  to  his- 
tory. Numbers  are  expressive,  but  they  are  cold  appeals  to 
the  iatellect ;  the  solitary  type  makes  a  more  powerfal  appeal 
to  the  heart.  Multiply  this  monograph  by  scenes  in  Calabria, 
Spain,  Provence,  Languedoc,  Dauphiny,  Ireland,  Bohemia, 
Saluzzo,  and  thousands  of  cities  as  well  as  larger  tracts  of 
country,  and  you  may  obtain  a  glimpse  of  the  policy  of  that 
Church  which  represents  herself  as  Catholic  and  Apostolic, 
but  which  the  Scripture  portrays  as  "  drunk  with  the  blood  of 
the  saints."  In  the  chronology  of  "  The  Valleys,'*  this  year, 
1655,  stands  forth  in  awful  relief  with  this  title,  "  the  year  of 
massacres."  Q-od  grant  that  this  Church  which  crumbles 
upon  her  seven  hills,  may  not  strengthen  her  foundations  in 
Protestant  England ! 

May  the  auspicious  era  which  has  dawned  on  Italy,  under 
the  auspices  of  Victor  Emmanuel,  shine  brighter  and  brighter 
unto  the  perfectday  of  political  liberty  and  religious  enlighten^ 
ment ! 

Eeader,  in  this  age  of  liberalism,  our  charity  is  too  often 
granted  to  the  wrong-doer ;  be  just  to  the  sufferers,  and  form 
your  conclusions  as  to  truth  and  error,  based  upon  the  "  inex* 
orable  logic  of  facts.*' 

**B7  their  fruits  ye  ihall  know  them."  ' 
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CHAFIEB  L 
Exiraei  firm  ike  BMqf  Pope  hmoeemtVTILJ^aeJExS^^ 
the  fTaldeneee,  AJ>.  1487. 
Thx  original  is  inYoliune  G  of  the  Oambiidge  Manuoripti^  and  the  i 
lation  is  firom  Sir  Samuel  Moriand's  History,  page  197,  to  whioh  i 
maj  be  made  at  the  British  Museum  .* — 

**  We  hare  heard,  and  it  has  come  to  our  knowled^  not  wiAout  modi 
displeasure,  that  certain  sons  of  iniquity,  inhahitanta  of  the  prorinee  of 
Sneux,  ibUowert  of  that  abominable  and  pernicious  sect  of  malignant  mm 
who  are  called  the  poor  people  of  ILyons,  or  the  Waldensca,  who  have  kof 
ago  endearoured  in  Piemont  and  other  neighbouring  parts,  hj  the  pio- 
ourement  of  him  who  is  the  sower  of  evil  works,  throng  bj-waya  pur- 
poielj  sought  out,  and  hidden  precipices,  to  ensnare  the  sheep  belonging 
unto  God,  and  at  last  to  bring  them  to  the  perdition  of  their  soubbjf 
dead!  J  cunning,  are  damnably  risen  up  imder  a  feigned  pretence  of  holiness, 
being  led  into  a  reprobate  sense,  and  do  greatly  errefrom  the  way  of  tnik  l 
and  following  Buperstitious  and  heretical  ceremonies  do  say,  act,  and  com* 
mifc  very  many  things  coptrary  to  the  orthodox  faith,  oflfensiye  to  the  eyes 
of  the  Divine  majesty,  and  which  do  occasion  a  reiy  great  hazard  of 
souls." 

Fope  Innocent  X.  was  guilty  of  an  intrigue  with  his  brother*s  widow. 
Donna  Olympia  MaldachinL 

The  most  remarkable  transaction  of  this  Pontifieate  was  his  Bull,  31st 
May,  1653,  condemning  the  ^Ye  propositions  selected  by  the  Jesuits  out 
of  Jansenius's  Augustinus,  which  ultimately  gare  rise  to  the  famous  que»> 
tion  whether  the  infallibility  of  the  Pope  extended  to  matters  of  fact^  or 
only  to  matters  of  doctrine. 

CHAPTER  II. 
EzTBAOBDiNlBY  as  it  appears,  this  chapter  is  based  on  &ct;  the 
extracts  from  L^ger  and  Dr.  Muston  are  giyen  in  the  Preface.  The  tru^- 
fulness  of  this  fact  is  the  best  apology  for  its  singularity,  and  must  Tmdi- 
cato  the  author  from  the  charge  of  making  an  improbable  hypothesis  the 
basis  of  his  story. 

CHAPTER  IV. 
Thb  character  of  Marie  is  sketched  from  life.    The  original  waa  a  poor 
person  whom  I  was  in  the  habit  of  risiting  when  at  ooU^e.    She  waa  con- 
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fined  to  her  bed  for  twemty'tlejexL  yean  without  once  leaving  her  room ; 
nearly  all  the  speeohes  in  Marie's  month  are  real  experiences  of  suffering 
uttered  by  this  person,  as,  owing  to  her  blindness,  I  was  able  to  take  down 
her  words  in  pencil  at  the  time  they  were  spoken.  This  circumstance,  as  it 
clothes  them  with  the  moral  value  of  true  experiences  of  Christian  sufferings 
will  explain  their  peculiar  style. 

CHAPTER  VI.  ^ 
Tmc  destruction  of  the  Yaudois  temples  was  of  frequent  occurrence  during 
their  great  or  desultory  persecutions.    The  abbey  of  Pignerol  used  to 
retain  a  body  of  armed  men  in  its  pay,  to  make  incursions  into  the  yalleys. — 
Mutton,  vol.  i.  p.  277,  Gille^  History, 

In  the  Month  of  May,  1636,  the  Monk  SimondassaUed  some  peaceable 
Taudois,  whom  he  found  in  the  market-place  of  La  Torre,  with  gross 
abuse ;  and  then,  holding  a  gilt  cracifix  in  his  hands,  he  fell  on  his  knees 
uttering  curses  against  the  reformed  kings  and  princes.  Evidently  he 
hoped  to  irritate  the  by-standers,  both  by  his  crucifix,  before  which  he 
knelt,  and  by  his  unseemly  language. — Moncutier's  SUtory  of  the  VaudoU 
Churchy  p.  249. 

CHAPTEB  Vin. 
Tqk  conversation  in  this  chapter  is  entirely  historical,  see  Leyer,  part  iL 
ehap.  vi.,  p.  72. 

CHAPTER  XI. 
This  scene  is  founded  on  fact,  see  Zeyer,  part  ii,  p.  848. 

CHAPTER  Xn. 
The  extracts  are  taken  verbatim  from  the  Waldensian  Catechism,  and 
the  concludmg  incident  from  Dr.  Mustoti,  vol.  i.  p.  262,  who  gives  a  copious 
list  of  his  various  authorities. 

CHAPTER  Xni. 
As  regards  the  number  of  soldiers  quartered  on  the  valleys,  see  Leger^ 
part  ii.  p.  177, 180. 

CHAPTER  XV. 
I  HAVB  been  an  eye-witness  of  a  similar  scene  on  the  "  Scala  Santo."    The 
general  description  is  accurate. 

As  regards  the  Papal  Tariff  for  the  remiasion  of  sins,  the  reader  may 
consult  Sistoire  des  Souverains  JPontifes,  qui  ont  siSge  d>  Avignon^  par 
Joudou,  August,  1835.  I  obtained  this  book  at  Avignon  in  May  last, 
althougli  it  had  been  suppressed  by  the  Romish  clergy.  The  following  is 
an  extract,  page  125,  vol  i.,  with  the  foot  note.  One  or  two  quotations  are 
taken  irom  the  Fi^ee  Jusfifioative,  for  tiie  edification  of  the  English  sceptic^ 
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y.f  rmeneOU  pantjfcrie  Arit  vii^  fl  ftlUfc  mMr  «b  ■<ji  im  U 
remplir.  En  1319,  Jean  XXll.,  poor  jgmM»  i  «M»  pfannib ^Uii^4 
ton  profit,  det  r^wrret  nir  tow  let  bfatfeai  dei  ^g^m  mll%wlp«  do  1a 
OnMaaUi  H  rendit  det  mdnlgeoees  et  TabmAatiao.  de  toos  ks  cnmes;  il 
Ofdomia  la  Ufie  d'uae  tne,  par  laquelle^  moyau—l  «i  pris  Mtamftil^ 
lii  attontfttfy  mtoe  let  plus  honribki^  teient  aeqiattfa.* 

jP^^J««^(/t00^»tv,lfo.l9  page  126.  Tradnctfon  do^pMlqawHide»4il> 
^no  de  la  cbancellerie  i^iottoUqiie  poor  la  itekaioB  dei  p^drfiu 

**  Si  on  eccMaftiqae  commet  le  y6db£  de  la  eiuir,  witafwdeai 
•oit  arec  let  oootines,  set  nidoet  on  des  ffflenliw,  foit  enfin  wmo  1 
fSnome^  la  conpable  iera  absoos  poor  la  sonmie  d06T  firree  IS  aooa. 

**  Lei  pr6tref  qoi  Toodront  obtenir  footorimtion  de  ^iffe  c 
•fee  leon  parentet  paieront  76  Imes  1  son.  '^ 

''I/abfolation  do  meortre  nmple  ooomiiB  earvn  laiqve  eift  tanfo  i  IS 
Urree  4  foos  3  denien;  si  raMaesin  a  to6  planears  -  hooiiBfla  dbna  la 
Jonm^e,  il  n'en  paiera  pat  darantage. 

'^Poor  le  menrtve  d^m  firdre^  d'one  aflBcr,  Aebo  wain  e«  id'on  pdra^ 
on  paiera  17  liyres  16  soos. 

*'  Oeloi  qai  Toudra  aoheter  par  arance  f  absolotion  de  tout  meotre  aed- 
dentel  qu'il  pourrait  oommettre  &  rarenir,  paieca  168  Uyzes  15  eoos. 

**  Un  h^r^tique  qui  le  conrertiti  paiera  poor  son  absolution  269  Srm. 
Le  illi  d'un  h^^iqoe  briU^  oo  mil  h  su»t  par  tout  autre  sopplice^  no 
ponrra  6tre  reliability  qo'en  pajant  k  la  ehanoelkirie  218  lime  16  fimia  9 
denien. 

"  Un  eool^iattique  qui  ne  pourra  pas  pajer  tea  dettee  et  qoi  Toodra 
^iter  lea  pourtuitea  de  aea  er^ancien  donnera  au  pape  17  liTiea  8  aooa 
6  deniers,  et  aa  or^ance  loi  sera  remise. 

"  La  permiision  de  dresser  des  boutiques  de  marehanda  et  do  Tendre 
diff6renioB  denr^ea  sous  le  portique  d'une  ^lise  sera  accord^  mojennant 
46  liyres  19  sous  8  deniers. 

"  Four  faire  la  oontrebande  et  frauder  lea  dvoita  du  prkiee  on  paiera  87 
liyres  8  deniers. 

"  Un  moine  yertueuz  qoi  voudra  passer  aa  Tie  dana  on  ersiitage  vcr- 
sara  dans  le  treaor  du  pape  45  lirrea  19  aooa. 

"  Si  un  homme  rent  aoquerir  par  aimonie  un  on  pluneun  b^n^fiees,  il 
a'adressera  auz  tr^aoriera  do  pape,  qui  lui  rendronfe  li  on  prix  modM. 

*  C«tt«  oonititution  de  Fapa  Jean  XXn.  eziste  et  a  en  plnsleiirB  editions ;  elle  eet 
Itttltnl^i  Taxe  saone  eaaeellariiB  apostoUoo^  el  taxe  eaera  pmifcentiaria  itidam 
apoitolieo. 
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^Gekd  €pd  Tondn  manquer  ^  son  serment  et  itre  gaimiti  de  toate 
pounuite  et  dt  touto  in&mie^  paiera  au  pape  131  liTfea  15  aoui/* 
(Comment  on  the  above  Is  auperflaoiu.) 

CEAPTEB  XVH. 

Ths  principal  authority  fiw  tliis  chapter  i$  QUUm^ 

GHAFTEB  XVm. 
This  edict  is  given  verbatim;  the  original  may  be  seen  in  ItaHaa  and 
French  in  LSger,  part  ii.,  p.  92.    The  translation  of  the  portion  in  the 
text  is  fiK>m  Sir  Samuel  Morland^  pu  303. 

*'  Andrew  Gastaldo^  Doctor  of  the  Ciril  Law,  Master  Auditor  Ordinajy, 
sitting  in  the  most  illustrious  Chamber  of  Aceompts  of  His  Bojal  High- 
ness, and  Conservator^general  of  the  holy  Faith,  for  the  obseryation  of  the 
Ordere,  published  against  the  pretended  Reformed  religion  of  the  yalley  of 
Lucema  and  St.  Martino,  and  upon  this  aooount  particularly  deputed  by 
His  said  Eoyal  Highness.  We  do  command  and  charge  the  chief  sworn 
messengers  of  the  Court  to  giyv  commandment  and  injimction,  even  as  by 
these  presents  we  command  and  enjoin  every  head  of  a  family  with  its 
members  of  the  pretended  Beformed  religion,  of  what  rank,  degree,  or  con- 
dition soever  (none  excepted),  inhabiting  and  possessing  estates  in  the 
places  of  liucema,  Lucemetta,  S.  Giovanni;  La  Torre,  etc., 

^  Within  three  days  after  the  publication  and  execution  of  these  pre. 
seats,  to  withdraw  and  depart,  and  to  be  with  their  families  withdrawn  out 
of  the  said  places,  and  transported  into  the  places  and  limits  tolerated  by 
His  Boyal  Highness,  and  by  his  good  pleasure,  as,  viz.,  Bobbio,  Yillaro^ 
Angrogna^  Borata,  and  the  country  of  Bonetti,  under  pain  of  death  and 
confiscation  of  houses  and  goods,  situated  or  being  out  of  the  said  limits. 
Provided  alwaye  in  case  they  do  not  make  it  appear  to  us  vnthin  twenty 
daysfoUomny  thai  they  are  beeome  OathoUeks^  or  that  they  have  sold  their 
goods  to  the  OathoUeks** 

CHAPTER  XXIV. 
KoT  one  word  of  this  description  is  exaggerated,  as  may  be  verified  by  re- 
ferring to  Leger^  part  ii.,  chap,  viii.,  p.  94,  and  Morlandy  p.  305.    The 
passage  is  most  plaintive  and  interestiDg,  but  too  long  for  quotation  ;  its 
details  are,  however,  embodied  in  the  text. 

OBAPTERXXY. 

Fob  an  account  of  the  massacre  of  the  Protestants  by  the  Irish  in  1641, 
see  Clarendon's  JERstory  of  the  Rebellion^  toL  i.,  book  iv.,  page  237 ;  and 
Hume's  Hietory  qfJSngland^  voL  vi.,  chap.  Iv.,  p.  383,  the  detuls  of  wluohf 
too  horrible  to  be  transcribed,  were  repeated  by  the  same  agents,  the  Irish, 
aided  by  the  Piedmontase^  in  the  Italian  vallqr  of  Lnoerna  in  1655.    As 
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Kgsrdt  tlie  past  iirignpd  to  the  Itkh  m  tiieie  i 
of  the  toflimonj  of  Hoiiand  and  L%er,  Hums  infins  «■»  toL  tu.,  ^^ 
Ix^  page  151 — ^The  Irtth  wcr  ^ad  to  eaihwiea  twaiali»Mii  m  a  leAige. 
Abore  fortj  thomaiid  men  paawsd  into  Coieign  aerriee;  and  GktMBvd], 
well  pleased  to  free  the  ialaod  from  memiea  who  nerer  could  be  covdiallj 
seooneiled  to  the  Englwh,  gafo  tiMm  foil  EbeHy  and  kiiuiu  fatt  iBbar 
embariuOion.*'  See  Ciaieiidoa*a  MUlon^  of  lie  BeMliom,  roL  m,  book 
ziL,  page  278b 

CHAPTER  XXXn, 
Al  regardf  the  reraltf  of  Gastaldo'a  order,  and  the  consequent  deaolation 
and  pilkge,  tee  Z^er^  part  iL,  p.  96.    The  incident  of  C9ande*8  death  it 
ibonded  on  the  deaths  of  Jaqnes  Bone,  X^er,  part  iL,  p.  126,  and  l^aaiel 
Bambant,  p.  185 ;  also  see  MorlaMd^  p.  d7(t 
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Tnv  antiqoit J  and  connection  of  the  Waldensian  with  the  FrimitiTe  Ghnrch, 
b  attested  by  the  ancient  Yaudeis  MS.,  in  the  Boman9e  language^  deposited 
in  the  libraries  of  Lyons,  Chrenoble^  Genera,  Trinity  College,  Dublioy  and 
the  Uniyenity  of  Cambridge.  The  subject  ia  treated  by  Morland,  L%er, 
Allix,  Muston,  Monastier,  and  by  Dr.  Gilly,  in  his  Waldetuiam  ^eMore&ec 
Many  commentators  on  prophecy — to  wit.  Bishop  Lloyd,  Kewton,  JBojer, 
Amaud,  Fleury,  Acland,  Whiston,  Faber,  Elliott — maintain  that  thb 
church  is  one  of  the  two  witnesses  mentioned  in  Bev.  zL — See  Ibber^  toL 
ii.,  book  T.,  ch.  iL 

CHAPTER  IL 
Thb  Council  of  the  Propaganda  was  instituted  by  Gregory  XY.,  1622,  and 
in  1050  took  the  additional  clause  of  *^et  extirpandis  ScereiicU."  It  is  a 
fact  that  the  massacre  of  Easter,  1655,  was  settled  in  the  Council  of  the  iVo* 
yaganda  of  Turin.  The  banner  described  was  one  of  those  used  by  the 
Inquisition  in  Spain.  The  *<  supplications "  of  the  Waldensian  Churches 
to  the  Duko,  Madame  Koyole,  and  to  the  Marquis  of  Pianesse,  after  Gaa- 
taldo*s  edict,  are  giren  by  Morland,  book  ii.  chap,  y.,  "  the  true  originals 
whereof  are  to  be  seen  in  the  publick  library  of  the  famous  Uniyersitj  of 
Cambridge.*' 

CHAPTER  V. 
ODbb  whole  of  these  speeches  are  the  true  speeches  of  Christian  martyrs, 
many  of  which  haye  been  disentombed  from  old  MSS.  by  the  diligence  of 
Dr.  Muston,  of  Bordeaux.— See  his  Itraei  ofihe  Alps,  toL  i.  pages  59|  61» 
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62,  Sh  90,  103,  106,  113,  121,  163,  202.  As  being  the  utterances  of 
Chri9tian  martjrs,  thej  have  a  moral  value,  and  are  precious  bequests  to 
posterity  from  the  Inquisition. 

CHAPTER  VI. 
This  chapter  is  founded  on  a  real  incident,  and  took  place  in  1560,  in  tiie 
town  of  Carignan.  The  man  was  a  French  fugitive,  named  Mathurin,  and 
his  "wife,  Joan,  a  Vaudois. — See  Israel  of  the  Alps,  vol.  i.,  chap,  viii.,  page 
123.  The  conversation  introduced  into  the  text  is  quoted  ahnost  verbatim 
OS  it  took  place. 

CHAPTER  VII. 
The  two  pastors,  Aquit  and  Gros,  apostatized  through  fear  of  death,  and 
their  subsequent  repentance  and  abjuration  of  Romanism  (see  Leger,  port 
ii.,  page  65),  forms  a  mo6t  affecting  document.  It  was  publicly  read  by 
them  before  the  Churches  whose  ministers  they  had  been  once.  Pago  198. 
This  certificate  was  sent  to  Cambridge  by  Morland,  as  also  the  parchment 
alluded  to  in  chap,  xxxiv.  They  are  now  lost.  Page  203. — ^For  the  royal 
edict,  promising  one  hundred  crowns  to  any  one  who  gave  clandestine 
evidence  against  a  Vaudois,  see  LSger^  part  ii.,  page  61 ;  Morland,  book 
IL,  page  27. 

CHAPTER  X. 
Not  one  detail  of  this  chapter  is  exaggerated,  as  may  be  verified  by  the 
notarial  depositions,  collected  by  Morland  and  L^ger.    The  hint  about 
the  gossip  of  the  Inquisition  is  taken  from  The  Sistory  qfthe  Inquisition 
and  Bower, 

*^The  hereditary  feud  between  the  Franciscans  and  Dominicans,  and 
between  the  Jesuits  and  Jansenbts  was  proverbial,  and  is  the  best  proof 
that  the  Church  of  Rome,  who  would  purchase  *  uniformity '  even  by  fibre, 
the  sword,  and  the  rack,  cannot  command  spiritual  'unity*  even  among 
her  own  professed  disciples." 

Extract  from  the  BuU  of  Innocent  VIII, — "  We,  therefore,  having  de- 
termined to  use  all  our  endeavours,  and  to  employ  all  our  care,  as  wo  are 
bound  by  tiio  duty  of  our  pastoral  charge,  to  root  up  and  extirpate  such  o 
detestable  sect,  and  the  foresaid  execrable  errors,  that  they  may  not  spread 
further,  and  that  the  hearts  of  believers  may  not  bo  damnably  perverted 
from  the  Catbcllck  Church ;  and  to  repress  such  rash  undertakings,"  etc 
— The  translation  is  from  Sir  Sam.  MorlanSs  Sistorjf,  p.  199. 

The  number  of  the  victims  of  the  Inquisition  who  perished  in  Spoia 
from  1481,  under  Torquemada,  to  16G5,  under  Philip  IV.,  was—burnt 
aUve,  33,412 ;  burnt  in  effigy,  15,743  j  condemned  to  the  galleys  op  to 
prison,  272,514 

CHAPTER  XI. 

Tms  incident  actually  took  place.— Xe^er,  part  ii.,  page  132,  line  14i>  With 
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reference  to  these  two  chapters,  see  the  remonstracoes  of  the  Tarious  states 
to  the  Court  of  Savoy,  Cromwell's  letters,  and  Morland's  speech  to  the 
Puke  of  SaToy,  referred  to  hereafter. 

OKAFTEB  Xn. 
Fob  the  history  and  chronology  of  these  days  (to  which  I  hare  adhered 
closely),  see  Mustony  voL  i,  part  ii.,  chap.  yii.  Nearly  all  the  allusions  are 
historical,  and  many  of  the  speeches  in  the  actors'  mouths  are  their  veritable 
words.  With  the  exception  of  chapters  xxvii.  and  xxviiL,  the  last  half  of 
this  volume  is  concerned  with  the  dramatic  unity  and  development  of  the 
pbt,  and  cannot  be  substantiated  by  references. 


BOOK   III. 

OHAPTEB  VI. 

This  chapter  is  taken  firom  Dr.  Muston's  Israel  of  the  Alps,  voL  L  part 
2f  chap,  ii.,  and  will  justify  the  allusions  in  other  parts  of  this  volmne. 
The  following  is  Sir  Samuel  Morland's  introduction  (book  ii.»  chap,  vi, 
p.  832)  to  Chapter  vi.,  in  which  he  recites  the  notarial  depositions  of  the 
atrocious  details : — 

"  I  presume  the  Christian  reader  is  now  somewhat  prepared  by  what 
has  been  already  hinted,  with  the  greater  constancy  to  behold  those  doleful! 
spectacles  which  he  shall  have  here  presented  before  his  eyes.  The  truth 
is,  the  cruelties  which  are  here  related  would  abundantly  exceed  the  belief 
of  any  man  (save  onely  the  Authors  and  Actors  of  them)  were  they  not 
accompanied  with  such  Authentick  proofs  that  he  who  denies  the  truth  of 
them  must  at  the  same  time  deny  his  own  reason  and  understanding  ;  for 
if  the  formal  Attestations  of  those  that  were  eye-witnesses  and  bystanders 
may  be  of  any  force  with  us,  if  the  strong  and  woftill  cries  of  so  many 
desolate  and  poor  wretches  who  have  been  miserably  rob'd  and  bereft  of 
their  relations,  houses,  lands,  and  all  other  comforts,  may  in  any  manner 
gain  our  belief;  in  a  word,  if  the  formall  deposition  of  one  of  the  chief 
Commanders  of  that  very  Army  who  were  the  Actors  of  those  cruelties 
signed  with  his  own  hand,  and  that  in  the  presence  of  two  sufficient  Wit- 
nesses, may  perswade  us  to  give  any  credit  to  such  a  relation ;  Or  (which 
is  yet  one  degree  nearer),  if  the  voluntary  confession  of  one  of  the  souldiers 
themselves,  and  one  who  had  his  own  hands  embrewed  in  the  blond  of 
those  poor  creatures,  to  some  of  his  Comrades,  in  a  boasting  way  that  he 
had  many  times^  during  the  heat  of  the  Massacre,  surfeited  with  eatuig  the 
boyled  Brains  of  those  Barbets  (or  Protestants)  ;  I  say,  if  the  voluntary 
confession  of  such  canibals  as  these  may  be  accepted  as  Authentick  proofs, 
then  I  doubt  not  but  to  give  ample  satisfaction  to  all,  as  weU  to  those  that 
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fkin  would  not^  as  those  tliat  as  jot  cannot  easily  beliere  soeh  monstrous 
cruelties,  having  inserted  here  as  fdlowes  the  true  C<^es  of  the  said  De- 
positions and  Attestations  (which  are  indeed  worthy  of  being  oommnnicated 
to  posterity),  and  presented  the  very  Original  Subssriptions  to  the  pubHck 
Library  of  the  famous  University  of  Gambridge/' 

CHAPTER  Vni. 

The  incidents  of  this  chapter,  as  well  as  the  allusions  to  the  parchment 
and  certificates,  ore  founded  on  the  following  passage  in  Horland*s  his- 
tory:— 

"  In  the  black  Boxe  marked  X  are  contained  the  several  printed  Tickets, 
and  other  Papers  and  Pictures  ;  which  were  found  in  the  pockets  of  some 
of  the  Booldiers  of  Piemont,  who  had  before  massacred  the  Protestants : — 

Namely, 

In  the  Paper  A  are  several  forms  of  blessmg  consecrated  to  be^carried 
about  them  for  preservation ;  As  for  example  : — 

1.  Potentia  Dei  Patris,  sapientia  Dei  Fili,  virtus  Spiritus  Sancti,  per 
intercessionemSanctusimse  Yirginis,  Dei  gonitricis  Mariee,  Sancti  Franobci 
et  Beatorum  Didaci,  et  salvatoris  liberot  te  Dominus  ab  omni  Febre,  Peste, 
et  improvisft  morte.    Amen. 

2.  Facite  homines  disoumbere,  ex  Oathed.  Casalens,  1649. 

3.  Est  puer  unus  hie,  ex  Cathed.  Casalens,  1648. 

In  the  Paper  B  is  a  certain  powder  they  call  Latte  della  Madonna;  or 
The  Milk  of  the  Virgin  Mary. 

In  the  Papers  C,  D,  E,  F,  G,  H,  I,  K  are  enclosed  small  pieces  of  the 
dead  bones  of  several  Martyrs,  etc.,  with  the  following  inscriptions  on  the 
bacik  side  of  the  Papers : — 

C.  Sancti  Justini  Virg.    Martyr, 

D.  Sancti  Lucii  Eremites. 

E.  Sancti  Dindari  Martyris. 

F.  Sancti  Blasii  Episoopi  Martyris. 

G.  Sancti  Antonii  Abbatis. 
H.  Sancti  Antonni  Martyris. 
I.  Sancti  Pancratii. 

X.  De  la  Sancta  Sepulcra. 

In  the  Paper  L  are  the  pictures  of  several  saints,  as  also  of  Christ  and 
the  Virgin  Mary,  among  which  there  is  one  remarkable,  whereof  the  title 
or  superscription  is,  **  Pro  Conversion©  Hareticorum ;"  all  painted  in  a 
bloudy  colour. 

Besides  these  papers  and  tickets  there  are  in  the  said  black  Box  these 
original  pieces :— 
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1.  The  Marqnesa  of  Fianezza's  grant  of  indemnifj,  and  dirers  Privi- 
ledges  to  a  certain  person  for  renouncing  his  Beligion. 

2.  The  CertiBcate  of  Prospero  da  Tarano,  delirered  to  the  Marquess  of 
Pianezza,  that  the  person  aboye-said  had  certainly  abjured  hie  Religion*'' 

These  were  sent  by  Morland  to  Cambridge,  but  are  now  lost. 

As  regards  the  blowing  off  the  heads  of  the  heretics  by  the  ignition  of 
powder,  see  Morland,  book  ii.,  chap,  yi.,  p.  853,  who  giyes  an  illustration 
of  the  process* 

CHAPTER  XVII. 

Samuel  Vacca  was  Archdeaccn  of  Saluces,  and  it  was  throngh  himihat 
the  Protestants  were  sayed  from  being  massacred  about  1570. 

CHAPTER  XXI. 

The  incident  of  this  chapter  is  based  on  the  following  passage  inMor- 
land*8  history:— 

**  Pietro  Simond  of  Angrogna,  abont  fourscore  years  of  age,  was  tied 
neck  and  heels  together,  and  yiolcntly  hurled  down  yast  and  formidable 
precipices,  but  as  he  was  falling  down  he  by  the  way  met  with  a  oragged 
branch  of  a  tree,  and  there  hung  fast  in  a  most  languishing  condition  for 
seyeral  dayes  together  (a  most  lamentable  spectacle  to  behold!)  not  being 
able  to  help  himself  in  the  least,  nor,  indeed,  capable  of  the  help  of  any 
other,  by  reason  it  was  a  precipice  altogether  inaccessible :  I  leare  the 
reader  to  make  out  the  rest  of  this  tragedy,  confessing  myself  not  able  to 
express  it." 

The  incidents  connected  with  Janayel  are  historic,  and  from  the  posi- 
tion of  the  yalley  it  is  possible  to  see  what  is  taking  place  on  the  opposite 
ridges. 

It  is  the  habit  of  the  Waldenses  to  meet  once  a  year,  on  the  15th 
August,  on  some  spot  consecrated  by  religion,  history,  and  tradition.  The 
>^thering  took  place  at  Pian  Pra  (the  spot  on  which  the  combat  mentioned 
in  chapter  xxii.,  p.  218,  occurred)  in  August,  1860,  when  2000  were 
assembled.  A  paper  is  printed  illustrating  the  special  incident  which  is 
the  subject  of  commemoration.  The  foUowing  is  the  heading  of  the  one 
alluded  to  aboye  :— 

"  Quelques  Traits  De  la  yie  De  Janayel  suivis  de  Chants,  pr^par&  pour 
le  seryioe  de  Pridre  et  d* Action  de  Graces  c61ebr€  k  Pian  Pra  Le  15  aoilt 
I860." 

The  incidents  connected  with  the  sack  of  Rora,  the  capture  of  Janayel's 
wife,  Pianesse's  letter  and  JanayeVs  answer,  are  historic.  (Chaps,  zxy^ 
xxix.) 

CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

Correctly  speaking,  it  was  not  nutil  1663  that  Milton  was  brought  into 
connexion  with  Chalfont  St  Giles^  but  when  there  he  might  stioU  xx^  to 
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Gerrard's  Cross,  as  represented  in  the  text.  In  1663  tlie  plague  raged  in 
London,  and  EUwood  received  Milton  at  Chalfont,  where  he  finished  his 
''Paradise  Lost."    The  house  is  standing. 

CHAPTER  XXXV. 
The  letter  in  the  text,  as  well  as  the  other  Latin  letters  of  Cromwell, 
were  the  composition  of  Milton.  The  originals,  in  the  handwriting  of  the 
Poet's  second  daughter,  Mary,  are  preserved  in  the  State  Paper  Office. 
The  translation  is  from  Morland,  hook  iy.,  chap,  iv,  p.  572.  The  following 
is  his  heading  :— 

''A  Letter  from  His  Highness  the  Lord  Protector  of  the  Commonwealth 
of  England,  &c..  To  the  Duke  of  Savoy,  in  the  behalf  of  his  poor  distressed 
subjects  professing  the  Reformed  Religion  in  the  Valleys  of  Piemont  An 
Authentick  Copy  of  the  true  Original  whereof  was  communicated  to  the 
Author  by  the  Bight  Honourable  Mr.  Secrttary  Thurloe." 

CHAPTER  XXXVIL 

The  translation  of  Du  Petit  Bourg's  letter  is  from  Morland,  book  ii., 
ehap.  yi.,  p.  333.  The  following  is  its  heading  as  it  stands  in  his 
histoiy : — 

"  The  Declaration  of  M.  du  Petit  Bourg,  first  Captain  of  the  Regiment 
of  Grancey,  touching  the  Cruelties  that  were  exercised  upon  persons  of  all 
ages  and  sexes  among  the  poor  Protestants  of  the  Valleys  of  Piemont,  sub- 
scribed with  his  own  hand  at  Pignerol,  27  Novemb.  1655,  in  the  presence 
of  two  other  Commanders. 

**The  true  original  whereof  is  to  be  seen,  together  with  the  rest,  in  the 
Publick  Library  of  the  famous  University  of  Cambridg.** 

L^ger^s  Bible,  vdth  its  inscription,  is  mentioned  by  Dr.  Gilly  in  his 
Waldensian  Sesearches^  p.  79.  It  was  then  in  the  possession  of  Dr. 
Rennell,  Dean  of  Winchester.  The  present  Dean  of  Winchester  has 
kindly  informed  the  Author  that  the  book  is  not  to  be  found  in  the  Chap- 
ter Library,  and  he  fears  that,  being  private  property,  it  may  have  been 
sold.  The  Author  would  be  glad  to  receive  any  information  about  this 
relic,  and  rescue  it  from  destruction. 

Cromwell  ordered  a  national  Heat  and  a  collection  to  be  made  for  the 
Taudois.  He  headed  the  list  with  £2000.  Efforts  were  made  in  each 
parish  of  England  and  Wales,  and  the  sum  of  £38,241 10s.  6d.  was  raised. 
Morland  furnishes  us  with  the  items.  We  select  one — Buckinghamshire, 
180  parishes,  £498  2s.  8(f. 

According  to  the  original  instrument  preserved  in  the  State  Paper 
Office,  among  the  distributions  are  the  following : — 

^To  Sfr.  John  Leger,  their  chiefe  Himister,  who  has  been  eminently 


502  APPODIX. 

active  from  tbe  beginnixig,  and  whose  expenses  are  very  great  bj  reaaoni 
of  his  daily  entertajnmenta  of  all  sorts  of  peojde  wlio  come  to  Mm  aboiit 
business,  £100. 

**Item  among  the  chief  commanders,  £100 ;  whereof  £40  maybe  to 
Capn  Gianayel." 

Of  this  money,  £21,908  Os,  Zd,  was  spent  in  1655  in  relieyiog  their 
distress,  and  £16,383  10^.  8<2.  was  pkoed  to  their  credit  in  tiie  English 
treasury,  hut  when  Charles  II.  came  to  the  throne  he  refused  to  be  liabb ' 
for  the  debts  of  a  usurper,  and  squandered  it  upon  his  infiunoua  pleasurci. 

Another  massacre  in  1686  succeeded,  and  in  1689,  after  their  expatria- 
tion, some  of  them  returned  to  their  country  in  great  distress,  whereupon 
William  and  Maiy  contrihnted  £500  a  year  for  the  relief  and  rapport  of 
their  clergy.  This  benefaction  continued  until  1797,  when  Napdbon 
annexed  Piedmont  to  France,  and  the  English  annuity  was  withdrawii. 
At  the  termination  of  the  war  in  1814,  Wflberlbroe  used  all  his  influenea 
to  obtain  a  renewal  of  the  grant,  but  without  success,  but  timmgfa  tiie 
exertions  of  Dr.  G-illy  it  was  restored  in  1827,  and  they  are  now  in  receipt 
of  £277  annually  from  the  British  GK)Temment.  Besides  this,  £292  is 
annually  transmitted  from  the  Society  for  the  Propagation  of  the  Qospa^ 
being  interest  on  £10,000  collected  imder  the  patronage  of  George  IIL 

In  the  last  report  of  the  "  Table  "  (May,  1863),  the  items  standi 

Subsides  r^guliers. 

National  Anglais,        •        •        •        •        Fr.  8133  10 

Eoyal  Anglais,        ••••••  6933  76 

Fends  Gilly, 6256  25 

The  following  is  the  Eev.  B.  Burgess's  explanation  of  the  above 
items : — 

**  Ko.  1  is  the  interest  of  the  capital  recovered  by  the  exertions  of  the 
late  Dr.  Gilly  and  Sir  E.  H.  Inglis  from  the  original  Cromwell  fund. 

No.  2  is  a  grant  made  in  the  time  of  Gborge  III.,  and  is  designated  in 
the  report  of  the  Society  for  the  Propagation  of  the  Gospel,  that  society 
being  trustee  for  the  said  grant  or  collection. 

No.  3  is  a  fund  raised  by  the  late  Dr.  Gilly,  and  which  the  Waldensiaa 
Committee  of  London  holds  in  trust  for  the  Yaudois  Church. 

None  of  these  resources  can  properly  bo  said  to  be  from  the  English 
Government.  The  Exchequer  has  always  refused  to  refand  the  £10,000 
collected  under  Cromwell  for  reasons  which  the  Administration  oonsldeBi 
fufficient." 
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OPmiONS   OF   THE   PRESS. 

••Tfae  'Mz  Sitters  of  flwTdlqns'  ivffl  le  read  with  istereet  br  thoM  vbo  warm  iovAxds  fht  Wal 
^tamee,  «kd  the  doennMBte  reforred  to  in  ISie  notes  and  introdnction,  will  afBovd  the  reader  every 
opportunity  of  Terifying  the  correctness  of  the  historical  narratiye."— .^^ftmoMm. 

'•We  TeBtnre  topfecBot  forthe  iroric  aa  extenalTe  oirciiIation.''--/8Uir(%  JiMiMP. 

"  The  author  has  selected  a  tale  connected  with  the  Massacre  of  the  Protestants  ia  the  Tanej" 
'at  the  VHudois,  about  the  year  1655,  and  he  establishes  his  claim  to  authenticity  aa  reearda  the  lead* 
-  fag  historical  facts,  by  giving  chapter  and  Terse  from  well  established  books ;  the  plot  is  fiMmded  upon 
•  very  Bingular  fact,  which,  from  its  wondrous  originality  and  patriarchal  beauty,  moat  ealist  the 
interest  of  the  feeling  and  the  Tirtnons.  There  were  six  brothers  named  Frina,  who  manned  six 
sisters,  and  all  of  them  had  numbers  of  children,  and  they  lived  together  at  a  farm  in  the  mountains 
of  Piedmont,  without  having  ever  made  an^r  division  of  their  ^fiopmtj,  and  without  the  slightest 
disocHrd  having  ever  been  observed  in  the  fanmy.  It  was  composed  of  more  than  fbrtr  persons,  each 
«f  whom  had  his  own  department  of  labour;  some  in  the  woilc  of  the  vineyards  and  cnUivation  of 
the  fields,  others  in  the  care  of  the  laieadows  or  in  that  of  the  fiocks.  The  eldest  of  the  brotiiers  and 
his  wife,  who  was  also  the  ddesi  of  the  sisters,  were  like  the  father  and  motiber  of  the  ^riiole  parf^." 


''Whatever  there  is  of  floticm  in  the  volumes  is  of  very  subordinate  importance,  and  ia  only  in- 
troduced for  the  purpose  of  giving  greater  artistic  effect  to  the  story.  It  is  a  work  ftill  of  historical 
interetit,  while  it  has  all  the  attraotiona  of  a  romance.  The  graphic  pictures  of  Popery,  with  which 
we  are  pr«  sented  in  the  pages  of  'The  Six  Sisten,'  ought  not  to  be  lost  .on  the  Piotestaot  people  of 
these  realms,  and  as  the  Church  of  Bome  is  making  such  resolute  and,  we  regret  to  add,  auoMSsfol 
aggresrii/n  on  our  Protestant  territory  in  Great  Britain,  we  trust  that,  were  it  for  that  reason  only, 
Mt,  Bramley-Moore'a  book  will  have  a  wide  oiroulation." — Mormng  Advertiser. 

**  The  *  Six  Sisters  of  the  Valleys'  is  an  anomaljr  in  the  library,  for  although  an  historical  romance* 
it  is  charaeterispd  by  the  remariEaUe  extent  to  wlueh  the  author  has  carried  a  license  often  used  by 
the  writers  of  similar  works,  but  never  that  we  remember  to  the  same  extent.  We  do  not  mean  thM 
he  indulges  the  claim  of  fiction  to  alter  and  idealize  his  subject  matter,  bat  the  very  revorse ;  he  naea 
fiction  oniy  so  far  as  it  pleases  him,  following  the  authentic  records  with  a  rigidity  almost  unknown 
to  romance,  and  not  scrupling  to  import  mto  his  context  whole  chaptem  of  pure  uaadnlterated 
'idBUaj."'—Lincolntiire  CkronieU, 

'*  We  are  at  a  loes  to  determine  whether  we  ought  to  prefer  the  historical  research  this  deeply 
interesting  romance  manifrsts,  or  the  olevemess  with  whicn  its  striking  details  are  woven  together 
and  completed.  Mr.  Bram]ey<Moore  has  managed  to  give  many  of  the  incidents  of  those  tunes  of 
toial  a  new  and  more  deeply  intereating  direction,  whilst  combining  fhct  with  fiction,  so  as  more  foroibJty 
to  impress  the  minds  wilJi,  and  direct  the  mergies  of  hisSreaders  to,  the  conviction  of  the  necesrity  of 
firmly  and  couoiateutly  contending  for  the  faith  of  pure  and  uncontaminated  Christianity.  The  great 
cbarm,  howerpr,  of  the  romance  is  its  quiet  unobtrusive  purpose  of  maintaining  the  cause  of  trath  and 
holiness,  whilst  the  bitter  hatred  and  cruel  persecution  of  the  Romanist  invaders  of  tberig^andpiii- 
vileges  of  the  Yaudois,  are  rather  stated  upon  unquestionable  authority,  than  held  up  to  scorn  and 
execration.  In  whatever  point  of  view,  therefore,  we  examine  Mr.  Bramley-Moore's  well  considered 
and  completed  tale,  we  may  pronounce  it  to  be  as  remarkable  for  the  exposition  of  talent,  as  it  is 
for  tiie  manifestation  of  jud^nent  and  good  taste.*' — BtU's  WeeJdf  Mestenger. 

**  Mr.  Bramley .Moore  has  visited  the  Waldenses  in  their  Alpine  homes,  and  instead  of  writing  • 
book  to  tell  us  wbat  he  saw,  that  a  hundred  before  him  had  seen  and  described,  he  has  employed  the 
impressionH  of  bin  visit  in  the  illustration  of  an  eventful  period  in  the  past  of  the  YaaaoM,  that  is 
to  say,  he  has  written  an  historical  romance  founded  upon  uncontrovertible  facts,  and  he  has  eheaked 
his  gleanings  from  dusty  tomes,  by  the  evidence  of  his  own  eyes.  The  result  is  a  book  whidi  vriU 
be  widely  re^d  and  generally  admired.  It  has  a  strange  dramatic  interest  of  its  own;  we  may  not 
always  exactly  concur  with  the  author,  but  we  can  never  shut  our  eyes  to  his  great  power."— ITomlfly 
Serald. 

**  Anglicans  will  find  much  in  Mr.  Bramley-Moore's  book  to  confirm  them  in  their  fiuth,  to  make 
them  more  thankful  for  the  blessings  of  the  English  Beformation,  to  nerve  them  in  resistance  to  the 
encroachments  of  Home.  They  will  find  also  that  the  volumes  have  all  the  fascination  of  a  romance, 
that  this  fascination  is  intensiffed  by  the  consciousness  of  the  realitv  of  the  scenes  and  the  inddenta, 
end  that  tbe  whole  is  the  work  of  one  who  has  been  among,  and  has  studied  the  people  of  whose 
ancestors  he  has  written." — The  Standard, 

'*The  plot  is  well  conceived  and  execnted^the  characters  are  forcibly  portrayed— the  dialogue 
suggestive  and  scholarly,  and,  as  a  whole,  *  The  Six  Sisters  of  the  Valleys'  will  meet  with  a  wide  range 
of  intelligent  readers  and  admirers.'' — I%e  Liverpool  Albion, 

"Mr.  Bramley-Moore  has  constructed  a  tale  of  great  interest,  and  beauty,  and  power,  and  has 
devoted  it  to  the  ^ervice  of  religious  truth.  For  litersl  adherence  to  truth,  for  skill  in  the  use  of 
the  matt>ri  \U  ready  to  bis  hand,  for  the  clear  graphic  way  in  which  he  represents  the  fidelity  of  the 
persecuted  on  the  one  hand,  and  the  vices  of  their  persecutors  on  the  other,  he  deserves  high  praise. 
We  know  no  book  in  which  is  more  faithfully  portrayed  that  memorable  period  in  Waloensiui 
history.  We  trust  this  tale  may  soon  be  reproduced  in  a  popular  form,  and  circulated  through  the 
length  iind  Itreadth  of  the  land.  The  book  ought  to  become  a  classic,  for  the  theme  is  elevated,  and 
the  lanifusge  worthy  of  the  theme.  Our  author  needs  no  apology,  for  he  has  written  a  religious 
novel,  which  cannot  but  do  good  service,  especially  in  these  days  of  indifferentism  to  the  cause  of 
religiouH  truth.  We  heartuy  congratulate  him  on  his  success.  The  work  is  got  up  in.  tb^  xs^^2i(S«. 
attractive  manner,  and  the  many  iUustrationa  with  which  it  ia  adomt^  ax%srB.\!r5^v5«isJ«sso.«»^ 
engraved  by  Sheeres,  are  really  of  a  very  superior  charaot«i.^*-—BucV  a  Heralds 
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**  Thk  Urtoirioal  MOMUMe.  indeed,  it  a  stony  flUed  with  well  wspuii^t  pictures,  which  are  drawn  from 
iaaoBtrofwtible  fteli.  It  »  a  work  well  worthy  of  a  world-wide  tnooess,  and  we  predict  it  will 
oMaiBit.*'— C%Awi. 

"Ifr*  Bmnlay-ICoore's  work  is  an  historical  romance,  bnt  a  romance  vnosnaUj  close  to  hittory. 

"k  of  the  ilaiy  ia  powerfhlly,  and  much  pathetically  told."— 2%0  Pre9M, 

"  ne  unA  haa  substantial  merits  to  recommend  it,  and  is  an  able  oontribation  to  the  imaginatiTe 

•  IHeiatwe  of  our  thne.    The  story  is  highly  romantic  in  all  its  details;  the  author  is  fertile  in  re- 

■ooreiai  he  haa  compiled  his  materials  from  documents  not  easily  accessible,  and  through  the  thin 

TeU  of  flettoa  w  can  read  the  erents  of  one  of  the  blackest  pages  in  the  history  of  our  race."— 

**  It  la  a  HMMk  seasonable  production  at  the  present  time,  and  although  some  may  look  upon  it 
with  dllfliTOCir,  wo  predict  that  it  will  be  the  means  of  doing  good;  that  it  will  become  a  popular 
book,  and  one  that  will  stroagtiien  Protestants  in  the  faltiL  for  which  many  of  our  early  refonners 
were  borned  at  Iha  stake.  ^The  Six  Sisters  of  the  YaUeys'  desenres  a  widely  extended  circulation, 
ftr  a  two4bld  reason,  the  object  it  has  in  view,  namely,  tiie  spread  of  Goepel  Truth,  and  for  ito 
Uteraij  merits.  It  is  a  prodncUon  replete  with  word  pictures,  some  of  which  liare  been  very 
hapl^T  fflnrtrated  by  the  peaeil  of  the  artist.  It  must  be  read  to  be  fully  appreciated." — Bucking- 
MtmMrt  JdvertUer, 

**The  anthor  seems  to  have  taken  great  pains  with  his  faato/'—Hlutirated  London  Newt. 

"  A  veaOy  good  book  of  fLeHonr—IUuatrated  New9  qf  the  World. 

**  Tht  wthor  writes  with  strong  feeling,  but  still  with  great  care  as  to  facts."— Da»/y  Newt. 

"TUa  story  contains  much  yaluable  information  about  the  dark  deeds  of  Bome  in  1655."— Pre- 
tutamt  MUmtee, 

"  The  book  shows  much  historical  research  on  Mr.  Bramley-Moore's  part."— JcAn  Bull, 

*' A  work  written  in  such  a  spirit  needs  no  commendation  of  ours.  Enough  to  say  that  it  echoes 
tho  slBBiiis  of  Milton's  noble  s<mnet,  composed  on  the  occasion  of  these  very  massacres."— ^M77(fay  at 


**  Wo  have  said  enough  to  recommend  Mr.  Bramlcrr-Moore*s  beautiful  Tolume  to  the  attention 
of  our  readers.  Whether  we  regard  the  pure  spirit  of  Ohriatian  faith  which  animates  the  writer,  or 
the  noUo  prindplee  of  Protestant  truth  which  guide  his  pen,  we  can  award  no  cold  or  stinted 
admiration  of  this  attempt  to  immortalise  the  patience  of  the  vaudois  Martyrs,  and  to  illustrate  the 
tendeodea  of  Popery.  The  author  has  conseorated  no  ordinary  abUilrf  as  a  oahn  inyesti^ator  of 
hittocy,  and  no  common  powers  of  gri^hic  description  to  the  accomplishment  of  a  work  which  is 
itoaigBod  to  please  the  fiinpy  only  that  it  may  instruct  the  intellect  and  sanctify  the  heart." — Thi 
Mtcord* 

"Mr.  Bramley-Moore  haa  compiled  his  work  with  the  greatest  care;  his  delineations  are  abon- 
daatly  sastained  by  his  authorities."— TAe  Patriot. 

"  As  a  romance,  in  the  ordinary  sense  of  the  word,  this  work  is  likely  to  bo  interesting;  to  a  very 
large  elasa  of  readers."'^Cto-»ca2  Journal, 

"  A  book  like  this  might  yerj  fairly  be  criticised  from  two  stand  points :  firstly,  as  a  romance,  and, 
ndly,  as  a  historical  contribution  under  the  garb  of  fiction  to  the  literature  of  Protestant  Chris- 


r  higher  claims  upon  our  attention  than  any  which  it  may  I  

thank  Mr.  Bramley-Moore  heartily  for  the  noble  defence  of  Protestant  principles  which  is  contained 
inddentlT  in  these  volumes  of  fiction.  On  many  minds  we  can  wdl  conceive  that  the  defence  will 
have  a  oeeper  influence  from  being  conveyed  in  so  fascinating  a  form.  '  Some  men,'  says  Lord 
Bacon,  'wiu  not  so  much  as  look  on  truth  herself  unless  they  see  her  elegantly  dressed/  This  may 
be  a  weakness,  but  it  behoves  us  to  accept  it  as  a  fact ;  and  he  who  possesses  the  art  of  dressing  Truth 
as  elegantiy  as  the  anthor  of  these  volumes  has  done,  deserves  our  oest  thanks  for  his  labour."— TAe 
8t,  Jamee*  Chronicle. 

**  We  urge  our  readers  to  do  what  they  can  to  give  the  book  circulation."— J3»*»^m^  Q,uarterly 
Beview, 

**Mudi  pains  has  evidently  been  spent  in  the  preparation  of  this ;, book."— G^Zoie. 

(« This  is  a  remarkable  book ;  one  that  deeply  interest^  the  Christian  world."— Z%«  Ladies' 
IVeamrg, 
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